

The stories in this volume include 
The Cossacks , one of Tolstoy’s greatest 
short stories, and his famous Sevastopol 
Sketches , a vivid picture of war from 
the soldier’s point of view. They not 
only represent some of his best 
writing, but also enable us to (race 
the early development of his attitude 
to war from a first tentative question¬ 
ing of its justifiability in The Raul to 
the conclusion he reached in later 
life that war is always utterly wrong. 
\fuch of the material in Tales of 
Army Life is autobiographical. Tolstoy 
joined the army in 1851, when he was 
twenty-three, serving first against the 
mountain tribes in the Caucasus, and 
then throughout the siege of Sevas¬ 
topol during the Crimean War, the 
period at which he wrote his first 
works, including the stories here 
collected. 
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EDITOR’S NOTE 

It is intended that the translations published in the 
Centenary Edition of Tolstoy’s works shall all even¬ 
tually be reproduced in the ‘World's Classics’ senes, 
but this cannot be done at once. The volumes in the 
Centenary Edition, not being sold separately, are 
numbered in order to show at a glance which are hn 
earlier and which his later works. In the ‘World’s 
Classics’ scries the volumes are sold separately and are 
consequently not numbered. Hut it is important for 
readers wishing to understand the development of 
Tolstoy’s views to note to what period any work they 
are reading belongs. 

The early ‘trials of the pen’, as Tolstoy called them, 
which followed Childhood but preceded War and Peace, 
occupy two volumes. 1'ive Tales of Army Life are in 
this, and Nine Stories, iSjs-Tjj, not dealing with war, 
are in another. A liberty with the chronological 
sequence has been taken by including in the present 
volume a short article written in i88g to serve as 
preface to Recollections of Sevastopol, a book written by 
a fellow officer of Tolstoy’s. Strictly speaking, that 
article should have come later among the essays, hut 
as it is closely connected with Tolstoy’s sketches of 
Sevastopol, readers may prefer to have it here. 

Finding that he would not be allowed to publish 
that preface, Tolstdy never finally completed or revised 
it, but he allowed a friend of his, V. G. Chertkdv, to 
print the Russian text in England. It serves to show 
how much more definite his anti-war opinions had 
become in his later years. 

In The Raid we sec that from the first Tolstdy 
questioned the justifiability of war, and then wc see 
how gradually, tentaUveiy, and with what retro¬ 
gressions, he reached categorical and absolute condem- 
nauon. The Raid appeared in a magazine in March 
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1852. Writing to his brother Sergey he said: ‘Tin 
Raul was simply ruined by the censor. All that was 
good in it hits been struck out or mutilated.’ An 
examination of Tolstoy’s mamixuipis ircMitiy under¬ 
taken in Russia makes it possible at last to restore the 
passage s then suppressed by the censor. They are here 
enclosed in square biackcts to distinguish them irom 
matter previously published. The same has been done 
elscwheic in this volume, and 111 Sevastopol besides 
various slimier passagis-m some cases single lines 
—one whole chapter is given for the first time. Not 
content with sinking out these passages, the censor 
demanded the nisei turn of sentiments he considered 
desirable, and when 1 hist tiansl.itcd Sevastopol, some 
thirty ye,ns ago, 1 was taken aback by some of these 
and asked Tolstoy whether he had written them. His 
reply was: ‘All the exli.it Is you sent were either 
altered or insetted by the editor (of die magazine| to 
meet the wishes ol the censor,, and it would therefore 
be better to limit them.’ One of these passages ran: 
‘But line it seems to you that peril, animosity, and 
the suth rings of war have imprinted on each face 
a consuotisncss of its own worth and ol elevated 
thoughts and feelings.’ These censor-inspired passages 
have, of course, been here omitted in accord with 
Tolstoy's wish. 

In the tirst of the Sevastopol sketches it is evident 
that Tolstoy, who had applied to be ti.tnsfcrred to the 
Crimean limit horn the quieter Caucasus, began the 
campaign with the patriotic aidour that often actuates 
volunteers at die outbreak of a war. In May 1855 he 
wrote to lus brother. 'I petitioned to be sent to the 
Crimea m order to see this war ... but most of all from 
patuotism of which at that tune, I confess, 1 had a bad 
attack.’ Sevastopol in December 1854 was indeed written 
in a tone that attracted the favourable attention of 
Alexander II, who had it translated into French 
and sent instructions to ‘take care of the life of that 
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young man'. Tolstoy had only to continue as he 
iuil begun and the path to Imperial favour and 
to su< < i ss lay open. But it was always Ins way to say 
what he thought without much regard for what was 
expected of him. and a few months m Sevastopol 
opened his cvis to the nature of w.ir. In the second 
ot the Sevastopol sketches, Setdslnjiol in Mayt he ex¬ 
pressed his moral disapproval of it, ending with the 
woids: ‘The lino ot my tale—whom 1 love with all 
the power of my soul, whom I have tried to portray 
in all his beauty, who has been, is, and will be, 
beautiful is Truth.’ 

When sending that article to the magazine in which 
it was published hr wrote: T am sending you the 
Sevastopol article. Though I am convinced that it is 
mcompai ably better than the first one I am sure it 
will not please—I am even afraid it will not be 
allowed at all.’ Next day he noted in Ins diary: 
T have only now reached the period of ical temptation 
by vamty. I could gain much in life if I were willing 
to work without conviction.’ 

The censor intervened, and Nekrasov, the editor 
of the magazine, wrote to Tolstoy saving: 'The re¬ 
volting mutilation of your article quite upset me. 
Even now I cannot think of it without regret and rage. 
Your work will, ol course, not be lost... it will always 
remain as proof of a strength which was able to utter 
such profound and sober truth in circumstances amid 
which few men would have retained it It is just what 
Russian society now needs: the truth—the truth, of 
which since Gogol’s death so little has remained in 
Russian literature. You are right to value that side 
of your gilts most of all. Truth—in such form as you 
have introduced it into our literature—is something 
completely new among us. I do not know another 
writer of to-day who so compels the reader to love 
him and sympathize heartily with him as he to whom 
I now write, and I only fear lest ume, die nastiness 
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of life, and the deafness and dumbness that surround 
us, should do to you what it has done to most of us, 
and kill the energy without winch there can be no 
writer—none at least such as Russia needs.’ 

Naturally Tolstoy fell into disfavour with the 
authorities and received no promotion, but he jocu¬ 
larly remarked many years later: ‘I did not become 
a genet al in the army, but I have become one in 
literature.’ Indeed it was just the frank and fearless 
expression of his feelings, regardless of what was 
demanded of him, that secured the attention and 
sympathy of a world-wide public. 

Hut lie was not immune 11 om temptations of ambition 
or intellect. One day, when talking about Sevastopol, 
he told me that when writing these sketches he was 
aware that, contending with Ins desire to tell the truth 
as he saw it, there was another feeling prompting him 
to say what was expected of him. 

Some ten years later, m his concluding remarks on 
K'iir anti Plate , at a time when lie was at peace with 
Imnselt and with life, we find him speaking of war in 
a much more detached manner: ‘Why did millions of 
people kill one another when it has been known since 
the world began that it is physically and morally bad 
to do so? Because it was such an inevitable necessity 
that m doing it men fulfilled the elementary zoological 
law which bees fullil when they kill one another in 
autumn, and which causes male animals to destroy 
one another.’ When describing in his great novel 
Russia's heroic and successful resistance to the 
Napoleonic invasion, he was once more experiencing 
an ‘attack of patriotism’. 

Only considerably later, in worb that will be found 
in other volumes, did he finally reach the conclusion 
that war is always and utterly wrong. That opinion 
—be it sound or not—was not suddenly or capriciously 
adopted but was the slow outcome of experience, 
reflexion, and struggle, and certainly ran counter to 
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some feelings deeply implanted in his own nature. 
Even .is late, as 1904, when he was sevnjty-six, lie wept 
at the news of the capture of Port Aitliur during the 
Russo-Japanese war, and indignantly declared that 
those who had fought at Sevastopol would certainly 
not have surrendered Port Arthur while such re¬ 
sources weic at their disposal as the garrison of Port 
Arthur still possessed. 

The last story in this book, 7 he Cossacks: a Tale of 
i/lyj, was meant to be the lirst section ol a threc-pait 
novel. Its sub-title indicates that it deals with con¬ 
ditions as they were in iKyj, and has nothing to do 
with live pitioc! of the composition 01 pollination of 
the story. Tolstoy worked at it and reused it oil and 
on for at least ten years, and it was eventually sold 
for a payment in advance, when he was 111 need of 
ready money to meet a loss irnurred in playing 
Chinese hilliaids. The story was published 111 ilib3, 
and instead of writing the sequels he had planned, hr 
then set to work on War and I’cact. Turgenev had 
a very high opinion of 7 hr Cossacks , which is probably 
the best story lolstoy published before Ins marriage. 

Eioshka was ,t real diai.inter whose name was 
Epishka. Flic original ol Mary&nka was a giri named 
Solomomda who eventually married a Cossaik. 
Oleum's relations to Maryanka closely resemble 
Tolstoy’s to Solomdnida. In general Tnhtcjy used 
so much autobiographical material in these stories 
that some vviiters have treated him as responsible for 
all that any of his heroes said or did. T hat of course 
is going loo far, and is quite unjustifiable. 

In the long succession of those who from the days 
of Isaiah have earned on the struggle to secure the 
supremacy of peace over war, Tolstoy holds an 
honourable and a prominent place. No one of Ins race 
or generation obtained so wide an international hearing 
for so trenchant an indictment of militarism as he, 
and in these Tales of Army Life, a prelude to the 
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greater works that come later, we can already discern 
his fundamental chaiac tenslics: his keenness of obser¬ 
vation, his recognition of what is ot fundamental 
importance, his interest in life’s great problems, and 
his courage in forming opinions < onfhefmg with those 
prevalent in his day and among those with whom 
lie lived.® 

At(< ntion to the sequent < of Tolstoy’s works sheds 
much light on him and on his aims, and adds assurance, 
were that still needed, oflussingularsinceiity, candour, 
and courage. 

AYLMER MAUDE. 

May 1935. 
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THE RAID 

A VOLUNTEER’S STORY 

7 he portions of this storv enclosed in square brackets 
are those the Censor suppressed, and air now published in 
English for the first lime 

CHAPTER I 

[TATAR always interested me: not war in (lie sense 
[ Wof manciuvics devised by groat goneials—my 
imagination reluscd to follow sue li immense move¬ 
ments, 1 did not undcistand them but the reality 
of war, the actual killing. 1 was more inteiested to 
know in what way and under the influence of what 
feeling one soldier kills another than to know how the 
armies were arranged at AustcrliU and liorodind. 

I had long passed the tune when, pacing the room 
alone and waung ms arms, I imagined myself a hero 
instantaneously slaughteiing an immense number of 
men and icceiving a generalship as well as imperish¬ 
able gloiy for so doing. The question now occupying 
me was different: under the influence of what feeling 
docs a man, with no apparent advantage to himself, 
decide to subjec t himself to danger and, what is more 
surprising still, to kill Ins fellow men ' 1 always wished 
to think that tins is done under the influence of anger, 
but we cannot suppose that all those who fight are 
angry all the time, and I had to postulate feelings of 
self-preservation and duty. 

What is courage—that quality respected in all ages 
and among all nations? Why is this good quality— 
contrary to all others --sometimes met with in vicious 
men? Can it be that to endure danger calmly is 
merely a physical capacity and that people respect it 
in the same way that they do a man’s tall stature or 
robust frame? Can a horse be called brave, which 
B 2 
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fearing the whip throws itself down a steep place 
where it will be smashed to pieces; or a childwho 
earing o be punished runs into a forest where it will 
lose itself; or a woman who for fear of shame kills her 
baby and has to endure penal prosecution; or a man 
who from va , y r e, oive3 t0 ki] | a fcllow creature and 

exposes himself to the danger of being killed 5 
In every danger there is a choice. Does it not 
depend on whether the choice is prompted by a noble 
feeling or a base one whether it should be called 
courage or cowardice? These were the questions ind 
the doubts that occupied my mind and to decide 

" L “t a j5r“ m>,df of ,h ' r ™ 

“—“sd'S ■“t in ,ht c “'“ 

On the twelfth of July Captain Khlopov entered the 
low door of my ear,I,,-hut. He was wearing epaulett 
and carrying a sword, which I had never before “en 
him do smee I had reached the Caucasus. 

1 comc stra 'ght from the colonel’s,’ he said in 

bSn t0 isrn y mrh’ 0nmg ‘° 0k - ' T °-~ «, 

|Whcrc to?’ I asked. 

fj- Th f (or <™ are to assemble there ’ 
‘^pect m sod CrC 1 SUPP0Se ‘ hey w,1 ‘«° irlt0 action?’ 

;in what direction? What do you think?’ 

What is there to think about? I . ir 

brough^ordersfrom'the ^generaf for The^ba^tal'oif''^ 
march with two days’ rations of rusks. But where to 

u d f ° r h ° W ? ng ’ we do not ask . my friend. We 
are told to go—and that's enough ’ 

it nrev« r, T ‘ ake ° nly tW0 d ^’ ra dons of rush 
proves that the troops won’t be out longer than that ’ 
it proves nothing at all!’ 
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THE RAID 

‘How is that?’ I asked with surprise. 

‘Because it is so. We went to Dargo and took one 
week’s rations of rusks, but we stayed there nearly 
a month.’ 

‘Can I go with you?’ I asked after a pause. 

‘You could, no doubt, but my advice is, don’t. 
Why run risks?’ 

‘Oh, but you must allow me not to take your advice. 
1 have been here a whole month solely on the chance 
of seeing an action, and you wish me to miss it!’ 

‘Well, you must please yourself. But really you had 
better stay behind. You could wait for us here and 
might go hunting—and we would go our way, and 
it would be splendid,’ he said with such conviction 
that for a moment it really seemed to me too that it 
would be ‘splendid’. However, I told him decidedly 
that nothing would induce me to stay behind. 

‘But what is there for you to see?’ the captain went 
on, still trying to dissuade me. ‘Do you want to know 
what battles are like? Read Mikhayiovski Danflevski’s 
Description of War. It’s a fine book, it gives a detailed 
account of everything. It gives the position of every 
corps and describes how battles are fought.’ 

‘All that docs not interest me,’ I replied. 

‘What is it then? Do you simply wish to see how 
people are killed?—In 1832 we had a fellow here, also 
a civilian, a Spaniard I think he was. He took part 
with us in two campaigns, wearing some kind of blue 
mantle. Well, they did for the fine fellow. You won’t 
astonish anyone here, friend!' 

Humiliating though it was that the captain so mis¬ 
judged my motives, I did not try to disabuse him. 

‘Was he brave?’ I asked. 

‘Heaven only knows: he always used to ride in front, 
and where there was firing there he always was.’ 

‘Then he must have been brave,’ said I. 

‘No. Pushing oneself in where one is not needed 
does not prove one to be brave.’ 
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‘Then what do you call brave?’ 

‘Brave? . . . Brave?’ repeated the captain with the 
air of one to whom such a question presents itself for 
the lit st time. ‘He who does what he ought to do is 
brave,’ he said alter thinking awhile. 

[ remembered that I’lato defines courage as ‘The 
knowledge of what should and what should not be 
feared’, and despite the looseness and vagueness of 
tlu- < aptam’s definition I thought that the fundamental 
ideas of the two were not so different as they might 
appear, and that the captain’s definition was even 
more corret t than that of the Greek philosopher. For 
it the laptam had been able to express himself like 
Plato he would no doubt have said that, ‘He is brave 
who leats only what should be feared and not what 
should not be feared’. 

I wished to explain my idea to the captain. 

'Yes,' said 1, ‘it seems to me that in every danger 
there is a i limrc, and a (home made under the 
mlluonee of a sense ot duty is eouiagc, but a choice 
nude under flu- influence ol a base motive is cowardice. 
Therefore a man who risks lus life from vanity, 
cunosity, or greed, cannot be called brave; while on 
die other hand he who avoids a danget from honest 
consideration foi his family, or simply from conviction, 
cannot be tailed a eowaid.’ 

The oaptam looked at me with a curious expression 
while I was speaking. 

‘Well, that I cannot prove to you,’ he said, filling 
his pipe, ‘but we have a cadet here who is fond of 
philosophizing. You should have a talk widi him. 
He also vvutes verses.’ 

I had known of the captain before I left Russia, 
but I had only made his acquaintance in the Caucasus. 
His mother, Mary Ivanovna Khlbpova, a small and 
poor landowner, lives within two miles of my estate. 
Before I left lor the Caucasus I had called on her. 
The old lady was very glad to hear that I should see 
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her ‘PAshenka’, by which pet name she called the 
grey-haired elderly captain, and that I, 'a living 
letter’, could tell him all about her tfnd take him a 
small parcel from her. Having treated me to excellent 
pie and smoked gixsr, Mary Ivinovna went into her 
bedroom and returned with a black bag to whiih 
a black silk ribbon was attached. • 

‘Here, this is the icon of our Mother Mediatress of 
the Burning Bush,’ said she, crossing herself and kiss¬ 
ing the icon of the Virgin and plating it in my hands. 
‘Please let him have it. You see, when he went to the 
Caucasus I had a Mass said for him and promised, if 
lie remained alive and safe, to order this icon of the 
Mothei of God for him. And now for eighteen years 
the Mediatress and the Holy Saints have had mercy 
on him, he has not been wounded once, and vet in 
what battles has lie not taken part? . . . What Michael 
who went with hint told me was enough, believe me, 
to make one’s hair stand on end. You see. what 1 
know about him is only from others. He, my pet, 
never wntcs me about his campaigns for fear of 
frightening me.’ 

(Alter 1 reached the Caucasus I learnt, and then 
not from the captain himself, that he had been 
severely wounded four times and of i nurse never 
wrote to bis mother either about his wounds or his 
campaigns.) 

‘So let him now wear this holy image,’ she continued. 
‘I give it him with my blessing. May the Most Holy 
Mediatress guard him. Especially when going into 
battle let him wear it. Tell him so, dear Iru nd. Say 
“Your mother wishes it.’” 

I promised to carry out her instructions carefully. 

T know you will grow fond of my Pashenka,’ con¬ 
tinued the old lady. ‘He is such a splendid fellow. 
Will you believe it, he never lets a year pass without 
sending me some money, and he also helps my 
daughter Annushka a good deal, and all out of hu 
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pay! I thank God for having given me such a child,’ 
she continued with tears in her eyes. 

‘Does he oftbn write to you?’ I asked. 

‘Seldom, my dear: perhaps once a year. Only when 
he sends the money, not otherwise. He says, “If I 
don’t wnte to you, mother, that means I am alive and 
well. Should anything befall me, which God forbid, 
they’ll tell you without me.’” 

When I handed his mother’s present to the captain 
(it was in my own quarters) he asked for a bit of 
paper, carefully wrapped it up, and then put it away. 
I told him many things about his mother’s life. He 
remained silent, and when I had finished speaking he 
went to a corner of the room and busied himself for 
what seemed a long time, filling his pipe. 

‘Yes, she’s a splendid old woman!’ he said from 
there in a rather muflled voice. ‘Will God ever let me 
see her again?' 

These simple words exprcssedmuch love and sadness. 

‘Why do you serve here? 1 1 asked. 

‘One has to serve,’ he answered with conviction. 

[‘You should tiansfcr to Russia. You would then 
be nearer to her.’ 

‘To Russia? To Russia?’ repeated the captain, 
dubiously swaying his head and smiling mournfully. 
‘Here 1 am still of some use, but there 1 should be the 
least ot the ofikers. And besides, the double pay we 
get here also means something to a poor man.’ 

‘Can it be, Phvel Ivanovich, that living as you do 
the ordinary pay would not suffice?’ 

'And does the double pay suffice?’ interjected the 
captain. ‘Look at our officers! Have any of them 
a brass farthing? They all go on tick at the sutler’s, 
and are all up to their ears in debt. You say “living 
as I do”. ... Do you really dunk that living as I do 
I have anything over out of my salary? Not a 
farthing! You don’t yet know what prices are like 
heie; everything is three times dearer. . . .’] 
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The captain lived economically, did not play cards, 
rarely went carousing, and smoked the cheapest 
tobacco (which for some reason he called home-grown 
tobacco). I had liked him before—he had one of those 
simple, calm, Russian faces which are easy and 
pleasant to look straight in the eyes—and after this 
talk I felt a sincere regard for him. 

CHAPTER II 

Next morning at four o’clock the captain came for 
me. He wore an old threadbare coat without epau¬ 
lettes, wide Caucasian trousers, a white sheepskin cap 
the wool of which had grown yellow and limp, and 
had a shabby Asiatic sword strapped round his 
shoulder. The small white horse he rode ambled 
along with short strides, hanging its head down and 
swinging its thin tail. Although the worthy captain’s 
figure was not very martial or even good-looking, it 
expressed such equanimity towards everything around 
him that it involuntarily inspired respect. 

I did not keep him waiung a single moment, but 
mounted my horse at once, and we rode together 
through the gates of the fort. 

The battalion was some five hundred yards ahead 
of us and looked like a dense, oscillating, black mass. 
It was only possible to guess that it was an infantry 
battalion by the bayonets which looked like needles 
standing dose together, and by the sound of the 
soldiers’ songs which occasionally reached us, the beat¬ 
ing of a drum, and the delightf ul voice of the Sixth 
Company’s second tenor, which had often charmed 
me at the fort. The road lay along the middle 
of a deep and broad ravine by the side of a stream 
which had overflowed its banks. Flocks of wild 
pigeons whirled above it, now alighting on the 
rocky banks, now turning in the air in rapid circlet 
and vanishing out of sight. The sun was not yet 
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visible, but the crest of the tight side of the ravine was 
just beginning to be lit up. The grey and whitish 
rock, the ycllbwish-grcen moss, the dew-covered 
bushes of Christ’s Thorn, dogberry, and dwarf elm, 
appeared extraordinarily distinct and salient in the 
golden morning light, but the other side and the 
valley, wiapped in thick mist which floated in uneven 
layers, were damp and gloomy and presented an 
indefinite mingling of colours: pale purple, almost 
hla< k, dark green, and white. Right in front of us, 
strikingly distinct against the dark-blue horizon, rose 
the bright, dead-white masses of the snowy mountains, 
with their shadows and outlines fantastic and yet 
exquisite in every detail. Crickets, grasshoppers, and 
thousands of other inserts, awoke in the tall grasses 
and Idled the air with their clear and ceaseless sounds: 
it wars as if innumerable tiny bells were ringing inside 
our very ears. The air was full of the scent of water, 
grass, and mist: the scent of a lovely early summer 
morning, 'flic captain struck a light and lit his pipe, 
and the smell ol his cheap tobacco and of the tinder 
seemed to me extraordinarily pleasant. 

To overtake the mlantry more quickly we left the 
road. The captain appeared more thoughtful than 
usual,did not take his Daghestan pipe hom his mouth, 
and at every step touched with Ins heels his horse, 
winch swaying from side to side left a scarcely per¬ 
ceptible green track in the tall wet grass. From under 
its very leet, with the cry and the winrr of wings which 
involuntarily sends a tin ill through every sportsman, 
a pheasant rose, and flew slowly upwards. The cap¬ 
tain did not take the least notice of it. 

We had nearly overtaken the battalion when we 
heard the thud of a horse galloping behind us, and 
that same moment a good-looking youth in an officer’s 
uniform and white sheepskin cap galloped past us. 
He smiled in pressing, nodded to the captain, and 
flourished his whip. I only had time to notice that he 
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sat his horse and held his reins with peculiar grace, 
that lie had beautiful black eyes, a line nose, and only 
the first indications of a moustache.* What specially 
pleased me about him was that he could not repress 
a smile when he noticed our admiration. This smile 
alone showed him to he very young. 

‘Where is he galloping to?’ muttered the captain 
with a dissatisfied air, without taking the pipe from 
his mouth. 

'Who is he?’ I replied. 

‘Ensign Al.inin, a subaltern in my company. He 
came from the Cadet Corps onlv a month ago.’ 

‘I suppose he is going into action for the first tune,’ 
I said 

‘That’s why he is so delighted,’ answered the 
captain, thoughtfully shaking his head. ‘Youth!’ 

'But how could he help being pleased’’ 1 <an fancy 
how interesting it must be for a \oiing olhier.’ 

The captain remained silent for a minute or two. 

‘That is just why I say “south”,’ he added in a deep 
voire. ‘What is there to lx' pleased at without ever 
having seen the thing? When one has seen it many 
times one is not so pleased. '1 here arc now, let us say, 
twenty ol us officers here: one or other is sure to be 
killed or wounded, that is quite certain. To-day it 
may be I, to-morrow he, the next day a tlurd. So 
what is there to be pleased about?’ 

CHAPTER III 

As soon as the bright sun appeared above the hill and 
lit up the valley along which we were marching, the 
wavy clouds of mist cleared and it grew hot. The 
soldiers, with muskets and sacks on their shoulders, 
marched slowly along the dusty road. Now and then 
Ukrainian words and laughter could be heard in their 
ranks. Several old soldiers in white blouses (most of 
them non-commissioned officers) walked together by 
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the roadside, smoking their pipes and conversing 
gravely. Heavily laden wagons drawn by three horses 
moved steadily hlong, raising thick clouds of dust that 
hung motionless in the air. The officers rode in front: 
some ol them caracoled—whipping their horses, 
making them take three or four leaps and then, 
pulling their heads round, stopping abruptly. Others 
were occupied with the singers, who in spite of the 
heat and sultriness sang song after song. 

With the mounted Tartars, about two hundred 
yards ahead of the infantry, rode a tall handsome 
lieutenant in Asiatic costume on a large white horse. 
He was known in the regiment as a desperate dare¬ 
devil who would spit the truth out at anybody. He 
wore a black tunic trimmed with gold braid, leggings 
to match, soft closely fitting gold-braided oriental 
shoes, a yellow coat and a tall sheepskin cap pushed 
baek from his forehead. Fastened to the silver strap 
that lay across his chest and back, he carried a powder- 
flask, and a pistol behind him. Another pistol and 
a silver-mounted dagger hung from his girdle, and 
above these a sword in a red leather sheath, and a 
musket in a black cover, were slung over his shoulder. 
By his clothing, by the way he sat his horse, by his 
general bearing, in fact by his every movement, one 
could see that he tried to resemble a Tartar. He even 
spoke to the Tartars with whom he was riding in a 
language I did not know, and from the bewildered 
and amused looks with which they glanced at one 
another I surmised that they did not understand him 
either. He was one of our young officers, dare-devil 
braves who shape their lives on the model of Lermon¬ 
tov’s and Mariinsky’s heroes. These officers see the 
Caucasus only through the prism of such books as 
A Hero of our Time, and Mullah-j\'ur ,' and are guided 
in their actions not by their own inclinations but by 
the examples of their models. 

1 .Novels by the above-mentioned authors. 
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The lieutenant, for instance, may perhaps have liked 
the company of well-bred women and men of rank: 
generals, colonels, and aides-de-cam [7 (it is even my 
conviction that he liked such society very much, for 
he was exceedingly ambitious), but he considered it 
his imperative duty to turn his roughest side to all 
important men, though he was strictly moderate in 
his rudeness to them; and when any lady came to the 
fort he considered it his duty to walk before her 
window with Ins bosom friends, in a red shirt and with 
slippers on his bare feet, and shout and swear at the 
top of his voice. But all this he did not so much with 
the intention of offending her as to let her see what 
beautiful white feet he had, and how easy it would 
be to fall in love with him should he desire it. Or he 
would often go with two or three friendly Tartars to 
the hills at night to lie in ambush by the roadside to 
watch for passing hostile Tartars and kill them: and 
though his heart told him more than once that there 
was nothing valiant in this, he considered himself 
bound to cause suffering to people with whom lie 
affected to be disillusioned and whom he chose to hate 
and despise. He always carried two things: a large 
icon hanging round his neck, and a dagger which he 
wore over his shirt even when in bed. He sincerely 
believed that he had enemies. To persuade himself 
that he must avenge himself on someone and wash 
away some insult with blood was his greatest enjoy¬ 
ment. He was convinced that hatred, vengeance, and 
contempt for the human race were the noblest and 
most poetic of emotions. But his mistress (a Circassian 
of course) whom I happened to meet subsequendy, 
used to say that he was the kindest and mildest of 
men, and that every evening he wrote down his dismal 
thoughts in his diary, as well as his accounts on ruled 
paper, and prayed to God on his knees. And how 
much he suffered merely to appear in his own eye* 
what he wished to be! For his comrades and the 
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soldiers could never see him as he wished to appear. 
Once on one of his nocturnal expeditions on the road 
with his bosom ft lends he happened to wound a hostile 
Chechen with a bullet in the leg, and took him 
prisoner. After that the Chechen lived for seven weeks 
with the lieutenant, who attended to him and nursed 
him as lit; would have nursed his dearest friend, and 
when the Chechen recovered he gave Inin presents 
and set him free. After that, during one of our ex¬ 
peditions when the lieutenant was retreating with the 
soldiers of the cordon and filing to keep back the foe, 
he heard someone among the enemy call him by 
name, and the man he had wounded rode forwaid 
and made signs to the lieutenant to do the same. 
I he lieutt nant rode up to his Incnd and pressed Ins 
hand. The hillsmen stood some way batk and did 
not fire, but scaicely had the lieutenant turned his 
horse to return bcloie several men shot at him and 
a bullet grazed the small of lus batk. Another time, 
at night, when a fire had broken out in tiie lort and 
two companies of soldiers were putting it out, 1 myself 
saw how the tall figuic of a man mounted on a black 
horse and lit up by the red glow of the lire suddenly 
appealed among the ciowd and, pushing through, 
rode up to the very flames. When quite close the 
lieutenant jumped hum his horse and rushed into the 
house, one side of wlmh was burning. Five minutes 
later he came out with singed hair and scorched 
elbow, carrying in his bosom two pigeons he had 
rescued from the flames. 

His name was Rosenkranz, yet he often spoke of his 
descent, deducing it somehow from the Varangians 
(the first rulers of Russia), and clcaily demonstrated 
that lie and his ancestors were pure Russians. 
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CHAPTER IV 

The sun had done half its journey, and east its hot rays 
through the glowing air onto the dry earth. The dark 
blue sky was perfectly clear, and only the base of the 
snowy mountains began to rlothc itself in lilac-tinged 
white clouds. The motionless air seemed fujl of Hans- 
parent dust, the heat was becoming unbearable. 

Half-wav on their march the troops reached a small 
stream and halted. The soldiers stac bed their muskets 
and rushed to the stream; the commander of the 
battalion sat down in the shade on a drum, Ins full 
face assuming the correct expression denoting the 
greatness of Ins rank. He, together with some other 
officers, prepared to have a snack. The captain lay 
down on the grass under his company’s wagon. The 
brave Lieutenant Rosenkranz and some other young 
officers disposed themselves on their outspread cloaks 
and got ready for a drinking-bout, as could be 
gathered from the bottles and Husks arranged round 
them, as well as from the peculiar animation of the 
singers who, standing bclore them in a semicircle, sang 
a Caucasian dancc-song with a whistling obbligato 
interjected: 

Shamyi, he began to riot 
In the class gone by, 

Try-ry-rutaty, 

In the days gone by! 

Among these officers was the young ensign who had 
overtaken us in the morning. He was very amusing: 
his eyes shone, he spoke rather thickly, and he wished 
to kiss and declare his love to everyone. Poor boyl 
He did not know that he might appear funny in such 
a situation, that the frankness and tenderness with 
which he assailed every one predisposed them not to 
the affection he so longed for, but to ridicule; nor did 
he know that when, quite heated, he at last threw 
himself down on the cloak and rested on his elbow 
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with his thick black hair thrown back, he looked 

uncommonly charming. 

fin a word, everyone was cheerful, except perhaps 
one officer who, sitting under his company’s cart, had 
lost the horse he was riding to another officer at cards 
and had agreed to hand it over when they reached 
head-quarjers. He was vainly trying to induce the 
other to play again, offering to stake a casket which 
everyone could confirm he had bought for thirty 
rubles from a Jew, but which—merely because he 
was in difficulties—he was now willing to stake for 
fifteen. His opponent looked casually into the distance 
and persistently remained silent, till at last he remarked 
that he was teiribly anxious to have a doze. 

I confess that from the time I started from the fort 
and decided to take part in this action, gloomy re¬ 
flections involuntarily rose in my mind, and so— 
since one has a tendency to judge of others by oneself] 
I listened with curiosity to the conversation of the 
soldiers and ollicers and attentively watched the 
expression of their faces, but could find absolutely no 
trace of the anxiety I myself experienced; jokes, 
laugiitcr and anecdotes, gambling and drunkenness, 
expressed the general carelessness and indifference to 
the impending danger fas if all these people had long 
ago finished their affairs in this world. What was 
this—firmness, habituation to danger, or carelessness 
and indifference to life? Or was it all these things 
together as well as others I did not know, forming a 
complex but powerful moral motive of human nature 
termed esprit dt corps —a subtle code embracing within 
itself a general expression of all the virtues and vices 
of men banded together in any permanent condition, 
a code each new member involuntarily submits to 
unmurmurmgly and which does not change with the 
individuals, since whoever they may be the sum total 
of human tendencies everywhere and always remains 
the same?] 
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CHAPTER V 

Towards seven that evening, dusty and tired, we 
entered the wide fortified gate of Fort M. The sun 
was already setting and threw its rosy slanting rays 
on the picturesque little batteries, on the gardens with 
their tall poplars which surrounded the forgress, on 
the yellow gleaming cultivated fields, and on the 
white clouds that crowding round the snowy peaks 
had, as if trying to imitate them, formed a range not 
less fantastic and beautiful. On the horizon the new 
moon appeared delicate as a little cloud. In the 
Tartar village, from the roof of a hut, a Tartar was 
calling the faithful to prayer, and our singers raised 
their voices with renewed mergy and vigour. 

After a rest and after tidying myself up a bit, I went 
to an adjutant of my acquaintance to ask him to let 
the general know of my intention. On my way from 
the suburb where I had put up I noticed in Fort M. 
something I did not at all expect: a pretty little 
brougham overtook me, in which I caught sight of 
a fashionable bonnet and from which I overheard 
some French words. The sounds of some 'Lizzie’ or 
‘Kitenka’ polka, played on a bad ramshackle piano, 
reached me through the windows of the commander’s 
house. In a little grocery and wine shop which I 
passed, some clerks with cigarettes in their fingers sat 
drinking wine, and I heard one of them say to another, 
‘No, excuse me, as to politics, Mary Gregbrevna is 
first of our ladies.’ A Jew in a worn-out coat, with 
a bent back and sickly countenance, was dragging 
along a wheezy barrel-organ and the whole suburb 
resounded to the tones of the finale of ‘Lucia’. Two 
women in rustling dresses with silk kerchiefs on their 
heads and carrying bright-coloured parasols passed 
by along the planks that did duty for a pavement. 
Two girls, one in a pink, the other in a blue dress, 
stood bareheaded beside the earth-embankments of 
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a low-roofed house, and shrieked with high-pitched, 
forced laughter, evidently to attract the attention of 
passing ollircfs. Officers, dressed in new uniforms 
with glittering epaulettes and white gloves, flaunted 
along the street and on the boulevard. 

I found my acquaintance on the ground floor of the 
genital's house. I had scarcely had time to explain 
my wish to him and to get his reply that it could easily 
be fulfilled, when the pretty little brougham I had 
noticed outside rattled past the window we were 
sitting at. A tall, well-built man in an infantry major’s 
uniform and epaulettes got out and entered the house. 

‘Oh, please excuse me,’ said the adjutant, rising, 
‘I must go and announce them to the general.’ 

‘Who is it?’ I asked. 

‘The countess,’ he replied, and buttoning his uni¬ 
form he rushed upstairs. 

A few minutes later a very handsome man in a 
frock coat without epaulettes and with a white cross 
in his buttonhole went out into the porch. He was 
not tall but rental kably good-looking. He was fol¬ 
lowed by the major, an adjutant, and a couple of 
other officers. The geneial's gait, voice, and all his 
movements, showed him to be a man well aware of 
his own value. 

‘Bunsoir, madame la comlesse,'' he said, offering his 
hand thiough I he carnage window. 

A small hand in a ktd glove pressed his, and a pretty 
smiling face in a yellow bonnet appeared at the 
carriage window. 

Of the conversation which lasted several minutes 
I only ovet heard the general say laughingly as I 
passed by: 

‘Four savtz qui j'ai fait vtru de comballre Us infidiles; 
prenez done garde de la deicmr 

1 ’Good evening, Countess. 1 

1 'You know I have sworn to fight the infidels (the 
unfaithful), so beware of becoming one.’ 
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A laugh replied from inside the carriage. 

‘Adieu Jonc, cher general!’ 1 

'Aon, au revoir,’ Said the general, asteftding the steps 
of the porch. ' A’oubhez fas, gut je m'mvite pour la 
you Sc de datum.' 1 

The carnage rattled off [and the general went into 
the sitting-room with the major. Passing by the open 
window of the adjutant’s loom, he noticed my un- 
uniformed figure and turned his find attention to me. 
Having hcaid my request lie announced his complete 
agreement with it and passed on into his room.] 

‘There again,’ 1 thought as 1 walked home, ‘is a 
man who possesses all that Russians stme alter, rank, 
riches, distinction; and this man, the day before an 
engagement the outcome of winch is known only to 
God, jokes with a pretty woman and promises to have 
tea with her next day, just as il they had met at 
a ball!’ 

[I remembered a reflection I had heard a Tartar 
utter, to the oiled that only a pauper can be brave. 
'Become rich, become a coward,' said he, not at all to 
offend Ins comrade but as a common and unquestion¬ 
able rule. But the general could lose, together with 
his life, much more than anyone else 1 had had an 
oppoi tunny of observing and, contrary to the Tartar’s 
rule, no one had shown such a pleasant, graceful in¬ 
difference and confidence as he. My conceptions of 
courage became completely confused. ] 

At that same adjutant’s 1 met a young man who 
surprised me even more. He was a young lieutenant 
of the K. regiment who was noted lur his almost 
feminine meekness and timidity and who had come 
to the adjutant to pour out his vexation and resent¬ 
ment against those who, he said, had intrigued against 
him to keep him from taking part in the impending 

1 ‘Good-bye then, dear general.’ 

1 ‘No, au reimr. Don't forget that I am inviting myself 
for to-morrow’s soiree.’ 
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action. He said it was mean to behave in that way, 
that it was unfriendly, that he would not forget it, and 
so forth. Intefitly as I watched the expression of his 
face and listened to the sound of his voice, I could not 
help feeling convinced that he was not pretending 
but was genuinely filled with indignation and grief 
at not being allowed to go and shoot Circassians and 
expose himself to their fire. He was grieving like a 
little child who has been unjustly birched ... I could 
make nothing at all of it. 

CHAPTER VI 

The troops were to start at ten in the evening. At 
half-past eight I mounted and rode to the general’s, 
but thinking that he and his adjutant were busy I tied 
my horse to the fence and sat down on an earth-bank 
intending to catch the general when he came out. 

The heat and glare of the sun were now replaced 
by the coolness of night and the soft light of the young 
moon, which had formed a pale glimmering semi¬ 
circle around itself on the deep blue of the starry sky 
and was already setting. Lights appeared in the 
windows of the houses and shone through cracks in the 
shutters of the earth huts. The stately poplars, beyond 
the white moonlit earth huts with their rush-thatched 
roofs, looked darker and taller than ever against the 
horizon. 

The long shadows of the houses, the trees, and the 
fenres, stretched out dainuly on the dusty road. . . . 
From the river came the ringing voices of frogs; 1 along 
the street came the sound of hurried steps and voices 
talking, or the gallop of a horse, and from the suburb 
the tones of a barrel-organ playing now ‘The winds 
are blowing’, now some 'Aurora Waltz’. 

I will not say in what meditations I was absorbed: 

1 Frogs in the Caucasus make a noise quite different 
from the croaking of frogs elsewhere. L. T. 
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first, because I should be ashamed to confess the 
gloomy waves of thought that insistently flooded my 
soul while around me I noticed nothing but gaiety 
and joy, and secondly, because it would not suit my 
story. I was so absorbed in thought that I did not 
even notice the bell strike eleven and the general with 
his suite ride past me. 

[Hastily mounting my horse I set out to overtake 
die detachment.] 

The rear-guard was still within the gates of the fort. 
I had great diificulty in making my way across the 
bridge among the guns, ammunition wagons, carts 
of diflerent companies, and ofliccrs noisily giving 
orders. Once outside the gates I trotted past the 
troops who, stretching out over nearly three-quarters 
of a mile, were silently moving on amid the darkness, 
and I overtook the general. As I rode past the guns 
drawn out in single file, and the ofliccrs w'ho rode 
between them, 1 was hurt as by a discord in the quiet 
and solemn harmony by the German accents of a 
voice shouting, *A linstock, you devil I’ and the voice 
of a soldier hurriedly exclaiming, ‘Shdvchcnko, the 
lieutenant wants a light!’ 

The greater part of the sky was now overcast by 
long strips of dark grey clouds; it was only here and 
there that a few stars twinkled dimly among them. 
The moon had already sunk behind tiie near horizon 
of the black hills visible to the right and threw a faint 
trembling light on their peaks, in sharp contrast to 
the impenetrable darkness enveloping their base. The 
air was so warm and still that it seemed as if not a 
single blade of grass, not a single cloudlet, was moving. 
It was so dark that even objects close at hand could 
not be distinguished. By the sides of the road 1 seemed 
to see now rocks, now animals, now some strange kind 
of men, and I discovered that they were merely bushes 
only when I heard them rustle, or felt the dew with 
which they were sprinkled. 
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Before me I saw a dense heaving wall followed by 
some dark moving spots; this was the cavalry van¬ 
guard and the'general with his suite. Another similar 
dark mass, only lower, moved beside us; this was the 
infantry. 

The silence that reigned over the whole division was 
so great that all the mingling sounds of night with 
their mysterious charm were distinctly audible: the 
far-off mournful howling of jackals, now like agonized 
weeping, now like chuckling; the monotonous resound¬ 
ing song of crickets, frogs, and quails; a sort of rumbling 
1 could not at all account for but which seemed to 
draw nearer; and all those scarcely audible motions 
of Nature which can neither be understood nor 
defined, mingled into one beautiful harmony which 
vve call the stillness of night. This stillness was 
interrupted by, or rather combined with, the dull 
thud ol hoofs and the rustling of the tall grass caused 
by the slowly advancing detachment. 

Only very occasionally could the clang of a heavy 
gun, the sound of bayonets touching one another, 
hushed voices, or the snorting of a horse, be heard. 
[By (lie scent of the wet juicy grass which sank under 
our horses’ feet, by the light steam rising trom the 
ground and by the liouzcms seen on two sides of us, 
it was evident that we were moving across a wide, 
luxuriant meadow.] Nature seemed to breathe with 
pacliving beauty and power. 

Can it be that time is not room for all men on this 
beautiful earth under those immeasurable starry 
heavens? Can it be possible that in the midst of this 
entrancing Nature feelings of hatred, vengeance, or 
the desite to exterminate their fellows, can endure in 
die souls of men? All that is unkind in the hearts of 
men should, one would think, vanish at contact with 
Nature—that most direct expression of beauty and 
goodness. 

[War! What an incomprehensible phenomenon! 
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When one’s reason asks: ‘Is it just, is it necessary?’ an 
inner voice always replies ‘No’. Only the persistence 
of this unnatural occurrence makes it seAnnaturjl.and 
a feeling of self-preservation makes it seem just. 

Who will doubt that in the war of the Russians 
against the mountain-tribes, justice—resulting irom 
a feeling of self-preservation -is on our side? Were 
it not lbr this war, what would secure the neighbour¬ 
ing i ich and cultured Russian territories from robbery, 
murder, and raids by wild and warlike tribes? Rut 
consider two private persons. On whose side is the 
feeling of self-preservation and consequently of justice? 
Is it on the side of tins ragamuffin- some l)|i mi or 
otiu r —who hearing of the approach of the Russians 
snatches down his old gun horn the wall, puts three 
or four charges (which lie will only reluctantly dis¬ 
charge) in his pouch and runs to meet the giaours, and 
on sn mg that the Russians still advance, approaching 
the fields he has sown which they will tread down and 
his hut which they will burn, and the ravine where 
Ins mother, his wife, and his chilchen have hidden 
themselves, shaking with fear—seeing that he will 
be deprived of all that constitutes his happiness—in 
impotent anger and with a cry of despair tears off 
his tattered jacket, flings down his gun, and drawing 
his sheepskin cap over Ins e>cs sings his dealh-song 
and flings himself headlong onto the Russian bayonets 
with only a dagger in his hand? Is justice on his side 
or on that of this officer on the genet al’s stair who is 
singing French chansoncttes so well just as he rides 
past us? He has a family in Russia, relations, friends, 
serfs, and obligations towards them, hut has no reason 
or desire to be at enmity with the hillsmen, and has 
come to the Caucasus just by chance and to show his 
courage. Or is it on the side of my acquaintance the 
adjutant, who only wishes to obtain a captaincy and 
a comfortable position as soon as possible and for 
that reason has become the hillsmen’s enemy? Or is 
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it on the side of this young German who, with a strong 
German accent, is demanding a linstock from the 
artillerymen? 1 What devil has brought him from his 
fatherland and set him down in this distant region? 
Why should this Saxon, Kaspar Lavrentich, mix 
himself up in our blood-thirsty conflict with these 
turbulent neighbours?] 

CHAPTER VII 

We had been riding for more than two hours. I was 
beginning to shiver and feel drowsy. Through the 
gloom I still seemed to see the same indefinite forms; 
a little way in front die same black wall and the 
moving spots. Close in front of me I could see the 
crupper of a white horse which swung its tail and 
threw its hind legs wide apart, the back of a white 
Circassian coat on which could be discerned a musket 
in a black case, and die glimmering butt of a pistol 
in an embroidered holster; the glow of a cigarette lit 
up a fair moustache, a beaver collar and a hand in 
a chamois glove. Every now and then I leant over 
my horse’s neck, shutting my eyes and forgetting 
myself for a few minutes, then startled by the familiar 
tramping and rustling I glanced round, and felt as if 
I were standing still and the black wall in front was 
moving towards me, or that it had stopped and I 
should in a moment ride into it. At one such moment 
the rumbling which increased and seemed to approach, 
and the cause of wliich I could not guess, struck me 
forcibly: it wa3 the sound of water. We were entering 
a deep gorge and approaching a mountain-stream 
that was overflowing its banks. 1 The rumbling in¬ 
creased, the damp grass became thicker and taller 
and the bushes closer, while the horizon gradually 
narrowed. Now and then bright lights appeared here 
1 In the Caucasus rivers are apt to overflow in July. 
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and there against the dark background of the hills, 
and vanished instantly. 

‘Tell me, please, what are those lights?’ I asked in 
a whisper of a Tartar riding beside me. 

‘Don’t you know?’ he replied. 

‘No.’ 

‘The hillsmen have tied straw to poles and are 
waving it about alight.’ 

‘Why are they doing that?’ 

‘So that everyone should know that the Russians 
have come. Oh, oh! What a bustle is going on now 
in the aouls\ Everybody’s dragging his belongings 
into the ravine,’ he said laughing. 

‘Why, do they already know in the mountains that 
a detachment is on its way?’ I asked him. 

‘How can they help knowing? They always know. 
Our people are like that.’ 

‘Then Shamyl' too is preparing for action?’ I asked. 

‘No,’ he answered, shaking his head, ‘Shamyl won’t 
go into action; Shamyl will send Ins naibs , 1 and he 
himself will look on through a telescope from above.’ 

‘Docs he live far away?’ 

‘Not far. Some eight miles to the left.’ 

‘How do you know?’ I asked. ‘Have you been 
there?’ 

‘I have. Our people have all been.’ 

‘Have you seen Shamyl?’ 

‘Such as we don’t see Shamyl! There are a hundred, 
three hundred,a thousand murids’ all round him,and 
Shamyl is in the centre,’ he said, with an expression 
of servile admiration. 

Looking up, it was possible to discern that the sky, 

1 Shamyl was the leader (in 1834-59) °f the Caucasian 
hill-tribes in their resistance to Russia. 

* A mub was a man to whom Shamyl had entrusted some 
administrative office. L. T. 

* The word murid has several meanings, but here it 
denotes something between an adjutant and a bodyguard. 
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now cleared, was beginning to grow lighter in the 
east and the plciades to sink towards the horizon, but 
the ravine through which we were marching was still 
damp and gloomy. 

Suddenly a little way in front of us several lights 
flashed through the darkness; at the same moment 
some bullets Hew whizzing past amid the suiround¬ 
ing silence [and sharp abiupt firing could be heard 
and loud cues, as piercing as cues of despair but 
expressing instead of fear such a passion of brutal 
audac ity and rage that one could not but shudder at 
healing it. ] It was the enemy’s advanced picket. The 
Tartan who composed it whooped, fired at random, 
and then ran in diflercnt directions. 

All became sih nt again. The general called up an 
interpret!-!. A Tartar m a white Circassian coat rode 
up to linn and, gesticulating and whispering, talked 
with him lot some time 

‘Colonel Kh.isanov! Order the coidon to take open 
older,’ commanded the geneial with a quiet but 
distinct di awl. 

The dt tarhment advanced to the liver, the black 
hills and goigcs were IcU behind, the dawn appeared. 
The vault of the heavens, in wlut h a few pale stars 
were still dimly visible, seemed higher; the sunrise 
glow beyond shone Imghtly in the east, a fresh pene¬ 
trating breeze blew horn the west and the wlute mists 
rose like steam above the rushing stream. 

CHAPTER VIII 

Our guide pointed out a ford and the cavalry van¬ 
guard, followed by the general, began crossing the 
stream. The water winch reached to the horses’ 
chests rushed with tremendous force between the 
white boulders which here and there appeared on 
a level with its surface, and formed foaming and 
gurgling ripples round the horses’ legs. The horses, 
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surprised by the noise of the water, lifted their heads 
and pricked their ears, but stepped evenly and caic- 
fully against the cuncnt on the unctcn bottom of 
the stream. Their riders lifted their feet and their 
weapons. The inlantry, literally in nothing but their 
shirts, linked arm in aim by twenties and holding 
above the water their muskets to which their bundles 
of clothing were fastened, made gieat efforts (as the 
strained expression ol their faces showed) to resist 
the force ol the current. The mounted artillerymen 
with loud shouts drove their horses into (lie water at 
a trot. The guns and green ammunition wagons, own 
which the water occasionally splaslud, rang against 
the stony bottom, but the sturdy little horses, < hut ning 
the water, pulled at the traces in unison and vvitli 
dripping manes and tails (Limbered out on the 
opposite bank 

As soon as the crossing was accomplished the 
general’s face suddenly assumed a meditative and 
serious look and he turned Ins horse and, followed by 
the cavalry, rode at a trot down a broad glade which 
opened out before us in the midst ol the loicst. A 
cordon of mounted Cossacks w as scattered along the 
skirts ol the forest. 

In the woods we noticed a man on foot dressed in 
a Circassian coat and wearing a tall cap—then a 
second and a third. One of (he officers said: ‘Those 
are Tarlais.’ Then a puff of smoke appeared Irom 
behind a tree, a shot, and another. . . . Our rapid (ire 
diowns the enemy’s Only now and then a bullet, 
with a slow sound like the buzzing of a bee’s wings, 
passes by and proves that the firing is not all ours. 
Now the infantry at a run and the guns at a trot pass 
into the cordon. You can hear the boom of the guas, 
tile metallic sounds of flying grape-shot, the hissing 
of rockets, and the crackle of musketry. Over the wide 
glade on all sides you can see cavalry, infantry, and 
arullcry. Pulls of smoke mingle with the dew-covcrcd 
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verdure and the mist. Colonel Khashnov, approach¬ 
ing the general at full gallop, suddenly reins in 
his hone. * 

‘Your Excellency, shall we order the cavalry to 
charge?’ he says, raising his hand to his cap. ‘The 
enemy’s colours' are in sight,’ and he points with his 
whip to some mounted Tartars in front of whom 
ride two men on white horses with bits of blue and 
red stuff fastened to poles in their hands. 

‘Go, and God be with you, Ivin Mikhdylovich!’ 
says the general. 

The colonel turns his horse sharply round, draws 
his sword, and shouts ‘Hurrah!’ 

‘Hutrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!’comes from the ranks, 
and the cavalry gallop after him. . . . 

Everyone looks on with interest: there is a colour, 
another, a third and a fourth. . . . 

The enemy, not waiting for the attack, hides in the 
wood and thence opens a small-arms lire. Bullets 
come llymg more and more fiequently. 

‘Quel charmant coup d'atl !' 1 says the general, rising 
slightly, English fashion, in his saddle on his slim¬ 
legged black horse. 

'Charmant!' answers the major, rolling his r’s, and 
striking his horse he rides up to the general: 'C’est tin 
oral plauir que la fillerte dans un aussi beau pays ,' 1 he says. 

'hi surtout en bonne compagnie replies the general 
with a pleasant smile. 

T he major bows. 

At that moment a hostile cannon-ball flies past 
with a disagreeable whiz, and strikes something. We 
hear behind us the moan of a wounded man. 

1 The colours among the hillsmen correspond to those 
of our troops, except that every dzhtgtl or ‘brave’ among 
them may make his own colours and carry them. L. T. 

1 ‘What a charming view.’ 

* ‘Charming.,. War in such beautiful country is a real 
pleasure.’ 4 ‘Especially in good company.’ 
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Thu moaning strike) me so strangely that the war¬ 
like scene instantly loses all its charm for me. But no 
one except myself seems to notice it: the*major laughs 
with apparently greater gusto, another officer repeats 
with perfect calm the first words of a sentence he had 
just been saying, the general looks the other way and 
with the quietest smile says something in French. 

‘Shall we reply to their fire?’ asks the commander 
of the artillery, galloping up. 

‘Yes, frighten them a bit!’ carelessly replies the 
general, lighting a cigar. 

The battery takes up its position and the firing 
begins. The earth groans under the shots, the dis¬ 
charges flash out incessantly, and smoke, through 
which it is scarcely possible to distinguish the artillery¬ 
men moving round their guns, veils your sight. 

The aoul has been bombarded. Colonel Khasinov 
rides up again, and at the general’s command gallops 
towards the aoul. The war-cry is again heard and the 
cavalry disappears in the cloud of dust it has raised. 

The spectacle was truly magnificent. The one thing 
that spoilt the general impression for me—who took 
no part in the affair and was unaccustomed to it— 
was that this movement and the animation and the 
shouting appeared unnecessary. The comparison in¬ 
voluntarily suggested itself to me of a man swinging 
his arms vigorously to cut the air with an axe 

CHAPTER IX 

Our troops had taken possession of the village and 
not a single soul of the enemy remained in it when the 
general and his suite, to which I had attached myself, 
rode up to it. 

The long clean huts, with their flat earthen roofs 
and shapely chimneys, stood on irregular stony 
mounds between which flowed a small stream. On 
one side were green gardens with enormous pear and 
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small plum trees btightly lit up by the sun, on the 
other strange upright shadows, the perpendicular 
stones of the oemcteiy, and long poles with balls and 
many-coloured Hags fastened to their ends. (These 
marked the graves ol dzhigili ) 

The tmops were drawn up outside the gates. 

[‘Well, how about it, Colonel?’ said the general. 
‘Let them loot. I see they are terribly anxious to,' he 
added with a smile, pointing at the Cossacks. 

You cannot imagine how striking was the contrast 
between the care lessnrss with which the general 
uttered these words, and their import and the military 
surroundings.] 

A moment later, dragoons, Cossacks, and infantry 
spread with evident delight through the crooked lanes 
and in an instant the empty village was animated 
again. Ileic a loof crashes, an axe rings against the 
hard wood of a door that is being forced open, here 
a stack of hay, a fence, a hut, is set on file and a 
pillar of thick smoke rises up in the clear air. Here is 
a Cossack dragging along a sac k of flour and a carpet, 
there a soldier, with a delighted look on his face, 
brings a tin basin and some rag out of a hut, another 
is tiymg with outstretched arms to catch two hens 
that struggle and rac kle beside a fence, a third has 
somewhere discovered an enormous pot of milk and 
after dunking some of it throws the rest oil the ground 
with a loud laugh. 

The battalion with which I had come from Fort N. 
was also m the aoiil. The captain sat on the roof of 
a hut and sent thin uhilfs of cheap tobacco smoke 
thiough his short pipe with such an expression of 
indifference on his face that on seeing him I forgot 
that I was in a hostile aoul and felt quite at home. 

‘Ah, you are here too?’ he said when he noticed me. 

The tall figure of Lieutenant Rosenkranz flitted 
here and there in the village. He gave orders un¬ 
ceasingly and appeared exceedingly engrossed in his 
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task, 1 saw him with a triumphant air emerge from 
a hut followed by two soldiers leading an old Tartar. 
The old man, whose only clothing tonsisted of a 
mottled tunir all in rags and patchwork tiousers, 
was so frail that Ins arms, tightly bound behind his 
bent back, seemed scared) to hold onto his shoulders, 
and he could scarcely drag his bare crooked legs along. 
His face and even pait of his shaven head were deeply 
furrowed. His wry toothless mouth kept moving 
beneath his close-cut moustache and beard, as if he 
were chewing something; but a gleam still sparkled 
in his red lashless eves which clearly expressed an old 
man’s indi(Tercn< r to life 

Roscnkiaiu asked him, through an interpreter, why 
he had not gone away with the others. 

‘Where should 1 go?’ he answned, looking quietly 
away. 

‘Where the others have gone.’ someone remarked. 

‘The dzfiiqits have gone to light the Russians, but 
I am an old man.’ 

‘Arc you not all aid of the Russians?’ 

‘What will the Russians do to me? I am old,’ he 
icpcatrd, again glancing carelessly round the circle 
that had formed about him. 

Later, as I was returning, I saw that old man bare¬ 
headed, with his arms tied, being jolled along Ix'hind 
the saddle of a Cossack, and he was looking round 
with the same expression of indifference on his face. 
He was needed for the exi hange of prisoners. 

I climbed onto the root and sat down beside the 
captain. 

[A bugler who had vodka and provisions was sent 
for. The captain’s calmness and equanimity involun¬ 
tarily produced an effect on me. We ate roasted 
pheasant and chatted, without at all reflecting that 
the owners of that hut had not merely no desire to see 
us there but could hardly have imagined our existence.] 

‘ 1 here don’t seem to have been many of the enemy,’ 
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I said, wishing to know his opinion of the action that 
had taken place. 

‘The enemy?’ he repeated with surprise. ‘The 
enemy was not there at all! Do you call those the 
enemy? . . . Wait till the evening when we go back, 
and you will see how they will speed us on our way: 
what a lot of them will pour out from there,’ he said, 
pointing to a thicket we had passed in the morning. 

‘What is that?’ I asked anxiously, interrupting the 
captain and pointing to a group of Don Cossacks who 
had collected round something not far from us. 

A sound of something like a child’s cry came from 
there, and the words: 

‘Stop .. . don’t hack it. . . you’ll be seen .. . Have 
you a knife, Evstigncich . . . Lend me a knife. . ..’ 

‘They are up to something, the scoundrels . . .’ 
replied the captain calmly. 

But at that moment the young ensign, his comely 
face flushed and frightened, came suddenly running 
from behind a corner and rushed towards the Cossacks 
waving his arms. 

‘Don’t touch it! Don’t kill it!’ he cried in a childish 
voice. 

Seeing the officer, the Cossacks stepped apart and 
released a little white kid. The young ensign was 
quite abashed, muttered something, and stopped 
before us with a confused face. Seeing the captain 
and me on the roof he blushed still more and ran 
leaping towards us. 

‘I thought they were killing a child,’ he said with 
a basliful smile. 


CHAPTER X 

The general went ahead with the cavalry. The 
battalion with which I had come from Fort N. 
remained in the rear-guard. Captain Khlopov’s and 
Lieutenant Rosenkranz’s battalions retired together. 
The captain’s prediction was fully justified. No 
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sooner had we entered the narrow thicket he had 
mentioned, than on both sides of us we caught 
glimpses of hillsmen mounted and otj foot, and so 
near were they that I could distinctly see how some 
of them ran stooping, rifle in hand, from one tree to 
another. 

The captain took off his cap and piously crossed 
himself, some of the older soldiers did the same. From 
the wood were heard war-cries and the words ‘lay 
giaour’, ‘Urns! iay!’ Sharp short rifle-shots, following 
one another fast, whizzed on both sides of us. Our 
men answered silendy with a running lire, and only 
now and then remarks like the following were made in 
the ranks: ‘Sec where he 1 fires from! It’s all right 
for him inside the wood. We ought to use cannon,’ 
and so forth. 

Our ordnance was brought out, and after some 
grape-shot had been fired the enemy seemed to grow 
weaker, but a moment later and at every step taken 
by our troops, the enemy’s fire again grew hotter and 
die shouting louder. 

We had hardly gone seven hundred yards from the 
village before enemy cannon-balls began whistling 
over our heads. I saw a soldier killed by one. . . . But 
why should I describe the details of that terrible 
picture which I would myself give much to be able 
to forget! 

Lieutenant Rosenkranz kept firing, and incessantly 
shouted in a hoarse voice at the soldiers and galloped 
from one end of the cordon to the other. He was 
rather pale and this suited his martial countenance 
very well. 

The good-looking young ensign was in raptures: 
his beautiful dark eyes shone with daring, his lips 
were slightly smiling, and he kept riding up to the 
captain and begging permission to charge. 

' He is a collective noun by which the soldiers indicate 
the enemy. L. T. 

aos 


O 
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‘We will repel them,’ he said persuasively, ‘we 
certainly will.’ 

‘It’s not necessary,’ replied the captain abruptly. 
‘We must retreat.’ 

The c apt.un’s company held the skirts of the wood, 
the men lying down and replying to the enemy’s fire. 
The captain in his shabby coat and shabby cap sat 
silent on his white horse, with loose reins, bent knees, 
his feet in the stirrups, and did not stir from his place. 
(The soldicis knew and did their work so well that 
there was no need to give them any orders.) Only 
at rare intervals he raised his voice to shout at those 
who exposed their heads There was nothing at all 
martial about the laptam’s appearance, but there 
was something so sincere and simple in it that I was 
unusually strut k by it. ‘It is he who is really brave,’ 
I involuntarily said to myself. 

He was just the same as I had always seen him: the 
same calm movements, the same guileless expression 
on his plain but frank face, only his eyes, which were 
brighter than usual, showed the concentration of one 
quietly engaged on his duties. ‘As 1 had always seen 
him’ is easily said, but how many different shades 
have I noticed in the behaviour of others; one wishing to 
appear quieter, another sterner, a third merrier, than 
usual, but thecaptam’s face showed that he did noteven 
sec why he should appear anything but what he was. 

The Frenchman at Waterloo who said, ‘La garde 
meurt, mais m $t rend pas,’' and other, particularly 
French, hcioes who uttered memorable sayings were 
brave, and really uttered remarkable words, but 
between their courage and the captain’s there was this 
difference, that even if a great saying had in any 
cncumstance stirred in the soul of my hero, I am 
convinced that he would not have uttered it: first 
because by uttering a great saying he would have 
feared to spoil a great deed, and secondly because 
1 ‘The Guard dies, but does not surrender.’ 
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when a man feels within himself the capacity to 
pnform a gicat deed no talk of any kind is needed. 
That, I think, is a peculiar and a lofty.charactcristic 
of Russian courage, and that being so, how can a 
Russian heart help aching when our young Russian 
warriors utter tuvial lrench ]biases intended to 
imitate antiquated French chivalry? 

Suddenly hom the side where our young ensign 
stoixl with his platoon we heard a not very hearty or 
loud ‘Hurrah 1 ' Looking round to where the shout 
tame from, I saw some Unity soldiers with sacks on 
their shoulders and muskets til their hands managing 
with vers' great difficulty to run across a ploughed 
field. They kept stumbling, but nevertheless ran on 
and shouted. In front of them, suoid m hand, 
galloped the young ensign. 

They all disappeared into the wexxi. . . . 

Alter a few minutes of whooping and clatter a 
(tightened horse ran out of the wood, and soldiers 
appeared bringing back the dead and wounded. 
Among the latter was the young ensign. Two soldiers 
supported him under his arms. He was as pale as 
a sheet, and Ins pretty head, on which only a shadow 
remained of the warlike enthusiasm that had animated 
him a few minutes before, wasdrcadlullysunk between 
his shoulders and drooped on his chest. There was 
a small spot of blood on the white shirt beneath his 
unbuttoned coat. 

‘Ah, what a pity!’ I said, involuntarily turning 
away from this sad spectacle. 

‘Of course it’s a pity,’ said an old soldier, who stood 
leaning on his musket beside me with a gloomy ex¬ 
pression on his face. ‘He’s not afraid of anything. 
How can one do such tilings?’ he added, looking 
intently at the wounded lad. ‘He was still foolish and 
now he has paid for it!’ 

‘And you?’ I asked. ‘Are you afraid?’ 

‘What do you expect?’ 
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CHAPTER XI 

Four soldiers were carrying the ensign on a stretcher 
and behind them an ambulance soldier was leading 
a thin, broken-winded hone with two green boxes 
on its back containing surgical appliances. They 
waited for the doctor. Some officers rode up to the 
stretcher and tried to cheer and comfort the wounded 
lad. 

‘Well, friend AMnin, it will be some time before 
you will dance again with castanets,’ said Lieutenant 
Rosenkranz, riding up to the stretcher with a smile. 

He probably supposed that these words would raise 
the young ensign’s spirits, but as far as one could judge 
by the latter’s coldly sad look the words had not the 
desired effect. 

The captain rode up too. He looked intently at the 
wounded man and his usually calm and cold face 
expressed sincere sympathy. ‘Well, my dear Anatdl 
Ivinich,’ he said, in a voice of tender sympathy such 
as I never expected from him, ‘evidently it was God’s 
will.’ 

The wounded lad looked round and his pale face 
lit up with a sad smile. ‘Yes, I disobeyed you.' 

‘Say rather, it was God’s will,’ repeated the captain. 

The doctor when he arrived, [as far as could be 
judged by the shakiness of his legs and the redness 
of his eyes, was in no fit condition to bandage the 
patient: however, he] took from his assistant bandages, 
a probe, and another instrument, rolled up his sleeves 
and stepped up to the ensign with an encouraging 
smile. 

‘So it seems they have made a hole in a sound spot 
for you too,’ he said in a carelessly playful tone. ‘Let 
me see.’ 

The ensign obeyed, but the look he gave the merry 
doctor expressed astonishment and reproof which the 
inebriated practitioner did not notice. He touched 
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the wound so awkwardly, quite unnecessarily pressing 
on it with his unsteady fingers, that the wounded 
ensign, driven beyond the limits of endurance, pushed 
away his hand with a deep groan. 

‘Let me alone!’ he said in a scarcely audible voice. 
‘I shall die anyway.’ 

[Then, addressing the captain, he said with diffi¬ 
culty: ‘Please, Captain . .. yesterday I lost... twenty 
rubles to Dronov. . . . When my things are sold ... let 
him be paid.’] 

With those words he fell back, and five minutes 
later when I passed the group that had formed around 
him, and asked a soldier. ‘How is the ensign?’ the 
answer was, ‘Passing away.’ 

CHAPTER XII 

It was late in the day when the detachment, formed 
into a broad column and singing, approached the 
Fort. 

[The general rode in front and by his merry 
countenance one could see that the raid had been 
successful. In fact, with little loss, we had that day 
been in Mukay aoul —where from immemorial times 
no Russian foot had trod. 

The Saxon, Kaspar Lavrentich, narrated to another 
officer that he had himself seen how three Chechens 
had aimed straight at his breast. In the mind of 
Ensign Rosenkranz a complete story of the day’s 
action had formulated itself. Captain Khlbpov walked 
with thoughtfiil face in front of his company, leading 
his little white horse by its bridle.] 

The sun had hidden behind the snowy mountain 
range and threw its last rosy beams on a long thin 
cloud stretching motionless across the clear horizon. 
The snow peaks began to disappear in purple mist 
and only their top outline was visible, wonderfully 
distinct in the crimson sunset glow. The delicate 
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moon, which had risen long since, began to grow pale 
against the deep azure. The green of the grass and 
trees was turrting black and becoming covered with 
dew. The dark masses of troops moved with measured 
sounds over the luxuriant meadows. Tambourines, 
drums, and merry songs were heard from various 
sides. The voice of the second tenor of the Sixth 
Company rang out with full force and the sounds of 
his clear chest-notes, full of feeling and power, floated 
through the clear evening air. 

1852. 
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THE WOOD-FELLING 
A CADET’S STORY 
CHAPTER I 

I N the middle of the winter of 185- a division of one 
battery was on service with the detachment opera¬ 
ting in that part of the Terek Territory 1 called the 
Great Chechnya. On the evening of February 14, 
knowing that the platoon which I in the absence of 
any officer was commanding, was to join a column 
told off to fell wood next day, and having given and 
received the necessary orders, I retired to my tent 
earlier than usual. As I had not contracted the bad 
habit of warming my tent with hot charcoal, I lay 
down without undressing on my bed, which was 
supported on stakes driven into the ground, drew my 
fur cap over my eyes, tucked myself up in my sheep¬ 
skin cloak, and fell into that peculiar, heavy, and deep 
sleep which comes at times of anxiety and when one 
is awaiting danger. The expectation of the next day’s 
affair had this effect on me. 

At three next morning, while it was still quite dark, 
the warm sheepskin was pulled off me and my eyes, 
heavy with sleep, were unpleasantly struck by the red 
light of a candle. 

‘Get up, please,’ said a voice. I shut my eyes, 
unconsciously pulled the sheepskin back over myself, 
and again fell asleep. ‘Get up, please,’ said Dmitry 
once more, remorselessly shaking me by the shoulder: 
‘the infantry are starting.’ The reality suddenly 
flashed on my mind, I sat up and jumped to my feet. 
After hurriedly drinking a glass of tea and washing 

’ The TArek Territory lies to the north-east of the 
Caucasian Mountains. The Great and Little Chechnya 
are districts in the southern part of it. 
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myself with icy water I crept out of the tent and went 
to the ‘park’ (the place where the cannon were). It 
was dark, misty, and cold. The dim red light of the 
night-fires, which gleaming here and there in the 
ramp showed up the figures of the sleepy soldiers who 
lay near them, seemed only to make the darkness 
more intense. 

Near by, quiet regular snoring could be heard, and 
from farther ofl, sounds of movements, voices, and 
the clatter of the muskets of the infantry preparing 
to start. There was a smell of smoke, manure, torches, 
and mist; the morning air caused cold shivers to 
run down one’s back, and one’s teeth chattered in¬ 
voluntarily. 

It was only by the snorting and occasional stamping 
of the horses harnessed to them that we could tell 
where the limbers and ammunition wagons stood in 
the impenetrable darkness; and only the fiery dots of 
the linstocks showed where the guns were. ‘God be 
with us!’ With these words came the clanging sound 
of the first gun nmvmg, then tile noise of the ammuni¬ 
tion wagon—and the platoon started. We all took 
off our raps and crossed oursrlvcs. HaWng occupied 
the interval between the infantry companies, the 
platoon stopped and waited a quarter of an hour for 
the whole lolumn to collect and for the commander 
to appear. 

‘One of our men is missing, Nicholas Petrovich.’ 
With these words a black figure approached me, 
whom I only knew by the voice to be the gun- 
sergeant of the platoon, Maksimov. 

'Who is it?’ 

‘Velcnchiik is missing He was there all the time 
they were harnessing—I saw him myself—but now 
he’s gone.’ 

As the column could not be expected to start at 
once, we decided to send Corporal Antonov to look 
for Vclcnchuk. Directly after that, several horsemen 



THE WOOD-FELLING 43 

trotted past us in the dark. They were the com¬ 
mander and his suite; and immediately the head of 
the column moved and stalled and sd at last did we 
also, hut Antbnov and Velenehuk were still absent. 
We had, however, hardly gone a hundred yards before 
they both overtook us. 

'Where was he? 1 I asked Antonov. 

‘Asleep in the “park”.’ 

‘Why, has he had a drop too much?’ 

'Oh, no.’ 

‘Then how is it he fell asleep?’ 

'I ran't make out.’ 

For about three hours we moved slowly on in 
silence and darkness over some unploughed fields 
bare of snow and over low bushes that crac kled under 
the wheels of the gun-carriages. At last, alter we had 
crossed a shallow but cxtri mcly rapid stream, we 
were stopped, and we heard the abrupt reports of 
mntivkas' in the direction of the vanguard. 

These sounds as usual had a most exhilarating 
effect on everyone. The detachment seemed to wake 
up: sounds of talking, movement, and laughter were 
heard in the ranks. Here a soldier wrestled with 
a comrade, there another hopped from foot to foot. 
Here was one chcwmg hard-tack, or to while away 
the time shouldering and grounding arms. Mean¬ 
while the mist began to grow distinctly whiter in the 
east, the damp became more intense, and the sur¬ 
rounding objects gradually emerged from the gloom. 
I could already discern the green gun-carriages and 
ammunition wagons, the brass of the guns covered 
with moisture by the mist, the familiar figures ol my 
soldiers, every minute detail ol which I had involun¬ 
tarily studied, the bay horses, and the lines of infantry 

1 The mntivka was a long Asiatic rifle used by the Cir¬ 
cassians (Cherkises). When tiring, they resled the barrel 
on a support formed by two thin spiked sticks tied at the 
top by a strap. 
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with their bright bayonets, their bags, their ramrods, 

and the kettles they carried on their backs. 

We were sooti again moved forward a few hundred 
yards where there was no road, and then we were 
shown our position. To the right one could see the 
steep bank of a winding stream and the high wooden 
posts of a Tartar cemetery; to the left and in front 
a black strip was visible through the mist. The platoon 
unlimbered. The Eighth Company, which covered us, 
piled their muskets, and a battalion with axes and 
muskets went to the forest. 

Before live minutes were over fires were crackling 
and smoking in all directions. The soldiers dispersed, 
blew the tires and sUrred them with hands and feet, 
dragged logs and branches, while the forest resounded 
with the unceasing noise of hundreds of axes and the 
crashing of falling trees. 

The artillery, with a certain rivalry of the infantry, 
heaped their pile high, and though it was already 
burning so that one could hardly come within two 
paces of it and thick black smoke was rising through 
the frozen branches, which the soldiers pressed down 
into the fire (and from which drops fell sizzling into 
the flames), and though the charcoal was glowing 
beneath and the grass was scorched all around, the 
soldiers were not satisfied, but kept throwing great 
logs on to the pile, feeding it with dry grass beneath 
and heaping it higher and higher. 

When I came up to the fire to smoke a cigarette, 
Velenchuk, always officious, but to-day feeling guilty 
and bustling about more than any one, in a fit of zeal 
snatched a piece of charcoal from the fire with his 
bare hand and, after tossing it from hand to hand 
a couple of times, dropped it on the ground. 

'Light a twig and hold it up,’ said a soldier. 

‘No, better get a linstock, lad,’ said another. 

When I had at length lit my cigarette without the 
su'd of Velenchiik, who was again trying to take a piece 
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of charcoal in his hand, he rubbed his burnt fingers 
on the skirts of his sheepskin coat and then, probably 
for want of something else to do, liftad a large piece 
of plane-tree wood and swung it into the fire. When 
at last he felt free to rest a bit, he came close up to 
the fire, threw open his cloak which he wore like 
a mantle fastened by one button, spread out his legs, 
held out his big, black hands, and drawing his mouth 
a bit to one side, screwed up his eyes. 

‘Ah, I’ve gone and forgot my pipe. Here’s a go, 
lads!’ said he after a short silence, not addressing any 
one in particular. 


CHAPTER II 

In Russia there are three predominant types of 
soldier under winch the men of all our forces— 
whether line, guards, infantry, cavalry, artillery, army 
of the Caucasus, or what not—may be classified. 

These principal types, including many sub-divi¬ 
sions and combinations, are: 

1. The submissive; 

2. The domineering; 

3. The reckless. 

The submissive are divided into (a) the calmly 
submissive and (A) the busthngly submissive. 

The domineering are divided into (a) the sternly 
domineering and (A) the diplomatically domineering. 

The reckless are divided into (a) the amusingly 
reckless and (A) the viciously reckless. 

The type most often met with—a type more lovable 
and attractive than the others and generally accom¬ 
panied by the best Christian virtues,—meekness, 
piety, patience, and devotion to the will of God,—is 
the submissive type in general. The distinctive feature 
of the calmly submissive is his invincible resignation 
to and contempt for all the reverses of fate which may 
befall him; the distinctive features of the submissive 



46 THE WOOD-FELLJNG 

drunkard are a mild, poetic disposition and sensibility; 
the distinctive feature of the bustlingly submissive is 
limited mental* capacity combined with purposeless 
industry and zeal. 

The dominating type in general is found chiefly 
among the higher grade of soldieis: the corporals, 
sergeants, sergeant-majors and so on. The first sub¬ 
division, the sternly domineering, is a noble, energetic, 
pre-emmently military type and does not exclude 
high poetic impulses (Corporal Antonov, with whom 
I wish to acquaint the reader, belonged to this type). 
The second sub-division, foi mod by the diplomatically 
domineering, has for some lime past been increas¬ 
ing hugely. A man ot tins type is always eloquent 
and Innate, 1 wears pink shirts, won’t cat out of the 
i (immon pot, sometimes smokes tobacio ol Mousatov’s 
brand, and thinks himself much superior to the 
common soldier, but is rarely himself as good a soldier 
as the domineering ot the first sub-division. 

lhc reckless tvpc, like the domineering type, is 
good in its fust sub-division, the amusingly reckless, 
whose char.u (rustic Units arc iiresistibic milth, gicat 
capacity ol all kinds, and a highly gifted and daring 
nature. As with the domineciing class, the second 
sub-division is bad; the uuously reckless are terribly 
bad, but to the honour of the Russian army it must 
be said that this ty[K is very inrc, and when found it 
is excluded from companionship by the public opinion 
of the soldiers themselves. Unbelief and a kind of 
boldness in vice are the chief Units charactcnsuc of 
this class. 

Velenchuk belonged to the bustlingly submissive. 
He was an Ukrainian by birth, had already served 
for fifteen years, and although not a showy or smart 
soldier he was simple-minded, kindly, extremely 

1 A distinction very frequently met with in Russian is 
between literati and illiterate people; i.e. between those who 
can and those who cannot read and wnte. 
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though often inopportunely zealous, and also exceed¬ 
ingly honest. I say exceedingly honest, because an 
incident had occutred the year befo«e which made 
this characteristic quality ol his very evident. It must 
be remembered that almost every soldier knows a 
trade. The most usual trades are tailoring and boot¬ 
making. Velenchuk taught himself the former, and 
judging from the fact that even Muhael Dorofnch, 
the sergeant-major, ordered clothes Irom him, he must 
have attained some profiriencv at his 11aft. Last year, 
in camp, Velenchuk undertook to make a line cloth 
coat lor Michael Dorofnch; blit that very night after 
he had cut out the coal and measured out the trim¬ 
mings and put them all under his pillow in the tent, 
a misfortune befell him' the cloth that had cost seven 
rubles , disappeared during the night! Vi lenrhuk, 
with tears in Ins eyes, trembling white lips and sup¬ 
pressed sobs, informed the sergeant-major of the 
occurrence. Michael Dorofnch was enraged. In the 
lirst moment of irritation he threatened (lie tailor; 
but afterwards, being a man with meaas and kindly, 
he just waved his hand and did not demand Irom 
Velenchuk payment of the value of the cloth. In spite 
of all the fuss made by the fussy Velenchuk, in spite of 
all the tears he shed when telling of his mishap, the 
thief was not found. A strong suspicion fell on the 
viciously reckless soldier Chernov, who slept in the 
same tent; but there were no positive proofs. The 
diplomatically domineering Michael Dorofcirh, being 
a man with means and having some little business 
transactions with the master-at-arms and the caterer 
of the mess (the aristocracy of the battery), very soon 
forgot all about the loss of his mufti coat. Not so 
Velenchuk. He did not forget his misfortune. The 
soldiers said they feared at the time that he might 
commit suicide or run away into the mountains, so 
great was the effect of his mishap upon him. He 
neither ate nor drank and could not even work, but 
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was continually crying. When three days had passed 
he appeared, quite pale, before Michael Dorofcich, 
took with trembling fingers a gold coin from under his 
cuff and gave it him. ‘Heaven’s my witness, Michael 
Dorofcich, that it’s all I have, and even that I 
borrowed from Zhdanov,’ said he, sobbing again; 
‘and the other two rubles 1 swear I will also return as 
soon as I have earned them, He’ (whom ‘he’ meant 
Vclencfnik did not himself know) ‘has made me 
appear like a rascal before you. He—with his loath¬ 
some, viper soul—he takes the last morsel from his 
brother soldier, alter I have served for fifteen years. 

. . .’ To the honour of Michael Dorofcich be it said, 
he did not take the remaining two rubles, though 
Vclenchuk brought them to him two months later. 

CHAPTER III 

Besides Vclenchuk, five other soldiers of my platoon 
sat warming themselves by our fire. 

In the best place, on a butt with his back to the 
wind, sat Maksimov, the gun-sergeant of the platoon, 
smoking a pipe. The habit of commanding and the 
consciousness of his dignity were betrayed by the pose, 
the look, and by every movement of this man, not to 
mention his nankeen-covered sheepskin coat and the 
butt he was sitting on, which latter is an emblem of 
power at a halting-place. 

When 1 came up he turned his head towards me 
without removing Ins eyes from the fire, and his look, 
following the direction lus head had taken, only fell 
on me some time later. Maksfmov was not a serf but 
a peasant-yeoman; he had some money, had qualified 
to take a class in the school-brigade, and had stuffed 
his head with erudition. He was awfully rich and 
awfully learned, so the soldiers said. I remember how 
once when we were practising plunging fire with 
a quadrant, he explained to the soldiers gathered 
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round, that a spirit level is nothing but as it occurs that 
atmospheric mercury has its motion. In reality, Maksimov 
was far from being stupid, and understood his work 
thoroughly; but he had the unfortunate peculiarity of 
sometimes purposely speaking so that there was no 
possibility of understanding him and so that, I am 
convinced, he did not understand his own words. He 
was particularly fond of the words ‘as it occurs’ and 
‘continues’, so that when I heard him say ‘as it occurs’ 
or ‘continues’, I knew beforehand that I should 
understand nothing of what followed. The soldiers 
on the other hand, as far as I could judge, liked to hear 
his ‘as it occurs’ and suspected it of being fraught with 
deep meaning, though they did not understand a 
word of it any more than I did. This they attributed 
entirely to their own stupidity, and respected Theodor 
Maksimov all the more. In a word, Maksimov was 
one of the diplomatically domineering. 

The soldier next to him, who had bared his sinewy 
red legs and was putting on his boots again by the fire, 
was Antonov,—that same Corporal Antdnov who in 
1837, remaining with only two others in charge of an 
exposed gun, persisted in firing back at a powerful 
enemy and, with two bullets in his leg, continued to 
serve his gun and to reload it. 

The soldiers used to say that he would have been 
made a gun-sergeant long ago but for his character. 
And his character really was very peculiar. No one 
could have been calmer, gentler, or more accurate 
than he was when sober; but when he had a fit of 
drinking he became quite another man; he would 
not submit to authority, fought, brawled, and became 
a perfectly good-for-nothing soldier. Only the week 
before this, during the Carnival, he had had a 
drinking-bout, and in spite of all threats, persuasions, 
and being tied to a cannon, he went on drinking and 
brawling up to the first day of Lent. During the whole 
of Lent, though the division had been ordered not to 
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last, he fed on dried bread, and during the first wcck 
would not even drink the regulation cup of vodka. 
But one had tp see his sturdy thick-set figure, as of 
wrought iron, on its stumpy bandy legs, and his shiny 
moustached visage when in a tipsy mood he took the 
balaiiyka in his sinewy hands and looking carelessly 
round played Lady, or walked down the stieet with his 
cloak thrown loosely over his shoulders, his medals 
dangling, Ins hands in the pockets of his blue nankeen 
trousers, and a look on bis countenance of soldierly 
pride and of contempt for all that was not of the 
artillery—one had to see all this in order to under¬ 
stand how impossible it was for him at such a moment 
to abstain from fighting an orderly, a Cossack, an 
infantry-man, a peasant (in fact, anyone not of the 
artillery) who was rude to him or happened merely 
to be in his way. He fought and rioted not so much 
for his own pleasure as to maintain the spirit of 
soldiership in general, of which he felt himself to be 
the lcprcscntative. 

The third soldier, who sat on his heels smoking a 
day pipe, was the artillery driver Clhkin. He had an 
ear-img in one of his cars, bristling little moustaches, 
and the physiognomy of a bird. ‘Dear old Chlkin,’ 
as the soldiers called him, was a wit. During the 
bitterest frost, or up to his knees in mud, or after going 
two days without food, on the march, on parade, or 
at drill, the ‘dear fellow’ was always and everywhere 
making faces, twisting his legs about, or cracking 
jokes that convulsed the whole platoon with laughter. 
At every halting-place, and in the camp, there was 
always a circle of young soldiers collected round 
Chfkin, who played Filka' with them, told them 
stories about the cunning soldier and the English 
milord, personated a Tartar or a German, or simply 
made remarks of his own at which everyone roared 
with laughter. It is true that his reputation as a wit 
1 A soldier’s card game.—L. T. 
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was so well established in the battery that it was 
sufficient for him to open his mouth and wink in order 
to produce a general guffaw, but really there was 
much in him that was trulv hutnoious and surprising. 
He saw something special, something that never 
entered anybody rise's head, in everything, and above 
all, this capacity for seeing the funny side of things 
was proof against any and every Inal. 

Ih<- fourth soldier was an insignificant-looking boy 
recruited the year before and this was his first cam¬ 
paign. He stood surrounded by the smoke and so 
near the flames that Ins threadbare cloak seemed in 
danger of catching fire, yet judging by the way he 
extended the sknts of his cloak and bent out lusialves, 
and by Ins quiet self-satisfied pose, lie was feeling 
highly fomented. 

The fifth and last of the soldiers was Daddy 
Zhdanov. He sat a little way oil, rutting a stick. 
Zhdanov had been serving in the battery longer than 
anyone else, had known all the others as recruits, 
and they were all in the habit of calling him ‘daddy’. 
It was said of him that he never drank, smoked, or 
played cards (not even ‘noses’), and never used bad 
language. He spent all his spare time boot-making, 
went to church on holidays where that was possible, 
or else put a farthing taper before his icon and opened 
the book of psalms, the only book he could read. He 
seldom kept company with the other soldiers. To 
those who were his seniors in rank though his juniors 
in years he was coldly respectful; with his equals he 
had few opportunities of mixing, not being a drinker. 
He liked the recruits and the youngest soldiers liest: 
he always took them under his protection, admonished 
them, and often helped them. Everyone in the 
battery considered him a capitalist because he had 
some twenty-five rubles, out of which he was always 
ready to lend something to a soldier in real need. 

The same Maksimov who was now gun-sergeant 
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told me that ten years ago, when he first came as a 
recruit and drank all he had with the old soldiers 
who were in the habit of drinking, Zhddnov, noticing 
his unfortunate position, called him up, severely 
reprimanded him for his conduct and even beat him, 
delivered a lecture on how one should live in the 
army, and sent him away after giving him a shirt 
(which Maksimov lacked) and half-a-ruble in money. 
‘He made a man of me,’ Maksimov always used to say 
with respect and gratitude. He also helped Velenchdk 
(whom lie had taken under his protection since he was 
a recruit) at the time of his misfortune. When the 
coat was stolen he helped him as he had helped many 
and many another during the twenty-five years of 
his service. 

One could not hope to find a man in the service 
who knew his work more thoroughly or was a better 
or more conscientious soldier than he; but he was too 
meek and insignificant-looking to be made a gun- 
sergeant, though he had been bombardier for fifteen 
years. Zhddnov's one enjoyment and passion was 
song. He had a few favourite songs, always collected 
a circle of singers from among the younger soldiers, 
and though he could not sing himself he would stand 
by them, his hands in the pockets of his cloak, his eyes 
closed, showing sympathy by the movements of his 
head and jaw. I don't know why, but that regular 
movement of the jaws below the ears, which I never 
noticed in anyone else, seemed to me extremely 
expressive. His snow-white head, his blackened 
moustaches, and his sunburnt, wrinkled face, gave 
him at first sight a stem and harsh expression; but 
on looking closer into his large round eyes, especially 
when they smiled (he never laughed with his lips), 
you were suddenly struck by something remarkable 
in their unusually mild, almost childlike look. 
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CHAPTER IV 

Tll be blowed! I've gone and forgot my pipe. 
Here’s a go, lads!’ repeated Velenchuk. 

‘You should smoke ctkars, old fellow!' began Chlkin, 
drawing his mouth to one side and winking. ‘There, 
now, I always smoke cikars when I’m at home—them’s 
sweeter.’ 

Of course everybody burst out laughing. 

‘Forgot your pipe, indeed!’ interrupted Maksimov 
without heeding the general mirth, and beating the 
tobacco out of his pipe into the palm of his left hand 
with the proud air of a superior; ‘where did you 
vanish to—eh, Velenchuk?’ 

Velenchuk, half turning round to him, was about 
to raise his hand to his cap, but dropped it again. 

‘Seems to me you hadn’t your sleep out after yes¬ 
terday—falling asleep when you are once up! It’s 
not thanks the likes of you get for such goings on.’ 

‘May I die, Theodor Maksimov, if a drop has 
passed my lips; I don’t myself know what happened 
to me,’ answered Velenchuk. ‘Much cause I had for 
revelling,' he muttered. 

‘Just so; but we have to answer to the authorities 
because of the likes of you, and you continue—it’s 
quite scandalous!’ the eloquent Maksimov concluded 
in a calmer tone. 

‘It’s quite wonderful, lads,’ Velenchiik went on 
after a moment’s silence, scratching his head and 
addressing no one in particular; ‘really quite wonder¬ 
ful, lads! Here have I been serving for the last sixteen 
years and such a thing never happened to me. When 
we were ordered to appear for muster I was all right, 
but at the “park”, there it suddenly clutches hold of 
me, and clutches and clutches, and down it throws 
me, down on the ground and no more ado—and I did 
not myself know how I fell asleep, lads I That must 
have been the trances,’ he concluded. 
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‘True enough, I hardly managed to wake you,’said 
Antbnov as he pulled on his boot. ‘I had to push and 
push just as if you'd been a log!’ 

‘Fancy now,’ said Velcnchuk, ‘if I’d been drunk 
now! . . 

‘That’s just like a woman we had at home,’ began 
Chlkin; ‘she hardly got off the stove for two years. 
Once they began waking her—they thought she was 
asleep—and she was already dead. She used to be 
taken sleepy that way. That’s what it is, old fellow!’ 

‘Now then, Chlkin, won’t you tell us how you set 
the tone during your leave of absence ?’ said Maksimov, 
looking at me with a smile as if to say: ‘Would you, 
too, like to hear the stupid fellow?’ 

‘What tone, Theodor Maksimov?’ said Chlkin, giv¬ 
ing me a rapid side-glance. ‘In course I told them 
what sort of a Caiv-cussts we’d got here.’ 

‘Well, yes, how did you do it? There! don’t give 
yourself airs; tell us how you administrated it to them.’ 

‘How should I administrate it? In course they 
asked me how we live,’ Chlkin began rapidly with 
the air of a man recounting something he had re¬ 
peated several times before. ‘“We live well, old 
fellow,” says I. “Provisions in plenty we get: morning 
and night a cup of chokelad for every soldier lad, and 
at noon barley broth before us is set, such as gentle¬ 
folks get, and instead of vodka we get a pint of Modera 
wine from Devirier, such as costs forty-four—with the 
bottle ten more!”’ 

‘Fine Modera,’ Velenrhilk shouted louder than any¬ 
one, rolling with laughter: ‘that’s Modera of the right 
sort!' 

‘Well, and what did you tell them about the 
Asiaites?’ Maksimov went on to ask when the general 
mirth had subsided a little. 

Chlkin stooped over the fire, poked out a bit of 
charcoal with a stick, put it to his pipe, and iong con¬ 
tinued puffing at his shag as though not noticing the 
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silent curiosity awakened in his hearers. When he 
had at last drawn enough smoke he threw the bit of 
charcoal away, pushed Ins cap yet farther back, and, 
stretching himself, continued with a slight smile— 

‘Well, so they asked, “What’s that Cherkcs fellow 
or Turk as you've got down in your Cawcusscs”, they 
say, “as fights?” and so 1 says, "Them’s not all of one 
sort; there’s different Cherkeses, old fellow. There’s 
the Wagabones, them as lives in the stony mountains 
and cat stones instead of bread. Ihey'rc big,” says 
I, “as big as a good-sized beam, they’ve one eye in 
the forehead and wear burning red caps,” just such 
as yours, old fellow,’ he added, turning to the young 
recruit, who really wore an absurd cap with a red 
crown. 

At this unexpected sally the recruit suddenly col¬ 
lapsed, slapped his knees, and burst out laughing and 
coughing so that he hardly managed to utter in a 
stilled voice, ‘Them Wagabones is the right sort!’ 

‘“Then”, says I, “there’s also the Mopingcrs,”’ 
continued Chikm, making his cap slip onto Ins fore¬ 
head with .a movement ot his head: ‘ “These others 
are little twins, so big . . . all in pairs,” says 1, “they 
run about hand in hand at such a rate,” says I, “that 
you couldn’t tatch ’em on a horse!”—“Then how’s 
it, lad,” they say, “how’s them Mopingcrs, lie they 
born hand in hand?’” He said this in a hoarse bass, 
pretending to imitate a peasant. ‘ “Yes," says 1 , 
“he’s naturally like that. Tear their hands apart and 
they’ll bleed just like a Chinaman: take a Chinaman’s 
cap off and it'll bleed.”—“And tell us, lad, how do 
they fight?”—“That’s how,” sap I, “they catch you 
and rip your belly up and wind your bowels round 
your arm, and wind and wind. They go on winding 
and you go on laughing till your breath all goes.” ’ 

‘Well, and did they believe you, Chlkin?’ said 
Maksimov with a slight smile, while all the rest were 
dying with laughter. 
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‘Such queer people, Theodor Makslmych, they 
believe everything. On my word they do. But when 
I told them about Mount Kazbek and said that the 
snow didn’t melt on it all the summer, they mocked 
at me! “What are you bragging for, lad,” they says; 
“a big mountain and the snow on it don’t melt? 
Why, lad, when the thaw sets in here every tiny bit 
of a hillock thaws first while the snow still lies in the 
hollows.” There now!’ Chikin concluded with a wink. 


CHAPTER V 

The bright disk of the sun shining through the milky- 
white mist had already risen to a considerable height. 
The purple-grey horizon gradually widened, but 
though it had receded considerably it was still as 
sharply outlined by a deceptive white wall of mist. 

Beyond the felled wood a good-sized plain now 
opened in front of us. The black or milky-white or 
purple smoke of the fires expanded and fantastic 
shapes of white mist-clouds floated above the plain. 
An occasional group of mounted Tartars appeared 
far in the distance before us and at rare intervals the 
reports of our rifles' and of their mntovkas and cannon 
were to be heard. 

This, as Captain Khldpov said, was ‘not yet business, 
but only play.’ 

The commander of the gth Company of Chasseurs, 
that formed our support, came up to our guns, 
pointed to three Tartars* on horseback skirting the 

1 Most of the Russian army at that time were armed 
with smooth-bore muskets, but a few had wide-calibred 
muzzle-loading rifles (skitters), which were difficult to 
handle and slow to load. VinUvkm were also rifles. 

* Russians in the Caucasus used the word ‘Tartar’ 
loosely for any of the native Mohammedan tribes (Cir¬ 
cassians, KabardAns, &c.), much as among ourselves the 
word ‘Niggen’ is used to denote almost any dark race. 
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forest some 1,400 yards from us, and with the fondness 
tor artillery lire common among infantry officers in 
general, asked me to let off a ball or bomb at them. 

‘Do you see?’ he said with a kind and persuasive 
smile as he stretched his hand from behind my 
shoulder, ‘in front of those big trees there . . . one 
on a white horse and in a black Circassian cloak and 
two others behind. Do you see? Could you not, 
please?’ 

‘And there are three more riding at the outskirt 
of the forest,’ said Antonov, who had astonishingly 
sharp eyesight, coming up to us, and hiding behind 
his back the pipe he had been smoking. There, the 
one in front has taken his gun out of its case. They 
can be seen distinctly, y’r honor!’ 

‘Look there! he’s fired, lads. D’ye see the white 
smoke?’ said Velenchiik, who was one of a group of 
soldiers standing a little behind us. 

‘At our line surely, the blackguard!’ remarked 
another. 

‘See what a lot of ’em come streaming out of the 
forest. Must be looking round... want to place a gun,’ 
said a third. 

‘Supposing now a bomb was sent right into that lot, 
wouldn’t they spit!’ 

‘And what d’ye think, old fellow—that it would 
just reach ’em?’ said Chlkin. 

‘Twelve hundred or twelve hundred and fifty yards: 
not more than that,’ said Maksimov calmly and as 
if speaking to himself, though it was evident he was 
just as anxious to fire as the rest: ‘if we were to give 
an elevation of forty-five lines to our “unicorn” 1 we 
could hit the very point, that is to say, perfectly.’ 

‘D’ye know, if you were now to aim at that group 
you would be sure to hit somebody. There now, they 
are all together—please be quick and give the order 

1 The ‘unicorn’ was a type of gun, narrowing towards 
the muzzle, used in the Russian artillery at that time. 
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to fire,’ the company commander continued to en¬ 
treat me. 

‘Are we to point the gun?’ suddenly asked Antdnov 
in an abrupt bass with a look as if of gloomy anger. 

I must admit that I also felt a strong wish to fire, 
so I ordered the second gun to be trained. 

I had hardly given the order before the shell was 
charged and rammed in and Antdnov, leaning against 
the cheek of the gun-carriage and holding two of his 
thick fingers to the base-ring, was directing the move¬ 
ment ot the tail of the gun. ‘Right, left—a bit to the 
left, a wee bit—more—more—right!’ he said, stepping 
from the gun with a look of pride. 

The inhmtry olliccr, 1 , and Maksimov, one after 
the other, approac bed, put our heads to the sights, and 
expressed our various opinions. 

‘By Heavens, it will shoot over,’ remarked Velen- 
<hiik, clicking his tongue, though lie was only looking 
over Antonov’s shoulder and therefore had no grounds 
for this supposition. ‘By Hea—veils it will shoot over; 
it will hit that there tree, my lads!’ 

I gave the order: ‘Two.’ 

The men stepped away fiom the gun. Antdnov 
ran aside to watch the (light of the shot. The touch- 
hole Hashed and the brass rang. At the same moment 
we were enveloped in a cloud of powder-smoke and, 
emerging from the overpowering boom of the dis¬ 
charge, the humming, metallic sound of the flying 
shot receded with the swiftness of lightning and died 
away in die distance amid general silence. 

A little beyond the group of horsemen a white 
cloudlet appeared; the Tartars galloped away in all 
directions and the report of the explosion readied us. 
‘ That was very fine!' ‘Ah, how they galloped!’ ‘The 
devils don’t like that!’ came the words of approval 
and ridicule from the ranks of the artillery and 
infantry. 

‘If we had had die gun pointed only a touch lower 
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wo should just have caught him. I said it would hit 
the tree and sure enough it did go to the right,’ 
remarked Velcnchuk. • 

CHAPTER VI 

Leaving the soldiers to discuss how the Tartars 
galloped of!'when they saw the shell, why they had 
been riding there, and whether there were many of 
them in the forest, I went and sat down with the 
company commander under a tree a few steps oil 
to wait while the cutlets he had invited me to share 
were being warmed up. The company commander, 
Bolkhov, was one of the officers nicknamed ‘bon- 
jourists’ in the regiment. He was a nun of some 
means, had formerly served 111 the Guards, and spoke 
French. But in spite of all this his comrades liked him. 
He was clever enough, and had tact enough, to wear 
a coat of Petersburg make, to eat a good dinner, and 
to speak French, without too much offending his 
fellow officers. After talking about the weather, the 
military operations, our mutual acquaintances among 
the officers, and having assured ourselves of the satis¬ 
factory state of each other’s ideas by questions and 
answers and the views expressed, we involuntarily 
passed to more intimate conversation. And when 
people belonging to the same circle meet in the 
Caucasus a very evident, even if unspoken, question 
arises: ‘Why arc you here 5 ’ and it was to this silent 
question of mine that, as it seemed to me, my com¬ 
panion wished to reply. 

‘When will this expedition end?’ lie said lazily. 
‘It is so dull.’ 

‘I don’t think it dull,’ said 1 . ‘It’s much worse on 

the staff.’ 

‘Oh, it’s ten thousand times worse on the staff,’ 
he said irascibly. ‘No, I mean when will the whole 
thing end?’ 
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‘What is it you want to end?’ I asked. 

‘Everything,—the whole affair! . .. Are the cutlets 
ready, Nikolfiyev?’ 

‘Then why did you come to serve here if you so 
dislike the Caucasus?’ I said. 

‘Do you know why?’ he answered with resolute 
frankness. ‘In obedience to tradidon! You know 
there exists in Russia a most curious tradidon about 
the Caucasus, making it out to be a “promised land” 
for all unfortunates.’ 

'Yes, that is almost true,’ said I. ‘Most of us-’ 

'But the best of it is,’ he said, interrupdng me, ‘that 
all of us who came to the Caucasus in obedience to the 
tradition made a terrible mistake in our calculadons 
and I can’t for the life of me see why one should, in 
consequence of an unfortunate love affair or of finan¬ 
cial troubles, choose to go and serve in the Caucasus 
rather than in Kazan or Kaluga. Why in Russia 
they imagine the Caucasus to be something majesdc: 
eternal virgin ice, rushing torrents, daggers, mandes, 
fair Circassians, and an atmosphere of terror and 
romance; but in reality there is nothing amusing in 
it. If they only realized that we never get to the 
virgin ice, diat it would not be at all amusing if we 
did, and that the Caucasus is divided into govern¬ 
ments—Stavropol, Tiflis, and so on.’ 

‘Yes,’ said I, laughing, ‘we look very differently 
at the Caucasus when we are in Russia and when we 
are here. It is like what you may have experienced 
when reading verses in a language you are not 
familiar with; you imagine them to be much better 
than they are.’ 

‘I really don’t knew; but I dislike this Caucasus 
awfully,’ he said interrupting me. 

‘Well, no; I still like the Caucasus only in a different 
way.’ 

‘Perhaps it is all right,’ he continued irritably; ‘all 
I know is that I’m not all right in the Caucasus.’ 
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‘Why is that?’ I asked, to say something. 

‘Well, first because it has deceived me. All that I, 
in obedience to tradition, came to the Caucasus to 
be cured of has followed me here, only with the 
difference that there it was all on a big scale and now 
it is on a little dirty one where at each step I find 
millions of petty anxieties, shabbincsses, and insults; 
and next because I feel that I am sinking, morally, 
lower and lower every day; but chiefly, because I do 
not feel fit for the service here. I can’t stand running 
risks. The fact of the matter is simply that I am not 
brave.’ 

He stopped and looked at me, not joking. 

Though this unasked-for confession surprised me 
very much, I did not contradict him as he evidently 
wished me to do, but waited for his own refutation 
of his words, which always follows in such cases. 

‘Do you know, in coming on this expedition I am 
taking part in an action for the first time,’ he con¬ 
tinued, ‘and you can’t think what was going on in 
me yesterday. When the sergeant-major brought the 
order that my company was to join the column, I 
turned as white as a sheet and could not speak for 
excitement. And if you only knew what a night I had 1 
If it were true that one’s hair turns white from fear, 
mine ought to be perfectly white to-day, because I 
don’t think any one condemned to death ever suffered 
more in a night than I did; and even now, though 
I feel a bit easier than in the night, this is what goes 
on inside!’ he added, turning his fist about before his 
chest ‘And what is funny is that while a most fearful 
tragedy is being enacted, here one sits eating cut¬ 
lets and onions and making believe that it is great 
fun.—Have we any wine, Nikoliyev?’ he added, 
yawning. 

That’s Aim, my lads!’ came the excited voice of 
one of the soldiers, and all eyes turned towards the 
border of the distant forest. 
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In the distance a puff of bluish smoke expanded 
and rose, blown about by the wind. When I had 
undeistood that this was a shot fired at us by the 
enemy, all before my eyes at the moment assumed 
a sort ot new and majestic character. 'The piles of 
arms, tin smoke of the tins, the blue sky, the green 
pin-i .images, Nikol.iyev’s sunburnt, moustached face 
—all seemed telling me that the ball that had already 
emerged bom the smoke and was at that moment 
living through space might be directed straight at 
my In east. 

‘Where did you get the wine?’ I asked Bolkliov 
lazily, while deep in my soul two voices spoke with 
equal < harness. One said, ‘Lord receive my soul in 
peace,’ the other, ‘I hope I shall not stoop, butsnule, 
while the ball is passing,’ and at that moment some¬ 
thing terribly unpleasant whistled past our heads 
and a cannon ball crashed down a couple of paces 
fiom us. 

‘ 1 line now, had I been a Napoleon or a Frederick 
I should certainly have paid you a compliment,’ 
Bolkliov icm.irkcd, turning towards me quite calmly. 

‘You have done so as it is,’ I answered, with 
difficulty hiding the excitement produced m me by 
the danger just passed. 

‘Well, what it I have?—no one will write it down.’ 

‘Yes, I will.’ 

‘Well, if you do put it down, it will only be “for 
critikism”, as Mischenkov says,’ he added with a 
smile. 

‘Ugh! the damned tiling!’ just then remarked 
Antonov behind us, as he spat over his shoulder with 
vexation, ‘just missed my legs!’ 

All my attempts to seem calm, and all our cunning 
phrases, suddenly seemed to me insufferably silly 
after that simple exclamation. 
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CHAPTER VII 

The enemy had really placed I wo guns where we had 
seen the Tartars riding, and they hied a shot every 
twenty or thirty minutes at our men who were felling 
the wood. My platoon was oidered forward to the 
plain to answer the enemy’s liie. A puli' of smoke 
appeared on the outskirts of the forest, then followed 
a icport and a whistle* and a ball fell 111 front or 
behind us. The enemy’s shots fell fortunately for us 
and we sustained no losses. 

The artillerymen behaved splendidly as they always 
do; loaded quickly, pointed carefully at the spots 
where the pulls ol smoke were, and quietly joked with 
one another. 

The infantry supports lay near in silent inaction 
awaiting their turn. The wood-filers went on with 
their work, the axes rang faster and more uninter- 
mittently through the forest; but when the whistle 
of a shot became audible all were suddenly silent and, 
in the midst of the deathly stillness, voices not quite 
aim ext fanned, ‘Scatter, lads!’ and all eyes followed 
he ball ncochetting over wood piles and strewn 
tranches. 

The mist had now risen quite high and, turning 
nto clouds, gradually disappeared into the dark-blue 
iepths of the sky; the unveiled sun shone brightly, 
hrowing sparkling reflections from the steel bayonets, 
he brass of the guns, the thawing earth, and the 
[littering hoar-frost. In the air one felt the freshness 
if the morning frost together with the warmth of the 
pring sunshine; thousands of different hues and tints 
ningled in the dry leaves of the forest, and the shining, 
waicn track plainly showed the traces left by wheels 
aid the marks of rough-shod horses’ feet. 

The movement became greater and more noticeable 
•etween the two forces. On all sides the blue smoke 
f the guas appeared more and more frequently. 
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Dragoons rode forward, the streamers of their lances 
flying; from the infantry companies one heard songs, 
and the carts laden with firewood formed into a train 
in our rear. The general rode up to our platoon and 
ordered us to prepare to retire. The enemy settled in 
the bushes on our left flank and their snipers began 
to molest us seriously. A bullet came humming from 
the woods to the left and struck a gun-carriage, then 
came another, and a third. . . . The infantry supports 
that had been lying near us rose noisily, took up their 
muskets and formed into line. 

The small-arm firing increased and bullets flew 
more and more frequently. The retreat commenced 
and consequently the serious part of the action, as is 
usual in the Caucasus. 

Everything showed that the artillerymen liked the 
bullets as little as the infantry had liked the cannon¬ 
balls. Antbnov frowned, Chikin imitated the bullets 
and joked about them, but it was easy to see he did 
not like them. ‘It's in a mighty hurry,’ he said of one 
of them; another he called ‘little bee’; a third, which 
seemed to fly slowly past overhead with a kind of 
piteous wail, he called an ‘orphan’, which caused 
general laughter. 

The recruit who, unaccustomed to such scenes, 
bent his head to one side and stretched his neck every 
time a bullet passed, also made the soldiers laugh. 
‘What, is that a friend of yours you’re bowing to?’ 
they said to him. Velcnchuk also, usually quite in¬ 
different to danger, was now excited: he was evidently 
vexed that we did not fire case-shot in the direction 
whence the bullets came. He repeated several times 
in a discontented tone, ‘Why is he allowed to go for us 
and gets nothing in return? If we turned a gun that 
way and gave them a taste of case-shot they’d hold 
their noise, no fear!’ 

It was true that it was time to do this, so I ordered 
them to fire a last bomb and then to load with case-shot 
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‘Case-shot!’ Antonov called out briskly as he went 
through the thick of the smoke to sponge out the gun 
as soon as it was discharged. 

At that moment 1 heard just behind me the rapid 
whiz of a bullet suddenly stopped by something, with 
a dull thud. My heart ceased beating. ‘Someone 
of the men has been hit,’ I thought, while a sad 
presentiment made me afraid to turn round. And 
eally that sound was followed by the heavy fall of 
1 body, and the heart-rending ‘Oh-o-oh’ of someone 
who had been wounded. ‘I’m hit, lads!’ a voice I 
knew exclaimed with an effort. It was Velenchuk. 
He was lying on his back between the limbers and 
a cannon. The cartridge-bag he had lieen carrying 
was thrown to one side. His forehead was covered 
with blood, and a thick red stream was running down 
over his right eye and nose. He was wounded in the 
stomach but hardly bled at all there; his forehead he 
had hurt against a log in falling. 

All this 1 made out much later; the first moment 
I could only see an indistinct mass and, as it seemed 
to me, a tremendous quantity of blood. 

Not one of the soldiers who were loading said a 
word, only the young recruit muttered something that 
sounded like ‘Dear me! he’s bleeding’, and Antonov, 
frowning, gave an angry grunt; but it was clear that 
the thought of death passed through the soul of each. 
All set to work very actively and the gun was loaded 
in a moment, but the ammunition-bearer bringing 
the case-shot went two or three steps round the spot 
where Velenchuk still lay groaning. 

CHAPTER VIII 

Everyone who has been in action undoubtedly knows 
that strange and though illogical yet powerful feeling 
ot aversion for the spot where some one has been killed 
or wounded. It was evident that for a moment my 
men gave way to this feeling when Velenchuk had to 
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be taken to the cait that came up to fetch him. 
Zhdanov came up angrily to the wounded man and, 
taking him Hilda the aims, lifted him without heed¬ 
ing his loud screams. ‘Now then, what are you 
standing there for? take hold!’ lie shouted, and about 
ten assistants, some of them superfluous, immediately 
surrounded Vclcnchuk. But hardly had they moved 
him when he began screaming and struggling terribly. 

‘What are you screaming like a hare lor?’ said 
Antonov roughly, holding his leg; ‘mind, or wc’ll just 
leave you.’ 

And the wounded man really became quiet and 
only now and then uttered, ‘Oh, it’s iny death! Oh, 
oh, oh, lads 1 ’ 

When lie was laid in the cart he even stopped 
moaning and I Iir.tid him speak to his connadcs in 
low clear tones, probably saying fatewcll to them. 

No one hkis to look at a wounded man (luring an 
artion .uni, instinctively hurrying to end this scene, 
I ordeied him to be taken quu kly to the ambulance, 
and returned to the guns. But alter a few minutes 
1 was told that Vclcnchuk was asking for ine, and I 
went up to the e.u t. 

’lhc wounded man lay at the bottom of the cart 
holding on to the sides with both hands. His broad 
healthy fare had completely changed during those 
lew moments; he seemed to have grown thinner and 
vears older, his lips were thin and pale and pressed 
logether with an evident strain. The hasty and dull 
expression of Ins glance was replaced by a kind of 
bright clear radium c, and on the bloody forehead and 
nose already lay the impress of death. Though the 
least movement caused him excruciating pain, he 
nevei theless asked to have a small cherez' with money 
taken horn Ins left leg. 

The sight of Ins bare, white, healthy leg, when his 

1 The cherez is a purse in the form of a garter, usually 
worn bv soldiers below the knee.—L, T. 
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jack-boot had been taken off and the purse untied, 
produced on me a terribly sad fooling. 

‘Hue are three rubles and a half,’ he Said, as I took 
the purse, ‘you’ll take care of thorn.’ 

rile cart was starting, but he stopped it. 

‘I was making a cloak for Lieutenant Sulimbvsky. 
He gave me two rubles. I bought buttons for one and 
a half, and half a ruble is in my bag with the buttons. 
Please let him ha\o it ’ 

‘All right! all light!’ said I. ‘(Jet well again, old 
lellow.’ 

He did not answer; the cart stalled and he again 
began to gioan and cry out in a terrible, heart¬ 
rending voice. It was as if, having done with the 
business of tins life, he did not think it necessary to 
restrain himsc 11 and considered it peinnssiblc to allow 
himself this relic 1. 


CHAPTER IX 

‘WriF.RK arc vou oir to-* Come luck' Where ate you 
gomg' ) ’ I shouted to the recruit, who with his reserve 
linstoek under his arm and a stick of some sort in his 
hand was, in the coolest manner, following the cart 
that bore the wounded man. 

Hut the rcciuit only looked at me lazily, muttered 
something or other, and continued his way, so that 
I had to send a soldier to bring him bark. He took 
oil his red cap and looked at me with a stupid snnie 

‘Where were you going *' I asked. 

‘ bo the camp.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Win ? . . . Velenrhuk is wounded,’ he said, again 
smiling 

‘What’s that to you? Vou must stay here.’ 

He looked at me with surprise, then turned quietly 
round, put on his cap, and went back to his place. 

The affair in general was successful. The Cossacks, 
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as we heard, had made a fine charge and brought 
back three dead Tartars;' the infantry had provided 
itself with firtwood and had only half-a-dozen men 
wounded; the artillery had lost only Velenchuk and 
two horses. For that, two miles of forest had been 
cut down and the place so cleared as to be unrecog¬ 
nizable. Instead of the thick outskirts of the forest you 
saw before you a large plain covered with smoking 
fires and cavalry and infantry marching back to 
camp. 

Though the enemy continued to pursue us with 
artillery and small-arm fire up to the cemetery by the 
little river we had crossed in the morning, the retire¬ 
ment was successfully accomplished. I was already 
beginning to dream of the cabbage-soup and mutton- 
ribs with buckwheat that were awaiting me in camp, 
when a message came from the General ordering 
a redoubt to be constructed by the river, and the 

3rd battalion of the K-Regiment and the platoon 

of the 4th Battei y to remain there till next day. 

The carts with the wood and the wounded, the 
Cossacks, the artillery, the infantry with muskets and 
faggots on their shoulders, all passed us with noise and 
songs. Every face expressed animation and pleasure 
caused by the escape liom danger and the hope of 
rest. Only we and the 3rd battalion had to postpone 
those pleasant feelings till to-morrow. 

CHAPTER X 

While we of the artillery were busy with the guns— 
parking the limbers and the ammunition wagons and 
arranging the picket-ropes—the infantry had already 
piled their muskets, made up camp-fires, built little 

1 The ‘Tartars’, being Mohammedans, made a point of 
not letting the bodies of their slain fall into the hands of die 
‘unbelievers’, but removed them and buried them as 
heroes. The capture of three bodies therefore indicates the 
vigour of the attack and the dcmorahzauon of the enemy. 
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huts of branches and maize straw, and begun boiling 
their buckwheat. 

The twilight had set in. Bluish white clouds crept 
over the sky. The mist, turning into fine dank drizzle, 
wetted the earth and the soldiers’ cloaks; the horizon 
nan owed and all the surroundings assumed a gloomier 
hue. The damp I felt through my boots and on my 
neck, the ceaseless movement and talk in which I took 
no part, the sticky mud on which my feet kept 
slipping, and my empty stomach, all combined to put 
me into the dreariest, most unpleasant frame of mind 
after the physical and moral weariness of the day. 
I could not get Velenchuk out of my head. The whole 
simple story of his soldier-life depicted itself per¬ 
sistently in my imagination. 

His last moments were as clear and calm as his 
whole life had been. He had lived too honestly and 
been too artless for his simple faith in a future heavenly 
life to be shaken at the decisive moment. 

‘Your honour! 1 said Nikolayev, coming up to me, 
‘the Captain asks you to come and have tea with 
him.’ 

Having scrambled through, as best I could, between 
the piles of arms and the camp-fires, I followed Niko¬ 
layev to where Bolkhov was, thinking with pleasure 
of a tumbler of hot tea and a cheerful conversation 
which would disperse my gloomy thoughts. 

‘Have you found him?’ I heard Bolkhov’s voice say 
from inside a maize-hut in which a light was burning. 

‘I’ve brought him, y’r honour,’ answered NikolAyev’s 
bass voice. 

Inside the hut Bolkhov was sitting on a dry mantle, 
with unbuttoned coat and no cap. A samovar stood 
boiling by his side and on a drum were light refresh¬ 
ments. A bayonet holding a candle was stuck into the 
ground. 

‘What do you think of it?’ he asked, looking proudly 
round his cosy establishment. It really was so nice 
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iaside the hut that at tea I quite forgot the damp, 
the darkness, and Velenchuk’s wound. We talked of 
Moscow and t>f things that had not the least relation 
to the war or to the Caucasus. 

After a moment of silence such as sometimes occurs 
in the most animated conversation, Bolkhov looked 
at me with a smile. 

T think our conversation this morning struck you 
as being very strange,’ hr said. 

'No, why do you think so? It only seemed to me 
that you were too frank; there ate things which we all 
know, but which should never be mentioned.’ 

‘Why not? If there were the least possibility of 
changing this life for the lowest and pooiest without 
danger and without service, I should not hesitate a 
moment.’ 

‘Then why don’t sou irturn to Russia?’ I asked. 

‘Why?’ lie repeated. ‘Oh, I base thought about 
that long ago. I can’t icturn to Russia now until 
I have the Anna and Vladimir oiders. an Anna round 
my lies k and the rank ol major, as I planned when 
i earne heir.’ 

‘Why?—tl, as you say, you feel unfit for the service 
here.' 

’Hut uhat if I fee! soil inote unlit to go back to 
Russia to the same position that I lelt? '1 hat is also 
one ot the uaditions in Russia, continued by I’assck, 
Sleptsbv and otlins, that one need only go to the 
Caucasus to be laden with rewaids. Everyone ex¬ 
pects and demands it of us; and I base been here for 
two years, base been on two expeditions, and have 
got nothing. But still I have so much ambition that 
1 won’t leave on any account until 1 am a major with 
a Vladimir and Anna lound my neck. I have become 
so concerned about it that it upsets me when Gmlo- 
kfshkm gets a reward and I don’t. And then how am 
I to show myself in Russia, to the village elder, to the 
merchant Kotchuknv to whom I sell my corn, to my 
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Moscow aunt, and to all those good people, if alter 
two years spent in the Caucasus I return without any 
reward? It is true I don't at all wish ter know all those 
people, and they no doubt caie very little about me 
either; but man is so made that, though 1 don't want to 
know them, yet on account of them I’m wasting the 
best years of my hie, all my life’s happiness, and am 
ruining mv future,’ 

CHAPTER XI 

Just then we heard the voice ol the commander ol 
the battalion outside, acldicssmg Ilolkhm 

‘Who is with you, Nicholas Fedorovich?? 

Bolkhovgavc him my name, and then tlnee ollicers 
scrambled into the hut -Major Kusanm, the adju¬ 
tant of ins battalion; and Captain I'rosenko. 

Kirsanov was not tall but stout, he had ljl.uk 
moustaches, rosy checks, and oily little eyes, llic.se 
eyes were Ins most icmarkable feature. When lie 
laughed nothing remained ol them but two tmy moist 
stars, and these little stars together with Ins wide- 
stretched lips and outstretched neck ollcn gave him 
an exlraordmaiily senseless look. In the ngimcnt 
Kirsanov behaved lnmscll and bore him.se 1 ! I » tier 
than anyone else; his subordinates did not complain 
of lum and his superiors respected him—though the 
general opinion was that he was very limited. He 
knew the service, was exact and zealous, always had 
ready money, kept a carriage and a man-tool, and 
knew how to make an admirable pictencc ol being 
proud. 

V\ hat were you talking about, Nicholas Fedoro¬ 
vich ?’ 

‘Why, about the attractions of the service here.’ 

But just then Kirsanov noticed me, a cadet, and to 
impress me with his importance he paid no attention 
10 liolkhov’s reply, but looked at the drum and said— 
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‘Are you tired, Nicholas Fedorovich?’ 

‘No, you see we-’ Bblkhov began. 

But again ‘the dignity of the commander of the 
battalion seemed to make it necessary to interrupt, 
and to ask another question. 

‘That was a famous atfair to-day, was it not?’ 

The adjutant of the battalion was a young ensign 
lecently promoted from being a cadet, a modest, 
quiet lad with a bashful and kindly-pleasant face. 
1 had met him at Bolkhov’s before. The lad would 
often come there, bow, sit down in a corner, and 
remain silent for hours making cigarettes and smoking 
them; then he would rise, bow, and go away. He 
was the type of a poor Russian nobleman’s son 
who had chosen the military career as the only one 
possible to him with his education, and who esteemed 
his position as an officer above everything else in the 
world- a simple-minded and lovable type notwith¬ 
standing the comical appurtenances inseparable from 
it: the tobacco-pouch, dressing-gown, guitar, and 
litde moustache-brush we are accustomed to associate 
with it. It was told of him in the regiment that he 
bragged about being just but strict with his orderly, 
and that he used to say, ‘I punish seldom, but when 
I am compelled to do it it’s no joke,’ but that when 
his tipsy orderly robbed him outrageously and even 
began to insult him, he, tile master, took him to the 
guard-house and ordered everything to be prepared 
for a flogging, but was so upset at the sight of the 
preparations that he could only say, ‘There now, you 

see, I could-’ and becoming quite disconcerted, 

ran home in great confusion and was henceforth 
afraid to look his man Cherndv in the eyes. His com¬ 
rades gave the simple-minded boy no rest but teased 
him continually about this episode, and more than 
once I heard how he defended himself, and blushing 
to the tips of his ears assured them that it was not true, 
but just the contrary. 
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The third visitor, Captain Troscnko, was a thorough¬ 
going old Caucasian—that is, a man for whom the 
company he commanded had become'his family; the 
fortress where the staff was, his home; and the soldiers’ 
singing his only pleasure in life. He was a man for 
whom everything unconnected with the Caucasus was 
contemptible and scarcely worthy of being considered 
probable, and everything connected with the Caucasus 
was divided into two halves; ours and not ours. The 
first he loved, the second he hated with all the power 
ol his soul; but above all he was a man of steeled, calm 
courage, wonderfully kind in his behaviour to his 
comrades and subordinates and desperately frank and 
even rude to aides-de-camp and ‘bonjounsts’, for 
whom for some reason he had a great dislike. On 
entering the hut he neaily caved the roof in with his 
head, then suddenly sank down and sat on the 
ground. 

‘Well?’ he said, and then suddenly remarking me 
whom he did not know, he stopped and ga/rd at me 
wilh a dull, fixed look. 

'Well, and what have you been conversing about?’ 
asked the major, taking out his watch and looking at 
it, though I am perfectly certain he had no need to. 

‘Why, I’ve been asked my reasons for serving 
here-’ 

‘Of course, Nicholas Fedorovich wishes to dis¬ 
tinguish himself here, and then to return home,’ said 
the major. 

‘Well, and you, Abram Ilfch,’ said Bblkhov, 
addressing Kirsanov, ‘tell me why you are serving in 
the Caucasus.’ 

‘I serve because in the first place, as you know, it 
is everyone’s duty to serve.... What?’ he then added, 
though no one had spoken. ‘I had a letter from 
Russia yesterday, Nicholas Fedorovich,’ he continued, 
evidently wishing to change the subject; ‘they write 
that. .. they ask such strange questions.’ 
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‘What questions?’ asked Bolkliov. 

The major began laughing. 

'Very quecr'questions. . . . They ask, can jealousy 
exist where there is no love. . . . What?' he asked, 
turning round and glancing at us all. 

‘Dear me!’ said Bolkliov, with a smile. 

‘Yes, you know, it is nice in Russia,’ continued the 
major, just as if his sentences flowed naturally horn 
one another. ‘When 1 was in Tambov in ’52 they 
received ine everywhere as if I had been some 
emperor’s aide-de-camp. Will you believe it that at 
a ball at the Governor’s, when I came in, you know 
. . . well, they icccivcd me very well. The General's 
wile herself, you know, talked to me and asked me 
about the Caucasus, and everybody was ... so that 
I hatdly knew. . . . They examined my gold sabre as 
il it were some curiosity, they asked lor what I had 
received the sabre, ior wliat the* Anna, for what the 
Vladimir ... so 1 just told them. . . . What? That’s 
what the Caucasus is good lor, Nicholas Fedorovich!’ 
he continued without waiting lor any repl-v;—‘There 
they dunk very will of us Caucasians You know 
a young man that’s a statl-ollicei and has an Anna 
and a Vladimir . . . that counts for a good deal in 
Russia. . . . Wliat?’ 

‘And \ou, no doubt, piled it on a bit, Aluam 
Ilydi?’ said Bolkliov. 

'He—he!' laughed the major stupidly. ‘You know- 
one has to do that. And didn't I Iced well those two 
months!’ 

‘And tell me, is it nice there in Russia?’ said 
Troscnko, inquiring about Russia as though it were 
China or Japan. 

‘Yes, and the champagne we drank those two 
months, it was awful!’ 

‘Eli, nonsense! You’ll have drunk nothing but 
lemonade. There now, I'd have burst to let them 
jee how Caucasians drink. I’d have given thrm some- 
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tiling to talk about. I’d have shown them how one 
dunks; eh, Bolkhov?’ sasd I’rosenko. 

But you, Daddy, have been more*than ten years 
in die Caucasus,’ said Bdlkhov, ‘and you icnnmbcr 
what l.imolov 1 said? . . . And Abram ilydi has been 
only si\v 

•'leu indeed! . . . nearly sixteen. . . . Well, BsJIkhov, 
let us have some sage-vodka. It’s damp, b-r-r-r! 
l.h. said Irosenko, smiling, ‘Will you have a dunk 
M.1J01?’ 

But the major had been displeased by the old 
captain’s first romaiks to him, and plainly die w bark 
and sought refuge in Ins own grandeur, lie hummed 
something, and again looked at his watih. 

1 'or my part I shall never go there!’ Trosenko 
continued without heeding the ma|or’s frowns. 'I 
have lost the habit ol speaking and walking m the 
vussian way. Ihey’d ask, “What curious < mature 
is this coming here? Asia, that’s what it is." Am 
light, Nicholas Fedorovich? Besides, what have I to 
go to Russia for? What dors it mailer■* I shall be 
shot here some day. They’ll ask, “Where’s Trosenko?” 
shot. VVhat will you do with the 8th Company 
tlicn, eh. he added, always addressing the major. 

bend the ofheer on duty 1 ’ shouted the major 
Without answering the laptam, though I again Iclt 
sure there was no need for linn to give any ciders. 

'And you, young man, are glad, 1 suppose, to be 
drawing double pay?’' Saul the major, turning to the 
adjutant ol the battalion after some moments ol silence. 

General A. P. Ermilov (1772-1861), who was re¬ 
nowned lor his firmness and justness as a ruler m the 
Caucasus, and who subdued Chechnya and Uigheslin, 
used to say that alter ten years in the Caucasus ail officer 
euher takes to drink or marries a loose woman’. 

* An officer’s allowance in Russia proper was very small, 
but when on service in Poland, the Caucasus, Siberia, &c„ 
incy received a higher rate of pay. 
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‘Yes, sir, very glad of course.’ 

‘I think our pay now very high, Nicholas Fedoro¬ 
vich,’ continued the major; ‘a young man can live very 
decently and even permit himself some small luxuries.’ 

‘No, really, Abram Ilych,’ said the adjutant bash¬ 
fully. ‘Though it’s double it’s barely enough. You 
see one must have a horse.’ 

'What are you telling me, young man? I hare 
been an ensign myself and know. Believe me, one 
can live very well with care. But there! count it up,’ 
added he, bending the little finger of his left hand. 

'We always draw our salaries in advance; isn’t that 
account enough for you?’ said Trosenko, emptying 
a glass of vodka. 

’Well, yes, but what do you expect.. . . What?’ 

just then a white head with a flat nose thrust itself 
into the opening of the hut and a sharp voice said 
wah a German accent—■ 

‘Arc you there, Abram Ilfch? The officer on duty 
is looking for you.’ 

‘Come in, Kiaftl’ said Bolkhov. 

A long figure in the uniform of the general staff 
crept in at the door and began shaking hands ail 
round with peculiar fervour. 

‘Ah, dear Captain, are you here too?’ said he, 
turning to Trosenko. 

In spite of the darkness the new visitor made his 
way to the < aptain and to the latter’s extreme surprise 
and dismay as it seemed to me, kissed him on the lips. 

‘This is a German Irv ing to be hail fellow well met,’ 
thought I. 

CHAPTER XII 

My surmise was at once confirmed. Captain Kraft 
asked for vodka, calling it a ‘warmer’, croaked 
horribly, and throwing back his head emptied the 
glass. 

‘Well, gentlemen, we have scoured the plains of 
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Chechnya to-day, have we not?’ he began, but seeing 
the officer on duty, stopped at once to allow the 
major to give his orders. ' 

‘Have you been round the lines?’ 

’Yes, sir.’ 

‘Have the ambuscades been placed?’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 

‘Then give the company commanders orders to be 
as cautious as possible.’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 

The major screwed up his eyes in profound con¬ 
templation. 

‘Yes, and tell the men they may now boil their 
buckwheat.’ 

‘They are already boiling it, sir.’ 

‘All right! you may go, sir.’ 

‘Well, we were just reckoning up how much an 
officer needs,’ continued the major, turning to us 
with a condescending smile. ‘Let us count. You 
want a uniform and a pair of trousers, don’t 
you?’ 

‘Certainly.’ 

‘That, let us say, is 50 rubles for two years; there¬ 
fore 25 rubles a year for clothes. Then for food, 40 
kopeks a day—is that right?’ 

‘Oh yes, that is even too much.’ 

‘Well, never mind, I'll leave it so. Then for a horse 
and repair of harness and saddle— 30 rubles. And 
that is all. So it’s 25, and 120, and 30— that’s 175 
rubles. So you have for luxuries—tea, sugar, tobacco 
—a matter of 20 rubles left. So you sec ... Isn’t it so, 
Nicholas Fedorovich?’ 

‘No, but excuse me, Abram Ilych,’ said the 
adjutant timidly, ‘nothing remains for tea and sugar. 
You allow one suit in two years; but it’s hardly 
possible to keep oneself in trousers with all this 
marching. And boots? I wear out a pair almost 
every month. Then underclothing—shirts, towels, 
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leg-bands,'-it all has to be bought. When one cornel 
to rri kon it all up nothing temains over. That’s really 
so, Abram llydli.’ 

‘Ah, it’s splendid to wear leg-bands,’ Kraftsuddenlv 
remarked alter a moment’s silence, uttering the word 
‘leg-bands’ in spu Killy tender tones. ‘It’s so simple, 
you know; quite Russian!’ 

‘I’ll tell von something,’ Trosenko remarked. 
‘Reckon what way you like and you’ll find we might 
as well put our teeth away on a shell, and yet here 
we are all alive, drinking tea, smoking tobacco, and 
drinking vodka. When you’ve served as long as I 
have,’ he went on, turning to (lie ensign, ‘you’ll have 
also learned how to live. Why, gentlemen, do you 
know how lie Heals the orderliis?’ 

And Trosenko, dying wall laughter, told us the 
whole story about die ensign and bis oidcrly, though 
we had all heard it hundreds ot limes. 

‘Why do you look so like a lose, old chap?’ con¬ 
tinued lie, addressing the ensign, who blushed, per- 
spncd, and smiled, so that it was pitiful to see him. 
‘Never mind, old (hup 1 I was just like you once and 
now look what a line fellow I am. You let a young 
tcllow sdaiglit fiom Russia in line— haven’t we seen 
them? and lie gets spasms or rheumatism or some¬ 
thing; and line am I settled here, and it’s my house 
and my bed and all, d von see?’ 

And thereupon he diank another glass ol vodka 
and looking I lordly at Kratl, said, ‘Eli?.* 

‘That is witat I respect 1 line’s a genuine old 
Caucasian! Permit me to shake hands.’ 

And Kralt, pushing us all aside, forced his way to 
Trosenko and catching hold of ins hand shook it wall 
peculiar emotion 

Yes,’ continued Kialt, ‘we may say vie have gone 

1 It is customary, especially among the peasants and 
soldiers, to wrap long strips of linen round the feet and 
legs instead ol'wcanng stockings. 
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through every kind of experience here. In ’49 you 
were present, Captain, were you not?—you remem¬ 
ber the night between the 12th and 13th, when we 
spent the night knee-deep in mud and next day cap¬ 
tured tiie bai Tirades they had made of Idled tiers. I 
was attached to the commandrr-in-rhief at the time 
and we took fifteen ban trades that one day,—you 
ienirniber, Captain-” 

Trosi nko nodded aflinnatively, stuck out his nether 
lip and screwed up Ins eyes. 

Wou see . . began Kraft with great animation, 
making unsuitable gestures with Ins hands and ad¬ 
dressing tiie major. 

But the major, who had in all probability heard 
the story mote than once, suddenly looked at the 
speaker with such dim, dull eyes that Kraft turned 
away from him and addiessid me and Holkliov, 
looking alternately at one and the other. But he did 
not give a single glance at ’] iosi nko during the whole 
of his narration. 

‘Well then, you see, when we went out in the 
morning the commander-m-c liicf said to me, “Ktaft, 
take those bamcadcs!” Well, you know, a soldier’s 
duty is not to reason—it’s band to cap, and “Yes, 
your Excellency!” and off. Only as we drew near the 
first barricade I turned and said to the soldiers, “Now 
then, lads, don’t funk it but look sharp. If anyone 
hangs back I II cut him down myself!” With Russian 
soldiers, you know, one has to speak straight out. 
Suddenly a bomb ... I look, one soldier down, 
another, a third, . . . then bullets came whizzing . . . 
vzin! . . . vz.n! . . . ran! . . . “On!” I cry, “On, 
follow me!” Just as wc got there I look and see a . . . 
a . . . you know . . . what do you call it?’ and the 
narrator flourished his arms, trying to find the word 
he wanted. 

‘A scarp?’ suggested Bblkhov. 

‘No . . . Ach! what is the word? Good heavens, 
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what is it? ... A scarp!’ he said quickly. ‘So, “fix 
bayonets! Hurrah! ta-ra, ta-ta-ta!” not a sign of the 
enemy! Everybody was surprised, you know. Well, 
that’s all right; we go on to the second barricade. 
Ah, that was a totally different matter. Our mettle 
was now up, you know. Just as we reached it I look 
and see the second barricade, and we could not ad¬ 
vance. There was a what’s-its-name . . . now what 
do you call it? Ach, what is it? . . .’ 

‘Another scarp, perhaps,’ I suggested. 

‘Not at all,’ he said crossly: ‘not a scarp but—oh 
dear, what do you call it?’ and he made an awkward 
gesture with his bands. ‘Oh, good heavens, what is 
it?’ He seemed so distressed that one involuntarily 
wished to help him. 

‘A river, perhaps,’ said Bolkhov. 

‘No, only a scarp! Hardly had we got down, when, 
will you believe it, such a hell of fire . . .’ 

At this moment someone outside the tent asked for 
me. It was Maksimov. And as after having heard 
the different histories of these two barricades there 
were still thirteen left, I was glad to seize the excuse 
to return to my platoon. Trosenko came out with me. 

‘It’s all lies,’ he said to me when we were a few 
steps from the hut; ‘he never was near those barricades 
at all,’ and Trosenko laughed so heartily that I, too, 
enjoyed the joke. 

CHAPTER XIII 

It was already dark and only the watch-fires dimly 
lit up the camp when, after the horses were groomed, 
I rejoined my men. A large stump lay smouldering 
on the charcoal. Only three men sat round it: 
Antonov, who was turning a little pot of ryibco' on 
the fire; Zhdinov, who was dreamily poking the 

1 Rydbco, soldier’s food, made of soaked hard-tack and 
dripping.—L. T. 
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embers with a stick, and Chikin, with his pipe, which 
never would draw well. The rest had already lain 
down to sleep—some under the ammunition wagons, 
some on the hay, some by the camp-fires. By the dim 
light of the charcoal I could distinguish familiar backs, 
legs, and heads, and among the latter that of the 
young recruit who, drawn close to the fire, seemed 
to be already sleeping. Antonov made room for me. 
I sat down by him and lit a cigarette. The smell of 
mist and the smoke of damp wood filled the air and 
made one’s eyes smart and, as before, a dank drizzle 
kept falling from the dismal sky. 

One could hear the regular sound of snoring near 
by, the crackling of branches in the fire, a few words 
now and then, and the clattering of muskets among 
the infantry. The camp watch-fires glowed all 
around, lighting up wilhm narrow circles the dark 
shadows of the soldiers near them. Where the light 
fell by the nearest fires I could distinguish the figures 
of naked soldiers waving their shirts close over the fire. 
There were still many who had not lain down, but 
moved and spoke, collected on a space of some eighty 
square yards; but the gloomy dull night gave a 
peculiar mysterious character to all this movement as 
if each one felt the dark silence and feared to break 
its calm monotony. 

When I began to speak 1 felt that my voice sounded 
strange, and I discerned the same frame of mind 
reflected in the faces of all the soldiers sitting near me. 
I thought that before I joined them they had been 
talking about their wounded comrade, but it had not 
been so at all. Chikin had been telling them about 
receiving supplies at TifUs and about the scamps 
there. 

I have noticed always and everywhere, but espe¬ 
cially in the Caucasus, the .peculiar tact with which 
our soldiers avoid mentioning anything that might 
have a bad effect on a comrade’s spirits. A Russian 
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soldier’s spirit does not rest on easily inflammable 
enthusiasm which cools quickly like the courage of 
Southern nations; it is as diilicult to inllame him as it 
is to depress him. He does not need scenes, speeches, 
wai-< ncs, songs, and drums; on the contrary he needs 
quiet, mder, and an absence of any affectation. In 
a Russian, a real Russian, soldier you will never find 
any bragging, swagger, or desire to befog or excite 
himself in time of danger; on the contrary, modesty, 
simplicity, and a capacity for seeing in peril some¬ 
thing quite else than the danger, are the distinctive 
features of his character. I have seen a soldier 
wounded in the leg, who in the fust instant thought 
only of the hole m Ins new sheepskin cloak; and an 
artillery outrider who, creeping from beneath a horse 
that was killed under him, began unbuckling the 
girths to save the saddle. Who does not remember 
the incident at the siege of Gergebel when the fuse 
of a loaded bomb caught fiie in the laboratory and 
an artillery sergeant ordered two soldiers to take the 
bomb and run to throw it into the ditrh, and how the 
soldiers did not run to the nearest spot by the colonel’s 
tent, which stood over the ditch, but took it faither 
on so as not to wake the gentlemen asleep in the tent 
and were consequently both blown to pieces? I 
remember also how, m the expedition of 1852, some¬ 
thing led a young soldier while in action to say he 
thought the platoon would never escape, and how the 
whole platoon angnly attacked him for such evil 
words which they did not like even to repeat. And 
now, when the thought of Vclenchtik must have been 
in the mind of each one and when we might expect 
Tartars to steal up at any moment and fire a volley 
at us, everyone listened to Chiktn’s sprightly stories 
and no one relerrcd either to the day’s action, or to 
the present danger, or to the wounded man; as if it 
had all happened goodness knows how long ago or 
had never happened at ail. But it seemed to me that 
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their faces were rather sterner than usual, that they 
did not listen to Chfkin so very attentively, and that 
even Chfkin himself felt he was not being listened to, 
but talked for the sake of talking. 

Maksimov joined us at the fire and sat down beside 
me. Chfkin made room for him, stopped speaking, 
and started sucking at Ins pipe once more. 

‘The infantry have been sending to the camp for 
vodka,’ said Maksimov after a consideiable silence; 
‘they have just returned.’ lie spat into the tire. ‘The 
sergeant sa\s they saw our man.’ 

‘Is he alive” asked Antonov, turning the pot. 

‘No, he’s dead.’ 

The young recruit suddenly raised his head in the 
hide red cap. looked intently lor a minute over the 
fire at Maksimov and at me, then qun kly 1 < t Ins head 
sink again and wrapped himself in Ins cloak. 

' There now, it wasn't lor naught that tic ath had 
laid its hand on Inm when I had to wake him in the 
“park” tins morning,’ said Antonov, 

‘Nonsense!’ said Zhdanov, turning the smouldering 
log, and all were silent. 

Then, amid the general silence, came the report of 
a gun Ironi the camp behind us. Our drummers heat 
an answciing tattoo. When the last vibration ceased 
Zhdanov rose first, taking olflns cap. Wc all followed 
ins example. 

Through the deep silence of the night rose an har¬ 
monious choir of manly voices: 

‘Our Father which art in heaven, hallowed be Thy 
name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done aj in 
heaven so on earth. Give us day by day our daily 
bread. And forgive us our debts as we forgive our 
debtors. And lead us not into temptation; but deliver 
us from the evil one.’ 

‘We had a man in ’45 who was wounded in the 
same place,’ said Antonov when we had put on our 
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caps and again sat down by the fire. ‘We carried him 
about with us on a gun for two days—do you re¬ 
member Shevchenko, Zhd&nov?—and then we just 
left him there under a tree.’ 

At this moment an infantryman with tremendous 
whiskers and moustaches came up to our fire, carrying 
a musket and pouch. 

‘Give me a light for my pipe, comrades,’ said he. 

‘All right, smoke away: there’s fire enough,’ re¬ 
marked Chlkin. 

‘I suppose it’s about Dargo' you are telling, com¬ 
rade,’ said the infantry soldier to Antdnov, 

‘Yes, about Dargo in ’45,’ Antonov replied. 

The infantryman shook his head, screwed up his 
eyes, and sat down on his heels near us. 

‘Yes, all sorts of things happened there,’ he re¬ 
marked. 

‘Why did you leave him behind?’ I asked Antdnov. 

‘He was suffering a lot with his stomach. As long 
as we halted it was all right, but as soon as wc moved 
on he screamed aloud and asked for God’s sake to be 
left behind—but wc felt it a pity. But when he began 
to give it us hot, killed three of our men from the guns 
and an officer besides and we somehow got separated 
from our battery. ... It was such a go! We thought 
we shouldn’t get our guns away. It was muddy and 
no mistake!’ 

‘The mud was worst under the Indeysky’ Mountain,’ 
remarked one of the soldiers. 

‘Yes, it was there he got more worse! So we con¬ 
sidered it with Anoshenka—he was an old artillery 
sergeant. “Now really he can’t live and he’s asking 
for God’s sake to be left behind; let us leave him 
here.” So we decided. There was a tree, such a 

1 Dargo, m the Tirek Territory, was the head-quarters 
ofShamyl until 1845. 

* The soldier miscalls the Andlysky chain of mountains 
‘Indiysky,’ apparently connecting them with India. 
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branchy one, growing there. Well, we took some 
soaked hard-tack Zhddnov had, and put it near him, 
leant him against the tree, put a clean %hirt on him, 
and said good-bye,—all as it should be—and left him.’ 

‘And was he a good soldier?’ 

‘Yes, he was all right as a soldier,’ remarked 
Zhddnov. 

‘And what became of him God only knows,’ con¬ 
tinued Antonov; ‘many of the likes of us perished there.’ 

‘What, at Dargo?’ said the infantryman as he rose, 
scraping out his pipe and again hall-i losing his eyes and 
shaking his head; ‘all sorts of things happened there.’ 

And he left us. 

‘And have we many still in the battery who were 
at Dargo 3 ’ I asked. 

‘Many? Why, there’s Zhddnov, myself, Pats&n who is 
nowon furlough, and there may be six others,not more.’ 

‘And why’s our Patsdn holiday-making all this 
time?’ said Cliikm, stretching out his legs and lying 
down with his head on a log. ‘I reckon he’s been 
away getting on for a year.’ 

‘And you, have you had your year at home?’ 1 
asked Zhddnov. 

‘No, I didn’t go,’ he answered unwillingly. 

‘You see, it's all right to go,’ said Anldnov, ‘if they’re 
well off at home or if you are yourself fit to work; then 
it’s tempting to go and they’re glad to see you.’ 

‘But where’s the use of going when one’s one of 
two brothers?’ continued Zhdanov. ‘It’s all they can 
do to get their bread; how should they feed a soldier 
like me? I’m no help to them after twenty-live years’ 
service. And who knows whether they’re alive still?’ 

‘Haven’t you ever written?’ I asked. 

‘Yes, indeed! I wrote two letters, but never had 
an answer. Either they’re dead, or simply won’t 
write because they're living in poverty themselves; 
SO where’s the good?' 

‘And is it long since you wrote?’ 
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‘I wrote last when we returned from Dargo . . , 
Won’t you sing us “The Birch-Tree”?’ he said, turn¬ 
ing to Antonov, who sat leaning his elbows on his 
Knees and humming a song. 

Antonov began to sing 'The Birch-Tree’. 

‘This is the song Daddy Zhdanov likes most best 
of all,’ said Chfkin to me in a whisper, pulling at my 
cloak. ‘Sometimes he right down weeps when Pluhp 
Antbnyi h sings it.’ 

Zhdanov at first sat quite motionless with eyes fixed 
on the glimmering embers, and ins face, lit up by the 
reddish light, seemed very gloomy; then his jaws 
below his ears began to move faster and faster, and 
at last he rose, and spreading out his cloak, lay down 
in the shadow behind the fire. Either it was his 
tossing and groaning as he settled down to sleep, or 
it may have been the effect of Velcnrhuk’s death and 
of the dull weather, but it really seemed to me that 
he was crying. 

T he bottom of the charred log, bursting every now 
and then into flames, lit up Antonov’s figure with 
Ins grey moustaches, led face, and the medals on the 
cloak that he had thrown over his shoulders, or it 
lit up someone’s boots, head, or back. The same 
gloomv drizzle fell fiom above, the air was still full 
of moisture and smoke, all around were the same 
bright spots of tires, now dying down, and amid the 
general stillness came the mournful Sound of An¬ 
tonov’s song; and when that stopped for an instant 
the fault nocturnal sounds of the camp—snoring, 
clanking ot sonnies’ muskets, voices speaking in low 
tones—took part, 

‘Second watch! Makatyuk and Zhdinovl’ cried 
Maksimov. 

Antonov stopped singing. Zhdanov rose, sighed, 
stepped across the log, and went slowly towards the 
guns. 

15 Jum 1855. 
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SEVASTOPOL IN DECEMBER 1854 

« 

T HE early dawn is just beginning to colour the 
horizon above the Sapun Hill. The dark blue 
surface of the sea has already thrown oil the gloom 
of night and is only awaiting the first ray of the sun to 
begin sparkling merrily. A current of cold misty air 
blows from the bay; there is no snow on the hard 
black giound, but the sharp morning frost crunches 
under your feet and makes your face tingle. The 
distant, incessant murmur of the sea, occasionally 
interrupted by the reverberating boom of cannon from 
Sevastopol, alone infringes the stillness of (he morning. 
All is quiet on the ships. It strikes eight bells. 

On the north side the activity of day is beginning 
gradually to replace the quiet of night: here some 
soldiers with clanking muskets pass to relieve the 
guard, there a doctor is aheady hurrying to the 
hospital, and there a soldier, having crept out of his 
dug-out, washes his weather-beaten face with icy water 
and then turning to the reddening horizon says his 
prayers, rapidly crossing himself: a creaking Tartar 
cart drawn by camels crawls past on its way to the 
cemetery to bury the blood-stained dead with which 
it is loaded almost to the top. As you approach the 
harbour you are struck by the peculiar smell of coal- 
smoke, manure, dampness, and meat. Thousands of 
different objects are lying in heaps by the harbour: 
firewood, meat, gabions, sacks of flour, iron, and so 
on. Soldiers of various regiments, some carrying bag* 
and muskets and others empty-handed, are crowded 
together here, smoking, quarrelling, and hauling 
heavy loads onto the steamer which lies close to the 
wharf, its funnel smoking. Private boats crowded with 
all sorts of people—soldiers, sailors, merchants, and 
women—keep arriving at the landing stage or 
leaving it. 
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‘To the Grafskaya, your Honour? Please to get 
in!’ two or three old salts offer you their services, 
getting out of their boats. 

You choose the one nearest to you, step across the 
half-decayed carcass of a bay horse that lies in the 
mud c lose to the boat, and pass on towards the rudder. 
You push off from the landing stage, and around you 
is the sea, now glittering in die morning sunshine. 
In fiont of you the old sailor in his camel-hair coat, 
and a flaxen-haired boy, silently and steadily ply 
the oars. You gaze at the enormous striped ships 
s< attrird far and wide over the bay, at the ships’ boats 
that move about over the sparkling azure like small 
black dots, at the opposite bank where the handsome 
light-coloured buildings of the town arc lit up by the 
iosy rays of the morning sun, at the foaming white 
line by the breakwater and around the sunken vessels, 
the black tops of whose masts here and there stand 
moutiihilly out of the water, at the enemy’s fleet 
looming on the nvstal hon/on of the sea. and at the 
foaming and bubbling wash of the oars. \ou listen 
to the steady sound of voices that reaches you across 
the water, and to the majestic sound of tiring from 
Sevastopol which as it seems to you is growing more 
intense. 

It is impossible for some leclmg ol heroism and 
pride not to penetrate your soul at the thought that 
you, too, are in Sevastopol, and for the blood not 
to run taster in your veins. 

'Straight past the hutrnlm,' your Honour 1 ’ the 
old sailor tells you, turning round to verify tile direc¬ 
tion towaids the light in which you are slceung. 

‘And she’s still got all her guns!’ 1 says the ilaxen- 
headed boy, examining the slop in passing. 

‘Well, of course. She’s a new one. Kornilov lived 

' The vessel, the CnmUmlmt 

1 The guns were removed from most of the ships for use 
on the fortifications. 
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on her/ remaiks the old seaman, also looking up at 
the ship. 

‘Look where it’s burst!’ the boy sa\* after a long 
silence, watching a small white cloud of dispersing 
smoke that lias suddenly appeared high above the 
South Bay accompanied by the sharp sound of a 
bursting bomb. 

‘That’s him firing from the mw battery to-day/ 
adds the old seaman, calndv spitting on his hand 
‘Now then, pull away Mishka 1 * 3 Let’s get ahead of 
that long-boat.’ And >our skill navels faster over 
the broad swell of the roadstead, gets ahead ol the 
heavy long-boat laden with sat ks and unsteadily and 
clumsily rowed by soldiers, and making its way among 
all sorts of boats mooted there, is made last to the 
Grdfskv landing. 

Crowds of grey-rlad soldiers, sailors m black, and 
gaily-dressed women, throng noisilv about the ejuav. 
Here are women selling buns, Russian peasants with 
samovars 1 are shouting, ‘Hot sbltcn'V and here too 
on the very fust steps lie rusty cannon-balls, bombs, 
grape-shot, and cannon ol various si/cs. A little 
farther on is a huge open space where some enormous 
beams are King, together with gun carnages and 
sleeping soldiers, lioises, carts, cannon, green am¬ 
munition wagons, and stacked muskets, are standing 
there. Soldiers, sailors, officers, women, c hildrrn, and 
tradespeople, are moving about, carts loaded with 
hay, sacks, and casks. are passing, and now and then 
a Cossack, a mounted ollii er, or a general in a vehic le. 
To the right is a street < losed by a barricade on which 
some small guns are mounted m embrasures and beside 
which sits a sailor smoking a pipe. To the left is a 

1 The samovar, or ‘self-boiler’, is an urn in which water 
can be boiled and kept hot without any other fire having 

to be lit. 

3 A hot drink made with treacle and lemon, or honey and 
S?ice. 
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handsome building with Roman figures engraved 
on its frontage and before which soldiers are standing 
with blood-saained stretchers. Everywhere you will 
sec the unpleasant indications of a war camp. Your 
first impressions will certainly be most disagreeable; 
the strange mixture of camp-life and town-life—of 
a fine town and a dirty bivouac—is not only ugly but 
looks like horrible disorder: it will even seem to you 
that every one is scared, in a commotion, and at a 
loss what to do. But look more closely at the faces 
of these people moving about around you and you 
will get a very different impression. Take for instance 
this convoy soldier muttering something to himself 
as he goes to water those three bay horses, and doing 
it all so quietly that he evidently will not get lost 
in this motley crowd which does not even exist as 
far as lie is concerned, but will do his job be it what it 
may—watering hotscs or hauling guns—as calmly, 
sclf-conlidcntiy, and unconcernedly as if it were all 
happening in Tula or Saransk. You will read the 
same thing on the face of this officer passing by in 
immaculate white gloves, on the face of the sailor 
who sits smoking on the barricade, on the faces of 
the soldiers waiting in the portico of what used to 
be the Assembly Hall, and on the face of that girl 
who, afraid of getting her pmk dress muddy, is 
jumping horn stone to stone as she crosses the street. 

Yes, disenchantment certainly awaits you on 
entering Sevastopol tor the lint time. You will look 
in vain in any of these faces for signs of disquiet, 
perplexity, or even of enthusiasm, determination, or 
readiness for death—there is nothing of the kind. 
What you see arc ordinary people quiedy occupied 
with ordinary activ ities, so that perhaps you may 
reproach yourself for having felt undue enthusiasm 
and may doubt the justice of the ideas you had 
formed of die heroism of the defenders of Sevastopol, 
based on the tales and descriptions and sights and 
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sounds seen and heard from the North Side. But 
before yielding to such doubts go to the bastions and 
sec the defenders of Sevastopol at the very place of 
the defence, or better still go straight into that building 
opposite which was once the Sevastopol Assembly 
Rooms and in the portico of which stand soldiers with 
stretchers. There you will see the defenders of Sevas¬ 
topol and will see terrible and lamentable, solemn 
and amusing, but astounding and soul-elevating 
sights. 

You enter the large Assembly Hall. As soon as 
you open the door you are struck by the sight and 
smell of forty or fifty amputation and most seriously 
wounded cases, some in cots but most of them on the 
floor. Do not trust the froling that checks you at the 
threshold, it is a wrong feeling. Go on, do not be 
ashamed of seeming to have come to look at the 
sufferers, do not hesitate to go up and speak to them. 
Sufferers like to see a sympathetic human fare, like 
to speak of their sufferings, and to hear words of 
love and sympathy. You pass between the rows of 
beds and look for a face less stern and full of suffering, 
which you feel you can approach and speak to. 

‘Where are you wounded?’ you inquire hesitatingly 
and timidly of an emaciaied old soldier who is sitting 
up in his cot and following you with a kindly look 
as if inviting you to approach him. I say ‘inquire 
timidly' because, besides strong sympathy, sufferings 
seem to inspire a dread of offending, as well as a great 
respect for him who endures them. 

‘In the leg,' the soldier replies, and at the same 
moment you yourself notice from the fold of his 
blanket that one leg is missing from above the knee. 
‘Now, God be thanked,’ he adds, ‘I am ready to 
leave the hospital.’ 

‘Is it long since you were wounded?’ 

‘Well, it’s over five weeks now, your Honour.’ 

‘And are you still in pain?’ 
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‘No, I’m not in any pain now; only when it’s had 
weather 1 seem to feel a pain m the calf, else it’s all 
right.’ * 

‘And how did it happen that you were wounded?’ 

‘It was ort the Fifth Bastion, your Honour, at the 
first bowlbarmenl. I trained the gun and was stepping 
across to the next embrasure, when lie hits me in the 
leg, just as if I had stumbled into a hole. I look—and 
the leg is gone.’ 

‘Do you mean to say you felt no pain the first 
moment?’ 

‘Nothing much, only as if something hot had shoved 
against my leg ’ 

‘And afterwards?’ 

'And nothing much afterwaids except when they 
began to dtaw the skin together, then it did seem to 
smart. The elnct thing, your Honour, is not to think-, 
if you don’t think it’s nothing much. It’s most 
because of a man thinking.’ 

At this moment a woman in a grey striped dress 
and with a black kerchief tied round her head comes 
up to you and enters into your conversation with tfie 
sailor. She begins telling you about him, about his 
sufferings, the desperate condition he was in for four 
weeks, and of how when he was wounded he stopped 
his streli her-bearers that he might see a volley fired 
from our battery; and how the (hand Duke spoke 
to him and gave him twenty-live rubles, and how he 
had told them lie wanted to go back to the bastion 
to teach the young ones, if he could not himself work 
any longer. As she says all this in a breath, the woman 
keeps looking now at you and now at the sailor, who 
having turned away is picking Imt on his pillow as 
if not listening, and her eyes shine with a peculiar 
rapture. 

‘She's my missus, your Honour!’ he remarks with 
a look that seems to say: ‘You must excuse her. It’s 
a woman’s way to talk nonsense.’ 
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You begin now to understand the defenders of 
Sevastopol, and for some reason begin to feel ashamed 
ot yoursell in the presence of this man. *Yuu want to 
sav too much, in Older to express your sympathy and 
admnation, but you can’t find the right wolds and 
are dissatisfied with those that occur to you, and so 
sou silently bow your head hcloic this taciturn and 
unconscious grandeur and firmness of spirit -which 
is ashamed to have its worth revealed. 

‘Well, may God help you to get well soon,’ you say 
to him, and turn to another patient who is lying on 
the lloor apparently awaiting death in unspeakable 
toi men t. 

He is a fan-hailed man with a pulfy pale fate. He 
is lying on Ins bat k with lus left arm tin own hack in 
a position that indicates uuel sullering. lbs hoarse 
breathing comes with ddliculty through his pan hid, 
open mouth; his leaden blue eyes are rolled upwards, 
and what remains ol his bandaged right arm is thrust 
out from under his tumbled blanket. The oppressive 
smell of mortified flesh assails vou vet more strongly, 
and the fevensh inner heat in all the suflcrer’s limbs 
seems to penetrate you also. 

‘Is he unconscious?' you ask the woman who follows 
you and looks at vou kindly as at someone akin to her. 

Wo,he ran still hear, but not at all well,'and she adds 
in a whisper: ‘I gave him some tea to drink to-day— 
what if he is a stianger, one must have pity—hut he 
hardly drank any ol it.’ 

‘How do you feel?’ you ask him. 

The wounded man turns Ins eyes at the sound of 
your voire, but neither sees nor understands you. 

‘My heart’s on fire,’ he mumbles. 

A little farther on you sec an old soldier who is 
changing lus shirt. His face and body are a kind of 
reddish brown and as gaunt as a skeleton. Nothing 
is left of one of Ins arms. It has been amputated at 
the shoulder. He sits up fumly, he is convalescent; 
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but his dull, heavy look, his terrible emaciation and 
the wrinkles on his face, show that the best part of 
this man’s life has been consumed by his sufferings. 

In a cot on the opposite side you see a woman’s 
pale, delicate face, full of suffering, a hectic flush 
suffusing her cheek. 

‘That’s the wife of one of our sailors: she was hit 
in the leg by a bomb on the 5th,’' your guide will tell 
you. ‘She was taking her husband’s dinner to him 
at the bastion.’ 

‘Amputated?’ 

‘Yes, cut off above the knee.’ 

Now, if your nerves are strong, go in at the door 
to the left; it is there they bandage and operate. 
There you will see doctors with pale, gloomy faces, 
and arms red with blood up to the elbows, busy at 
a bed on which a wounded man lies under chloro¬ 
form. His eyes are open and he utters, as ii in 
delirium, incoherent but sometimes simple and 
pathetic words. The doctors are engaged on the 
horrible but beneficent work of amputation. You 
will see the sharp curved knife enter the healthy white 
flesh; you will see the wounded man come back to 
life with terrible, hcart-reiichng screams and curses. 
You will see the doctor’s assistant toss the amputated 
arm into a corner and in the same room you will see 
another wounded man on a stretcher watching the 
operation, and writhing and groaning not so much 
from physical pain as from the mental torture of 
anticipation. You will see ghastly sights that will rend 
your soul; you will see war not with its orderly 
beautiful and brilliant ranks, its music and beating 
drums, its waving banners, its generals on prancing 
horses, but war in its real aspect of blood, suffering, 
and death. . .. 

1 The first bombardment of Sevastopol was on the 5th 
of October 1854, old style, that is, the 17th of October, new 
style. 
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On coming out of this house of pain you will be 
sure to experience a sense of relief, you will draw 
deeper breaths of the fresh air, and rejoice in the 
consciousness of your own health. Yet the contem¬ 
plation of those sufferings will have made you realize 
your own insignificance, and you will go calmly and 
unhesitatingly to the bastions. 

‘What matters die death and suffering of so in¬ 
significant a worm as I, compared to so many deaths, 
so much suffering?’ But the sight of the clear sky, the 
brilliant sun, the beautiful town, the open church, 
and the soldiers moving in all directions, will soon 
bring your spirit back to its normal state of frivolity, 
its petty cares and absorption in the present. You 
may meet the funeral procession of an officer as it 
leaves the church, the pink coffin accompanied by 
waving banners and music, and the sound of firing 
from die bastions may reach your ears. But these 
things will not bring back your former thoughts. The 
funeral will seem a very beautiful military pageant, 
the sounds very beautiful warlike sounds; and neither 
to these sights nor these sounds will you attach the 
clear and personal sense of suffering and death that 
came to you in the hospital. 

Passing die church and the barricade you enter 
that part of the town where everyday life is most 
active. On both sides of the street hang the sign¬ 
boards 1 of shops and restaurants. Tradesmen, women 
with bonnets or kerchiefs on their heads, dandified 
officers—everything speaks of the firmness, self- 
confidence, and security of the inhabitants. 

If you care to hear the conversation of army 
and navy officers, enter the restaurant on the 
right. There you are sure to hear them talk about 
last night, about Fanny, about the affair of the 

1 Among a population largely illiterate, the signboard* 
were usually pictorial. The bakers showed loaves and roll*, 
the bootmaker* boots and shoes, and to on. 
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24th,' about how dear and badly served the cutlets 
aic, and how such and such of their comrades have 
been killed. 

‘Things were confoundedly bad at our place to- 
dayl’ a fair beardless little naval olheer with a green 
knitted scarl lound Ins neck says in a bass voice. 

‘Where was that?’ asks another. 

‘Oh, in the fourth bastion,’ answers the young 
obiter, and at the words ‘Fourth Bastion’ you will 
certainly look more attentively and e\en wilh a cer¬ 
tain respect at this fair-complexioned officer. The 
excessive licedom of his manner, his gesticulations, 
and his loud voice and laugh, which had appeared 
to you impudent belorc, now seem to indicate that 
peculiarly rombalive frame of mind noticeable in 
some young men after they have been in danger, but 
all the same you expect him to say how bad die bombs 
and bullets made dungs 111 the Fourth Bastion. Not 
at all! It was the mud that made things so bad. 
‘One can scarcely get to the battery,’ he continues, 
pointing to his bools, whic h are muddy even above 
the calves. ‘And I have lost my best gunner,’ says 
another, ‘hit right in the forehead.’ ‘Who’s that? 
Mitiikhm?' ‘No . . . but am 1 ever to have my veal, 
you rascal?’ he acids, addressing the waiter. ‘Not 
Mitiikhm but Abramov—such a line fellow. He was 
out m six sallies.’ 

At another corner of the table sit two infantry 
officers with plates of cutlets and peas before them 
and a bottle of sour Crimean wme called ‘Bordeaux'. 
One of them, a young man with a red collar and two 
little stars on his cloak, is talking to the other, who 
has a black collar and no stars, about the Alma affair. 
The former has already been drinking and the pauses 
he makes, the indecision in his face—expressive of 
his doubt of being believed—and especially the fact 

1 The 24th October o.s. = 5th November n.s., the date 
of the Batde of Inkcrinan. 
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that his own part in the account he is giving is too 
important and the thing is too ternble, show that lie 
is diveigmg considerably bom the stud truth. Hut 
you do not care much for stones of this kind, which 
will long be current all over Russia; you want to get 
quickly to the bastions, especially to that loutth 
Bastion about which you have been told so many and 
such diflerent tales. When am one says: ‘1 am going 
to the Routth Bastion’ lie always betrays a slight 
agitation or too marked an indifference; if anyone 
wishes to chaff you, he sa\s: ‘You should be sent to 
the Foui th Bastion.’ When \ou meet someone 
earned on a stretcher and ask, ‘Where liom?’ the 
answer usually is, ‘From the fourth Bastion’. Two 
quite diflerent opinions arc current concerning this 
terrible bastion 1 : that of those who have never been 
there and who are convinced it is a certain giavc 
for any one who goes, and that of those who, like the 
fair-complcxioncd midshipman, live there and who 
when speaking of the fourth Bastion will tell you 
whether it is dry or muddy, whether it is cold or 
warm in the dug-outs, and so forth. 

Duiing the half-hour you have spent in the 
restaurant the weather has changed. The mist that 
spread over the sea has gathered into dull grey mois* 
clouds which hide the sun, and a kind of dismal sleet 
showers down and wets the roofs, the pavements, and 
the soldiers’ overcoats. 

Passing another barricade you go through some 
doors to the right and up a broad street. Beyond this 
barricade the houses on both sides of the street are 
unoccupied: there are no sign-boards, the doors are 
boarded up, the windows smashed, here a corner of 
the wall is knocked down and there a roof is broken 
in. The buildings look like old veterans who have 
borne much sorrow and privation; they even seem 
to gaze proudly and somewhat contemptuously at 
1 Called by the English the ‘Flagstaff Bastion’. 


x 1 
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you. On the road you stumble over cannon-balls 
that lie about, and into holes made in the stony 
ground by bombs and lull of water. You meet and 
overtake detachments of soldiers, Cossacks, officers, 
and occasionally a woman or a child; only it will not 
be a woman wearing a bonnet, but a sailor’s wife 
wearing an old cloak and soldiers’ boots. After you 
have descended a little slope farther down the same 
street you will no longer see any houses, but only 
ruined walls amid strange heaps of bricks, boards, 
clay, and beams, and before you, up a steep hill, you 
see a black untidy space cut up by ditches. This 
space you are approaching is the Fourth Bastion. . . . 
Here you will meet still fewer people and no women 
at all, the soldiers walk briskly by, there are traces 
of blood on the road, and you are sure to meet four 
soldiers cariying a stretcher and on the stretcher 
probably a pale yellow face and a blood-stained over¬ 
coat. If you ask, 'Where is he wounded?’ the bearers 
without looking at you will answer crossly, ‘in the leg’ 
or ‘in the arm’ if the man is not severely wounded, 
or will remain sternly silent if no head is raised on 
the stretcher and the man is either dead or seriously 
wounded. 

The whiz of cannon-ball or bomb near by impresses 
you unpleasantly as you ascend the hill, and the 
meaning of the sounds is very different from what it 
seemed to be when they reached you in the town. 
Some peaceful and joyous memory will suddenly 
flash through your mind; self-consciousness begins to 
supersede die activity of your observation: you are 
less attentive to all that is around you and a disagree¬ 
able feeling of indecision suddenly seizes you. But 
silencing this despicable little voice that has suddenly 
made itself heard within you at the sight of danger— 
especially after seeing a soldier run past you laughing, 
waving his arms, and slipping downhill through the 
yellow mud—you involuntarily expand your cheat, 
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raise your head higher, and clamber up the slippery 
clay hill. You have climbed only a liljle way before 
bullets begin to whiz past you to the right and left, 
and you will perhaps consider whether you lud not 
better walk inside the trench which runs parallel to 
the road; but the trench is lull of such yellow liquid 
stinking mud, more than knee deep, that you are sure 
to choose the road, especially as everybody does so. 
After walking a couple of hundred yards you come 
to a muddy place much cut up, surrounded by 
gabions, cellars, platforms, and dug-outs, and on 
which large cast-iron cannon are mounted and cannon¬ 
balls lie piled in orderly heaps. It all seems placed 
without any plan, aim, connexion, or order. Here a 
group of sailors are sitting in the battery; here in the 
middle of the open space, half sunk in mud, lies a 
shattered cannon; and there a foot-soldier is crossing 
the battery, drawing his feet with difficulty out of the 
sticky mud. Everywhere, on all sides and all about, 
you see fragments of bombs, unexplodcd bombs, 
cannon balls, and various traces of an encampment, 
all sunk in the liquid, sticky mud. You think you 
hear the thud of a cannon-ball not far off and you 
seem to hear the different sounds of bullets all around, 
some humming like bees, some whistling, and some 
rapidly flying past with a shrill screech like the string 
of some instrument. You hear the dreadful boom of 
a shot that sends a shock all through you and seems 
most terrible. 

‘So this is the Fourth Bastion! This is that terrible, 
truly dreadful spot!' So you think, experiencing a 
slight feeling of pride and a strong feeling of sup¬ 
pressed fear. But you are mistaken, this is not the 
Fourth Bastion yet. This is only Yazonovsky Redoubt 
—comparatively a very safe and not at all dreadful 
place. To get to the Fourth Bastion you must turn 
to the right along that narrow trench where a foot- 
toldier has just passed, stooping down. In this 
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trench you may again meet men with stretchers and 
perhaps a sa^or or a soldier with a spade. You will 
see the mouths of mines, dug-outs into which only 
two men can crawl, and there you will see the Cos¬ 
sacks of the Black Sea battalions changing their boots, 
eating, smoking their pipes, and in short living. And 
again you will see the same stinking mud, the traces 
of camp hie and cast-iron refuse of every shape and 
fotm. When you have gone some three hundred steps 
more you will come out at another battery—a flat 
space with many holes, surrounded with gabions filled 
with earth, and cannons on platforms, and the whole 
walled in with earthworks. Here you will perhaps 
see four or five solchcis playing cards under shelter of 
the breastworks, and a naval officer, noticing that 
you arc a stranger and inquisitive, will be pleased to 
show you his ‘household’ and everything that can 
interest you. This officer sits on a cannon rolling a 
yellow cigarette so composedly, walks from one em¬ 
brasure to another so quietly, talks to you so calmly 
and with such an absence of affectation, that in spite 
of the bullets whizzing aiound you oftener than before 
you yourself grow cooler, question him carefully and 
listen to his stones. He will tell you (but only if you 
ask) about the bombardment on the 5th of October; 
will tell you that only one gun of his battery remained 
usable and only eight gunners of the crew were left, 
and that nevertheless he fired ail his guns next morn¬ 
ing, the 6th. He will tell you how a bomb dropped 
into one of the dug-outs and knoi ked over eleven 
sailors; from an embrasure he will show you the 
enemy’s batteries and trenches which are here not 
more than seventv-fp’e to eighty-five yards distant. I 
am afraid though, that when you lean out of the 
embrasure to have a look at the enemy the whiz of 
the flying bullets will hinder you from seeing anything, 
but if you do see anything you will be much surprised 
to find that this whitish stone wall—which is so near 
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you and from which puffs ol white smoke keep bursting 
—is the enemy: lie, as tiie soldiers and sailors say. 

It is even very likely that the navtfl ollircr from 
vanity, or merely for a little recreation, will wish to 
show you some firing. ‘Call the gunner and crew to 
the cannon!’ and fourteen sailors—their hob-nailed 
boots clattering on the platfoim, one putting Ins pipe 
in his pocket, another still chewing a rusk—will 
quickly and cheerfully man the gun and begin loading. 
Look well into these laces and note the beat mg and 
carriage of these men. In every wrinkle of that tanned 
face with its high cheek-bones, in every muscle, 111 
the breadth oi those shoulders, the thickness ol those 
legs m their enoinious boots, in every movement, 
quiet, firm, and deliberate, can be seen the chief 
characteristic of the strength of the Russian—lus sim¬ 
plicity and obstinacy. 

Suddenly the most fearful roar strikes not only your 
ears but your whole being and makes you shudder all 
over. It is followed by the whistle of the departing 
ball, and a tlm k cloud of powder-smoke envelops you, 
the platfoim, and the black moving figures of the 
sailors. You will hear various comments made by the 
sailors concerning this shot of ours and you will notice 
their animation, the evidences of a feeling you had 
not perhaps expected- the feeling of animosity and 
thirst for vengeance which lies hidden in eat h man’s 
soul. You will hear joyful ext tarnations' ‘It's gone 
right into the embrasure! It’s killed two, 1 think ... 
There, they’re carrying them off!’ ‘And now he's riled 
and will send one this way,’ some one remarks; and 
really, soon after, you will see liefore you a flash and 
some smoke; the sentinel standing on the breastwork 
will call out ‘Ca-n-non!’, and then a ball will whiz 
past you and bury itself in the earth, throwing out 
a circle of stones and mud. The commander of the 
battery will be irritated by this shot and will give 
orders to fire another and another cannon, the enemy 
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will reply in like manner, and you will experience 
interesting sensations and see interesting sights. The 
sentinel will again call ‘Cannon!’ and you will have 
the same sound and shock, and the mud will be 
splashed around as before. Or he will call out 
‘Mortar!’ and you will hear the regular and rather 
pleasant whistle—which it is difficult to connect with 
the thought of anything dreadful—of a bomb; you 
will hear this whistle coming nearer and faster to¬ 
wards you, then you will see a black ball, feel the 
shock as it strikes the ground, and will hear the ringing 
explosion. The bomb will fly apart into whizzing and 
shrieking fragments, stones will rattle in the air, and 
you will be bespattered with mud. 

At these sounds you will experience a strange feeling 
of mingled pleasure and fear. At the moment you 
know the shot is flying towards you, you are sure to 
imagine that it will kill you, but a feeling of pride 
will support you and no one will know of the knife 
that cuts at your heart. But when the shot has flown 
past without hitting you, you revive and are seized, 
though only for a moment, by an inexpressibly joyful 
emoUon, so that you feel a peculiar delight in the 
danger—in this game of life and death—and wish 
the bombs and balls to fall nearer and nearer to you. 

But again the sentinel in his loud gruff voice shouts 
‘Mortar!’, again a whistle, a fall, an explosion; and 
mingled with this last you are startled by a man’i 
groans. You approach the wounded sailor just as the 
stretchers are brought. Covered with blood and dirt 
he presents a strange, scarcely human, appearance. 
Part of his breast has been torn away. For the first 
few moments only terror and the kind of feigned, pre¬ 
mature, look of suffering, lommon to men in this 
state, appear on his mud-besprinkled face, but when 
the stretcher is brought and he himself lies down on 
it on his healthy side you notice that his expression 
changes. His eyes shine more brightly, his teeth arc 
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clenched, he raises his head higher with difficulty, 
and when the stretcher is lifted he stops the bearers 
for a moment and turning to his comrades says with 
an effort, in a trembling voice, ‘Forgive me, brothers!’ 1 
He wishes to say more, something pathetic, but only 
repeats, ‘Forgive me, brothers!’ At this moment a 
sailor approaches him, places the cap on the head 
the wounded man holds up towards him, and then 
placidly swinging his arms returns quietly to his 
cannon. 

‘That’s the way with seven or eight every day,’ the 
naval officer remarks to you, answering the look of 
horror on your face, and he yawns as he rolls another 
yellow cigarette. 

So now you have seen the defenders of Sevastopol 
where they are defending it, and somehow you return 
with a tranquil heightened spirit, paying no heed to 
the balls and bombs whose whistle accompanies you 
all the way to the ruined theatre. The principal 
thought you have brought away with you is a joyous 
conviction of the strength of the Russian people; and 
this conviction you have gained not by looking at 
all those traverses, breastworks, cunningly interlaced 
trenches, mines, cannon, one after another, of which 
you could make nothing; but from the eyes, words, 
and actions—in short from seeing what is called the 
‘spirit’—of the defenders of Sevastopol. What they 
do is all done so simply, with so little effort, that you 
feel convinced that they could do a hundred times as 
much. . . . You understand that the feeling which 
actuates them is not that petty ambition or forgetful¬ 
ness which you yourself experienced, but something 
more powerful, which has made them able to live so 

* ‘Forgive me’ and 'farewell’are almost interchangeable 
expressions in Russian. ‘Good-bye’ (pnslcMyU) etymo¬ 
logically means ‘forgive’. The form (prostUt) here used, 
however, means primarily ‘forgive me'. 
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quietly under the (lying balls, exposed to a hundred 
chances of death besides the one all men are subject 
to—and this hmid conditions of constant toil, lack of 
sleep, and dirt. Men could not accept such terrible 
conditions of life for the sake of a cross, or promotion, 
or because of a threat: there must be some other and 
higher motive power. 

It is only now that the tales of the early days of the 
siege of Sevastopol are no longer beautiful historical 
legends for you, but have become realities: the tales 
of the time when it was not fortified, when there was 
no army to defend it, when it seemed a physical im¬ 
possibility to retain it and yet there was not the 
slightest idea of abandoning it to the enemy—of the 
time when Kornilov, that hero worthy of ancient 
Greece, making his round of the troops, said, ‘Lads, 
wc will die, but will not surrender Sevastopol!’ and 
our Russians, incapable of phrase-making, replied, 
‘We will die! lluirah!’ You will clearly recognize 
in the men you have just seen those heroes who gladly 
prepared for death and whose spirits did not flag 
during those dismal days, but rose. 

The evening is closing in. Just before setting, the 
sun emerges from behind the grey clouds that covered 
the sky and suddenly lights up with its bright red 
glow the purple clouds, the greenish sea with the ships 
and boats rocking on its bioad even swell, the white 
buildings of the town, and the people moving in the 
streets. The sound of some old valse played by a 
military band on the boulevard is carried across the 
water and mingles strangely with the sound of firing 
on the bastions. 


Sevastopol, 25 April o.s 1855. 



SEVASTOPOL IN MAY. 1855 

I 

Six months have passed sm<e the fuse rannnn-ball 
went whistling fimn the bastions of Sevastopol and 
threw up the tarth of the encim’s entieiirlimenls. 
Since then bullets, bails, and bombs by the thousand 
have flown continually from the bastions to the en¬ 
trenchments and from the entrenchments to the 
bastions, and above them the angel of (hath has 
hovered unceasingly. 

Thousands of human ambitions have had lime to 
be mortified, thousands to be gratified and extend, 
thousands to be lulled to rest in the arms ol death. 
W’liat numbers of pink eolhns and linen palls 1 And 
still the same sounds fioni the bastions (ill the air; 
the Trend] still look bom their ramp with involun¬ 
tary trepidation and fear at the yellowy eaith of the 
bastions of Sevastopol and count the embrasures bom 
which the iron cannon frown fiercely; as bcfoic, 
through the fixed telescope on the elevation of the 
signal-station the pilot still watches the bright-, oloured 
figures of the French, their batteries, their tents, tin ir 
columns on the green lull, and the puds of smoki that 
rise from the entrenchments; and as before, ciowds of 
diffnrnt men, with a still greater variety of desires, 
Stream with the same ardour from many parts of the 
world to this faial spot. But the question the diplo¬ 
matists did not settle still remains unsettled by powder 
and blood. 

II 

A regimental band was playing on the boulevard 
near the pavilion in the besieged town ol .Sevastopol, 
and crowds of women and military men strolled along 
the paths making holiday. The bright spring sun had 
risen in the morning above the English entrenchment!, 
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had reached the bastions, then the town and the 
Nicholas Barracks, shining with equal joy on all, and 
was now sinking down to the distant blue sea which, 
rocking with an even motion, glittered with silvery 
light. 

A tall infantry officer with a slight stoop, drawing 
on a presentable though not very white glove, passed 
out of the gate of one of the small sailors’ houses built 
on the left side of the Morskaya Street and gazing 
thoughtfully at the ground ascended the hill towards 
the boulevard. The expression of his plain face did 
not reveal much intellectual power, but rather good¬ 
nature, common sense, honesty, and an inclination 
to respectability. He was badly built, and seemed 
lather shy and awkward in his movements. His cap 
was nearly new, a gold watch-chain showed from 
under his thin cloak of a rather peculiar lilac shade, 
and he wore trousers with foot-straps, and clean, shiny 
calf-skin boots. He might have been a German (but 
that his features indicated his purely Russian origin), 
an adjutant, or a regimental quartermaster (but in 
that case he would have worn spun), or an officer 
transferred from the cavalry or the Guards for the 
duration of the war. He was in fact an officer who 
had exchanged from the cavalry, and as he ascended 
the hill towards the boulevard he was thinking of a 
letter he had received from a former comrade now 
retired from the army, a landed proprietor in the 
government of T—, and of his great friend, the pale, 
blue-eyed NatAsha, that comrade’s wife. He recalled 
a part of the letter where his comrade wrote: 

‘When we receive the Inrnhde' Pupka’ (so the 
retired Uhlan called his wife) ‘rushes headlong into 
the hall, seizes the paper, and runs with it to a seat 
in the arbour or the drawing-room—in which, you 
remember, we spent such jolly winter evenings when 
your regiment was stationed in our town—and reads 
* The Army and Navy Gazette. 
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of your heroic deeds with an ardour you cannot 
imagine. She often speaks of you. “There now," she 
says, “Mikhaylov is a darling. I am ready to cover him 
with kisses when I see him. He [is fighting on the 
bastions and] is certain to receive a St. George's 
Cross, and they’ll write about him in the papers,” 
&c., &c., so that I am beginning to be quite jealous 
of you.’ 

In another place he wrote: ‘The papers reach us 
awfully late, and though there arc plenty of rumours 
one cannot believe them all. h'or instance, those 
musical young ladies you know of, were saying 
yesterday that Napoleon has been captured by our 
Cossacks and sent to St. Petersburg, but you can 
imagine how much of this I believe. One fresh arrival 
from Petersburg tells us for certain (he is a capital 
fellow, sent by the Minister on special business—and 
now there is no one in the town you can’t think 
what a resource he is to us), that we have taken 
Eupatoria [so that the French are cut off from 
Balaclava], and that we lost two hundred in the 
affair and the French as many as fifteen thousand. 
My wife was in such raptures that she caroused all 
night and said that a presentiment assured her that 
you distinguished yourself in that affair.’ 

In spite of the words and expressions I have pur¬ 
posely italicized, and the whole tone of the letter, 
Lieutenant-Captain Mikhiylov thought with an in¬ 
expressibly melancholy pleasure about his pale-faced 
provincial friend and how he used to sit with her 
of an evening in the arbour, talking senlimenl. He 
thought of his kind comrade the Uhlan: how the 
latter used to get angry and lose when they played 
cards in the study for kopek points and how his wife 
used to laugh at him. He recalled the friendship these 
people had for him (perhaps he thought there was 
something more on the side of the pale-faced friend): 
these people and their surroundings flitted through 



no SEVASTOPOL 

his mcmoiv in a wonderfully sweet, joyously rosy 
light and, smijing at the recollection, he put his hand 
to the pocket where this dear letter lay. 

From these lecollections Lieutenant-Captain Mik- 
h&ylov involuntarily passed to dreams and hopes. 
‘How surprised and pleased Natdslia will be,’ he 
thought as he passed along a narrow side-street, ‘when 
she leads m the Invalide of my being the first to climb 
on the cannon, and receiving the St. George! I ought 
to be made lull captain on that former recommenda¬ 
tion. Then I may easily become a major this year by 
seiuonty, because so many of our fellows have been 
killed and no doubt many more will be killed this 
campaign. Then there’ll be more fighting and I, as 
a well-known man, shall he entrusted with a regiment 
.. . then a lieutenant-colonel, the order of St. Anna . . . 
a colonel’... and he was already a general, honouring 
with a visit Natasha, the widow of his comrade (who 
would be dead by that time according to his day¬ 
dream)—when the sounds of the music on die boule¬ 
vard rea< lied his ears more distinctly, a crowd of 
people appealed before his eyes, and he realized that 
he was on the boulevard and a lieutenant-captain of 
inlantry as bclorc. 

HI 

He went first to the pavilion, beside which stood 
the band with soldiers ol the same regiment acting 
as music-stands and holding open the music books, 
while around (hem clerks, cadets, nursemaids, and 
children formed a circle, looking on rather than 
listening. Most of the people who were standing, 
sitting, and sauntering round the pavilion were naval 
officers, adjutants, and wiute-glovcd army officers. 
Along the broad avenue of the boulevard walked 
officers of all sorts and women of all sorts—a few of 
the latter in hats, but the greater part with kerchiefs 
on their heads, and some with neither kerchiefs nor 
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hats—but it was remarkable that there was not a 
single old woman amongst them—all weie young. 
Lower down, in the seemed alleys shaded by the 
white acacias, isolated groups sal or studied. 

No one was paiticularly glad to meet Lieutenant- 
Captain Mikhailov on the boulevard, exi t pt peihaps 
Captain Obzliogov ol ins regiment and Captain 
Slishkov who passed his hand warmly, but the fust 
ot these wore camel-hair trousers, no gloves, ami a 
shabby overcoat, and 1ns laic was icd and pci spiring, 
and the second shouted so loud and was so line and 
easy that one felt ashamed to be seen walking with 
him, especially by those white-gloved of lie < is - to one 
of whom, an adjutant, Mikhaylov bowed, and he 
might have bowed to another, a Stall ofhrcr whom 
he had twice met at the house of a mutual acquain¬ 
tance. Besides, what was the fun ol walking with 
Ob/.lidgov and Stishkov when as it was he met them 
and shook hands with them six times a day? Was this 
what he had come to hear the music for? 

He would have liked to accost the adjutant whom 
he had bowed to and to talk with those gentlemen, 
not at all that he wanted Captains Obzliogov and 
Sushkov and Lieutenant i’ashtetski and others to see 
him talking to them, but simply because they were 
pleasant people who knew all the news and might have 
told him something. 

But why is Lieutenant-Captain Mikhdylov afraid 
and unable to muster courage to approach them? 
'Supposing they don’t return my greeting,’ he thinks, 
‘or merely bow and go on talking among themselves 
as if I were not there, or simply walk away and leave 
me standing among the aristocrats?’ The word aris¬ 
tocrat (m the sense of the highest and most select 
circle of any class) has lately gained great popularity 
in Russia, where one would think it ought not to exist 
It has made its way to every part of the country, and 
into every grade of society which can be reached by 
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vanity—and to what conditions of time and circum¬ 
stance does this pitiful propensity not penetrate? You 
find it among merchants, officials, clerks, officers—in 
Saratov, Mamadishi, Vlnnitza, in fact wherever men 
are to be found. And since there are many men, and 
consequently much vanity, in the besieged town of 
Sevastopol, aristocrats are to be found here too, 
though death hangs over everyone, be he aristocrat 
or not. 

To Captain Obzhdgov, Lieutenant-Captain Mik¬ 
haylov was an aristocrat, and to Lieutenant-Captain 
Mikhaylov, Adjutant Kalugin was an aristocrat, 
because he was an adjutant and intimate with another 
adjutant. To Adjutant Kalugin, Count Nordov was 
an aristocrat, because he was an aide-de-camp to the 
Emperor. 

Vanity! vanity! vanity! everywhere, even on the 
brink of the grave and among men ready to die for 
a noble cause. Vanity! It seems to be the character¬ 
istic feature and special malady of our time. How is 
it that among our predecessors no mention was made 
of this passion, as of small-pox and cholera? How is it 
that in our time there are only three kinds of people: 
those who, considering vanity an inevitably existing 
fact and thcrelore justifiable, freely submit to it; those 
who regard it as a sad but unavoidable condition; 
and those who act unconsciously and slavishly under 
its influence? Why did the Homers and Shakespearcs 
speak of love, glory, and suffering, while the literature 
of to-day is an endless story of snobbery and vanity? 

Twice the lieutenant-captain passed irresolutely by 
the group of his aristocrats, but drawing near them 
for the third time he made an effort and walked up 
to them. The group consisted of four officers: 
Adjutant Kalugin, Mikhiylov’s acquaintance, Adju¬ 
tant Prince GAltsin who was rather an aristoc.at even 
for Kalugin himself, Lieutenant-Colonel Neferdov, 
one of the so-called ‘two hundred and twenty-two’ 
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society men, who being on the retired list re-entered 
the army for this war, and Cavalry-Captain Praskii- 
khin, also of the ‘two hundred and twenty-two'. 
Luckily for Mikhaylov, Kalugin was in splendid 
spirits (the General had just spoken to him in a very 
confidential manner, and Prince GAlstin who had 
arrived from Petersburg was staying with him), so 
he did not think it beneath his dignity to shake hands 
with Mikhaylov, which was more than Prasktikhin 
did though he had often met Mikhiylov on the bas¬ 
tion, had more than once drunk his wine and vodka, 
and even owed him twelve and a half rubles lost at 
cards. Not being yet well acquainted with Prince 
Giltsin he did not like to appear to be acquainted 
with a mere lieutenant-captain of infantry. So he 
only bowed slightly. 

‘Well, Captain,’ said Kalugin, ‘when will you be 
visiting the bastion again? Do you remember our 
meeting at the Schwartz Redoubt? Things were hot, 
weren't they, eh?’ 

‘Yes, very,’ said MikhAylov, and he recalled how 
when making his way along the trench to the bastion 
he had met Kalugin walking bravely along, his sabre 
clanking smartly. 

‘My turn’s to-morrow by rights, but we have an 
officer ill’, continued MikhAylov, ‘so——’ 

He wanted to say that it was not his turn but as the 
Commander of the 8th Company was ill and only the 
ensign was left in the company, he felt it his duty to 
go in place of Lieutenant Nepshis^tski and would 
therefore be at the bastion that evening. But Kalugin 
did not hear him out. 

‘I feel sure that something is going to happen in 
a day or two,’ he said to Prince Galtsin. 

‘How about to-day? Will nothing happen to-day?' 
Mikhaylov asked shyly, hioking first at Kalugin and 
then at GAltsin. 

No one replied. Prince Galtsin only puckered up 
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his face in a curious way and looking over Mikhdylov’s 
cap said after a short silence: 

‘Fine girl that, with the red kerchief. You know 
her, don’t you, GaptamT 

‘Slip live s m ar my lode; ngs, she’s a sailor’s daughter,’ 
answered the lieutenant-captain. 

‘Come, let’s have a good look at her.’ 

And Prinec Galtsin gave one ol Ins arms to Kalugin 
and the other to the lieutenant-captain, being sure he 
would (.outer great pleasure on the latter by so doing, 
width was really quite true. 

The lieutenant-eaptain was superstitious and con¬ 
sidered it a great sm to amuse himself with women 
before going into action; but on this occasion he 
pretended to be a rout, which Prince GAltsin and 
Kalugin evidently did not believe and which greatly 
surprised the gu I with the red kerchief, who had more 
than once noticed how the lieutenant-eaptain blushed 
when he passed her window. Praskukhin walked 
behind them, and kept tout lung Prince GAltsin’s arm 
and making various remarks in French, but as four 
people could not walk abreast on the path he was 
obliged to go alone until, on the second round, he 
took the arm of a well-known brave naval officer, 
Servyagin, who came up and spoke to him, being also 
anxious to join the anstocrats. And the well-known 
hero gladly passed his honest muscular hand under 
the elbow of Praskukhin, whom everybody, including 
Servyigin himself, knew to tic no better than lie 
should be. When, wishing to explain his acquaintance 
witli this sailor, Praskukhin whispered to Prince 
GAltsin that this was the well-known hero, Prince 
Gdltsin—who had been in the Fourth Bastion the day 
before and seen a shell burst at some twenty yards’ 
distance—considering himself not less courageous 
than the newcomer, and believing that many reputa¬ 
tions are obtained by luck, paid not the slightest 
attention to Servyagin. 
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Lieutenant-Captain Mikhivlov found it so pleasant 
to walk in this tompany that lie forgot tjie nice letter 

from T-and his gloomy forebodings at the thought 

of having to go to the bastion. He remained with 
them till they began talking exclusively among them¬ 
selves, avoiding his eyes to show that he might go, and 
at last walked away from him. But all the same the 
lieutenant-captain was contented, and when he passed 
Cadet Baron l’esth—who was paitieularly conceited 
and self-satisfied since the previous night, when for 
the first time in ins life he had been in the bomb¬ 
proof of the Fifth Bastion and had consequently 
Isecome a hero in his own estimation — he was not at 
all hurt by the suspiciously haughty expression with 
which the cadet saluted him. 

IV 

But the lieutenant-captain had hardly crossed the 
threshold ol his lodgings before very diflerent thoughts 
entered his head. He saw his little room with its 
uneven earth floor, its crooked windows, the broken 
panes mended with paper, his old bedstead with two 
I ula pistols and a nig (showing a lady on horseback) 
nailed to the wall beside it,' as well as the dirty bed 
of the cadet who lived with him, with its cotton quilt. 
He saw his man Nikita, with his rough greasy hair, 
rise from the floor scratching hinisell, he saw his old 
cloak, his common boots, a little bundle lied in a 
handkerchief ready for him to take to the bastion, 
from which peeped a bit of cheese and the neck of 
a porter bottle containing vodka—and he suddenly 
remembered that he had to go with his company to 
spend the whole night at the lodgements. 

‘I shall certainly be killed to-night,’ thought he, 
‘I feel I shall. And there was really no need for me to 

' A common way in Russia of protecting a bed from the 
damp or cold of a wall, is to nail a rug or carpet to the wall 
by the side of the bed. 
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go—I offered to do it of my own accord. And it 
always happens that the one who offers himself gets 
killed. And what is the matter with that confounded 
Nepshisiftski? He may not be ill at all, and they’ll 
go and kill me because of him—they’re sure to. Still, 
if they don’t kill me I shall certainly be recommended 
for promotion. I saw how pleased the regimental 
commander was when I said: “Allow me to go if 
Lieutenant Nepshisetski is ill.” If I’m not made a 
major then I'll get the Order of Vladimir for certain 
Why, I am going to the bastion for the thirteenth time. 
Oh dear, the thirteenth! Unlucky number! I am 
certain to be killed. I feel I shall . . . but somebody 
had to go: the company can’t go with only an ensign. 
Supposing something were to happen. . . . Why, the 
honour ol the regiment, the honour of the army is at 
stake. It is my duty to go. Yes, my sacred duty. . . . 
But I have a presentiment.’ 

The lieutenant-captain forgot that it was not the 
first time he had felt this presentiment: that in a 
greater or lesser degree he had it whenever he was going 
to the bastion, and he did not know that before going 
into action everyone has such forebodings more or 
less strongly. Having calmed himself by appealing 
to his sense of duty—which was highly developed and 
very strong—the lieutenant-captain sat down at the 
table and began writing a farewell letter to his father. 
Ten minutes later, having finished his letter, he rose 
from the table his eyes wet with tears, and repeating 
mentally all the prayers he knew he began to dress. 
His rather tipsy and rude servant lazily handed him 
his new cloak—the old one which the lieutenant- 
captain usually wore at the bastion not being mended. 

‘Why isn’t my cloak mended? You do nothing but 
sleep,’ said Mikhaylov angrily. 

‘Sleep indeed!’ grumbled Nikita, ‘I do nothing but 
run about like a dog the whole day, and when I get 
fagged I mayn’t even go to sleep!’ 
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‘I see you are drunk again.’ 

‘It’s not at your expense tf I am, sq you needn’t 
complain.’ 

‘Hold your tongue, you dolt!’ shouted the lieutenant- 
captain, ready to strike the man. 

Already upset, he now quite lost patience and felt 
hurt by the rudeness of Nikita, who had lived with 
him for the last twelve years and whom he was fond 
of and even spoilt. 

‘Dolt? Dolt?’ repeated the servant. ‘And why do 
you, sir, abuse me and call me a dolt? You know in 
times like these it isn't right to abuse people.’ 

Recalling where he was about to go Mikhaylov felt 
ashamed. 

‘But you know, Nikita, you would try anyone's 
patience!’ he said mildly. ‘That letter to my father 
on the table you may leave where it is. Don’t touch 
it,’ he added reddening. 

‘Yes, sir,’ said Nikita, becoming sentimental under 
the influence of the vodka he had drunk, as he said, 
at his own expense, and blinking with an evident 
inclination to weep. 

But at the porch, when the lieutenant-captain said, 
‘Good-bye, Nikita,’ Nikita burst into forced sobs and 
rushed to kiss his master’s hand, saying, ‘Good-bye, 
sir,’ in a broken voice. A sailor’s widow who was also 
standing in the porch could not, as a woman, help 
joining in this tender scene, and began wiping her 
eyes on her dirty sleeve, saying something about 
people who, though they were gentlefolk, took sudi 
sufferings upon themselves while she, poor woman, 
was left a widow. And she told the tipsy Nikita for 
the hundredth time about her sorrows; how her 
husband had been killed in the first bondoarrrunt, and 
how her hut had been shattered (the one she lived in 
now was not her own) and so on. After his master 
was gone Nikita lit his pipe, asked the landlady’s little 
girl to get some vodka, very soon left off crying, and 
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even had a quarrel with the old woman about a pail 
he said she h^d smashed lor him. 

‘But perhaps I shall only be wounded,’ reasoned the 
lieutenant-captain as he drew near the bastion with 
his company when twilight had already begun to fall. 
‘But where, and how? Here or here?’ he said to 
himself, mentally passing his chest, his stomach, and 
his thighs m review. 'Supposing it’s here’ (he 
thought of his thighs) ‘and goes right round. ... Or 
goes here with a piece of a bomb, then it will be 
all up.’ 

The lieutenant-captain passed along the trenches 
and readied the lodgements safely. In perfect dark¬ 
ness he and an officer of Engineers set the men to their 
work, after which he sat down m a pit under the 
breastwork. There was little filing; only now and 
again there was a lightning flash on our side or liu, and 
the bnlliant fuse ol a bomb foimcd a fiery arc on the 
dark, star-sperkled sky. But all the bombs fell far 
beyond or lar to the right ol the lodgement where the 
heutenant-captam sat m his pit. He drank some 
vodka, ate sonic cheese, smoked a cigarette, said his 
prayers, and felt inclined to sleep for a while. 

V 

Pnnce Gillsin, Lieutenant-Colonel Ncfcrdov, and 
Praskukhm —whom no one had invited and to whom 
no one spoke, but who still stuck to them—went to 
Kalugin’s to tea. 

‘But you did not finish telling me about V 4 ska 
Mendel,’ said Kalugin, when he had taken off his 
cloak and sat in a soft easy chair by the window 
unbuttoning the collar of his clean starched shirt. 
‘How did he get married?’ 

‘It was a joke, mv boy! ... Jr tons dis, i1 y avail un 
Urnps, on ru parka qut de ;a d Pctcrsbourg ,' 1 said Prince 

1 ‘I tell you, at one tune it was only the only thing talked 
of in Petersburg.’ 
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Galtsin, laughing as he jumped up from the piano- 
stool and sat down near Kalugin on the window-sill, 1 
‘a capital joke. I know all about it.’ ’ 

And lie told, amusingly, clevcily, and with anima- 
lion, a love stoiy whuli, as it has no lntncst lor us, 
we will omit. 

It was noiiitable that not only Prince GAltsin but 
each of these gintluncn who established themselves, 
one on the window-sill, another with his legs in the 
an, and a thud by the piano, seemed quite different 
people now fiom w hat they had been on the boulevard. 
1 here was none ol the absurd arrogance and haughti¬ 
ness they had shown towards the mlantry oflirers; 
here among themselves they weicnatural, and Kalugin 
and Prime Galtsin m paiticular showed themselves 
very pleasant, merry, and good-natured young fellows 
1 heir conversation was about their Petersburg fellow 
olhrcrs and acquaintances, 

'What of Maslovskt?’ 

‘Winch one—the J.rib-Uhlan, or the Horse Guaid?’ 

‘1 know them both. 1 he one in the Horse Guards 
I knew when lie was a boy just out of school. But the 
eldest—is he a caplam yet?’ 

‘Oh yes, long ago.’ 

‘Is he still fussing about with his gipsy?’ 

‘No, he lias dropped her. . . .’ And so on in the 
same strain. 

Later on Prince GAItsin went to the piano and gave 
an excellent rendering of a gipsy song. Piaskiikbin, 
i luming m unasked, put in a second and did it so u< II 
that he was invited to continue, and this delighted 
him. 

A servant brought tea, cream, and craikneis on 
a silver tray. 

‘Serve the prince,’ said Kalugin. 

‘Isn’t it strange to think that we’re in a besieged 

1 Hie thick walls of Russian houses allow ample space 
to sit or lounge at the windowi. 
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town,’ said Gkltsin, taking his tea to the window, ‘and 
here’s a piancrjorty, tea with cream, and a house such 
as I should rdally be glad to have in Petersburg?’ 

‘Well, if we hadn’t even that much,’ said the old 
and evcr-dissatished lieutenant-colonel, ‘the constant 
uncertainty we are living in—seeing people killed day 
after day and no end to it—would be intolerable. 
And to have dirt and discomfort added to it-.’ 

‘But our mlantry officers live at the bastions with 
their men in the bomb-proofs and eat the soldiers’ 
soup’, said Kalugin, ‘what of them?’ 

‘What of them? Well,-though it’s true they don’t 
change their shirts for ten days at a time, they are 
heroes all the same—wonderful fellows.' 

lust then an infantry officer entered the room. 

‘I ... 1 have orders . . . may I see the Gen ... his 
Excellency? I have come with a message from General 
N.,’ he said with a tinud bow. 

Kalugin rose and without returning the officer’s 
greeting asked with an offensive, affected, official 
smile if he would not have the goodness to wait; and 
without asking him to sit down or taking any further 
notice of him he turned to Galtsin and began talking 
French, so that the poor officer left alone in the middle 
of the room did not in the least know what to do with 
himself. 

‘It is a matter of the utmost urgency, sir,’ he said 
after a short silence. 

‘Ah! Well then, please come with me,’ said 
Kalugin, putting on his cloak and accompanying the 
officer to the door. 


'Eh him, messieurs, ji crois qut ala chaufera cette nuit,’’ 
said Kalugin when he returned from the General’s. 
‘Ah! What is it—a sortie?' asked the others. 

1 ‘Well, gentlemen, I think there will be warm work 
to-night.’ 
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That I don’t know. You will see for youiselves,’ 
replied Kalugin with a mysterious smile. 

'And my commander is at the bastion, so I suppose 
I must go too,’ said Praskukhin, buckling on his 
sabre. 

No one replied, it was his business to know whether 
he had to go or not. 

Praskukhin and Neferdov left to go to their ap¬ 
pointed posts. 

‘Good-bye gentlemen. Au revoir! We’ll meet again 
Wore the night is over,’ shouted Kalugin from the 
window as Praskukhin and Nelerdov, stooping on 
their Cossack saddles, trotted past. The tramp of 
their Cossack horses soon died away in the dark street. 

'Non, dites-moi, est-ce qu'il y aura vhitablrmmt queluui 
chose celte nmt?'' said Gtiltsin as he lounged in the 
window-sill beside Kalugin and watched the bombs 
that rose above the bastions. 

‘I can tell you, you see . . . you have been to the 
bastions?’ (Galtsin nodded, though he had only been 
once to the fourth Bastion). ‘You remember just 
in front of our lunette there is a trench,’—and Kalugin, 
with the air of one who without being a specialist 
considers his military judgement very sound, began, 
in a rather confused way and misusing the technical 
terms, to explain the position of the enemy, and of 
our own works, and the plan of the intended action. 

‘But I say, they’re banging away at the lodgements! 
Oho! I wonder if that's ours or hist . . . Now it’s 
burst,’ said they as they lounged on the window-sill 
looking at the fiery trails of the bombs crossing one 
another in the air, at flashes that for a moment lit 
up the dark sky, at puffs of white smoke, and listened 
to the more and more rapid reports of the firing. 

‘ Quel charmant coup d'ml! a said Kaliigin, drawing 
his guest’s attention to the really beautiful sight. ‘Do 

* 'No, tel! me, will there really be anything to-night?’ 

J ‘What a charming sight, eh?’ 
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you know, you sometimes can’t distinguish a boml 
from a star.’ 

‘Yes, I thought that was a star just now and thcr 
saw it fall . . . them! it’s buist. And that big star— 
what do you rail it?—looks just like a bomb.’ 

‘l)o you know I am so used to these bombs that 1 
am sure when I’m back in Russia I shall fancy I set 
bombs every starlight night—one gets so used tc 
them.’ 

‘but hadn’t I better go with this sortie?’ said Prim c 
GAItsm after a moment’s pause. 

‘Humbug, my dear fellow! Don’t think of such 
a thing. Besides. I won’t let you,’ answered Kalugin. 
‘You will have plenty of opportunities later oil.’ 

‘Really? You think I need not go, eh?’ 

At that moment, fiom the direction in which these 
gentlemen weie looking, amid the boom of the cannon 
came the terrible rattle ol musketry, and thousands of 
little furs (laming up in quick succession Hashed all 
along the line. 

‘There! Now it's the real thing 1 ’ said Kalugin. 
‘I can't keep cool when 1 hear the noise ot muskets. It 
seems to seize one’s very soul, you know. There’s an 
hurrah !’ he added, listening intently to the distant and 
prolonged roar ot hundreds of voices—‘All—ah—ah’ 
—which came from the bastions. 

‘Whose hunah was it? Theirs or ours?’ 

‘I don’t know, but it’s hand-to-hand fighting now, 
for the tiring lias ceased.’ 

At that moment an officer followed by a Cossack 
galloped under the window and alighted from his 
hoise at the port h. 

‘Where arc you fiom?’ 

‘From tile bastion. I want the General.’ 

‘Come along. Well, what’s happened?’ 

‘The lodgements have been attacked--and occupied. 
The French bi ought up tremendous reserves—at¬ 
tacked us—we had only two battalions,’ said the 
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officer, panting. He was the same officer who had 
been time that evening, but though he was now out 
of breath he walked to the door w'ith full self- 
possession. 

‘Well, have we retired'" asked Kalugin. 

‘No,’ angrily replied the ollner, ‘another battalion 
came up in time—we drove them back, but the 
colonel is killed and many officers. 1 have oidcrs to 
ask for reinforcements.’ 

And saying this he went with Kalugin to the 
General’s, wheie we shall not follow him. 

Five minutes later Kalugin was aheady on his 
Cossack horse (again m the seim-Coss.uk manner 
which I have noticed that all adjutants, foi some 
reason, seem to consider the propel thing), and rode 
oil at a trot towards the bastion to deliver some oidcrs 
and await the final result ol the affair. Prime 
Galtsin, under the mlhicncc of that oppressive rxe ilc- 
ment usually produced in a spectator by proximity 
to an action m which he is not engaged, went out, 
and began aimlessly pacing up and down the street. 

VI 

Soldiers passed carrying the wounded on stretchers 
or supporting them under their arms. It was Cjinie 
dark in the streets, lights could be seen here and 
there, but only in die hospit. ! windows or where 
some officers were sitting up. From the bastions still 
came the thunder of cannon arid the rattle ol 'muskets, 1 
and flashes kept on lighting up the dark sky as be lore. 
From time to time the tramp of hoofs could he heard 
as an orderly galloped past, or the groans of a 

1 Rifles, except some clumsy stutters, had not been 
introduced into the Russian army, but were used by the 
besiegers, who had a still greater ad\unfage in artillery. 
It is characteristic of lolstby that, occupied with men 
rather than mechanics, he docs not in these sketches dwell 
on this disparity of eouipmcnt. 
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wounded man, the steps and voices of stretcher- 
bearers, or the words of some frightened women 
who had come out onto their porches to watch the 
cannonade. 

Among the spectators were our friend Nikita, the 
old sailor’s widow with whom he had again made 
friends, and her ten-year-old daughter. 

‘O Lord Cod! Holy Mary, Mother of God!’ said 
the old woman, sighing as she looked at the bombs 
that kept Hying across from side to side like balls of 
fire;‘What horrors! What horrors! Ah, ah! Oh, oh! 
Even at the first bondbarment it wasn't like that. Look 
now where the cursed thing has burst just over our 
house in the suburb.’ 

‘No, that’s further, they keep tumbling into Aunt 
Irene’s garden,’ said the girl. 

‘And where, where, is master now?’ drawled 
Nikita, who was not quite sober yet. ‘Oh! You don’t 
know how I love that master of mine! I love him so 
that if he were killed in a sinful way, which God 
forbid, then would you believe it, granny, after that 
I myself don’t know what I wouldn’t do to myself! 
I don't! . . . My master is that sort, there’s only one 
word for it. Would I change him for such as them 
there, playing cards? What are they? Ugh! There’s 
only one word for it!’ concluded Nikfta, pointing to 
the lighted window of his master’s room to which, in 
the absence of the lieutenant-captain, Cadet Zhvad- 
chcvski had invited Sub-Lieutenants Ugrovich and 
Nepslnsetski—the latter suffering from face-ache— 
and where he was having a spree in honour of a medal 
he had received. 

‘Look at the stars! Look how they’re rolling!’ the 
little girl broke the silence that followed Nikita’s 
words as she stood gazing at the sky. ‘There’s another 
rolled down. What is it a sign of, mother?’ 

‘They’ll smash up our hut altogether,’ said the old 
woman with a sigh, leaving her daughter unanswered. 



SEVASTOPOL i5 5 

‘As wc went there to-day with uncle, mother,’ the 
little girl continued in a sing-song tone, becoming 
loquacious, ‘there was such a b—i—g cannon-ball 
inside the room close to the cupboard. Must have 
smashed in through the passage and right into the 
room! Such a big one—you couldn’t lift it.’ 

‘Those who had husbands and money all moved 
away,’ said the old woman, ‘and there's the hut, all 
that was left me, and that’s been smashed. Just look 
at/nm blazing away! The fiend!... O Lord! O Lord!’ 

‘And just as we were going out, comes a bomb lly-ing, 
and goes and bur-sts and co-o-vers us with dust. 
A bit of it nearly hit me and uncle.’ 

VII 

Ftince Gdltsin met more and more wounded carried 
on stretchers or walking supported by others who were 
talking loudly. 

’Up they sprang, friends,’ said the bass voice of a 
tali soldier with two guns slung from his shoulder, ‘up 
they sprang, shouting “Allah! Allah!” 1 and just 
climbing one over another. You kill one and another’s 
there, you couldn’t do anything; no end of ’em-’ 

But at this point in the story Galtain interrupted 
him. 

‘You are from the bastion?’ 

‘Yes, your Honour.’ 

‘Well, what happened? Tell me.’ 

‘What happened? Well, your Honour, such a force 
of'em poured down on us over the rampart, it was all 
up. They quite overpowered us, your Honour!’ 

'Overpowered? . . . But you repulsed them?' 

‘How could we repulse them when his whole force 
came on, killed all our men, and no re’forcements 
wenc given us?’ 

* Our soldiers fighting the Turks have become so 
accustomed to this cry of the enemy that they now always 
•ay that the French also shout ‘Allah!’ L. T. 
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The soldier was mistaken, the trench had remained 
ours; but it is a c uiious fact which anyone may notice, 
that a soldier wounded in action always thinks the 
affair lost and imagines it to have been a very bloody 
light. 

‘How is that? I was told they had been repulsed,’ 
said Galtsin lrntably. ‘Perhaps they were driven back 
after you left? Is it long since you came away?’ 

‘I am sliaight ftom there, your Honour,’ answered 
the soldier, ‘it is hardly possible. They must have kept 
the trench, he quite overpowered us.’ 

‘And aren’t you ashamed to have lost the trench' 1 
It’s terrible!’ said Galtsin, provoked by such in¬ 
difference. 

‘Why, if the strength is on their side . . muttered 
the soldier. 

‘All, your Honour,’ began a soldier from a stretcher 
which had just come up to them, ‘how could we help 
giving it up when he had killed almost all our men ? 
If we’d had the strength we wouldn’t have given it 
up, not on any account. But as it was, what could we 
do? I stuck one, and then something hits me. Oh, 
oh-h! Steady, lads, steady! Oh, oh!’ groaned the 
wounded man. 

‘Really, there seem to be too many men returning,’ 
said Galtsin, again stopping the tall soldier with the 
two guns. ‘Why are you retiring? You there, stop!’ 

The soldier stopped and took off his cap with his 
left hand. 

‘Where are you going, and why?’ shouted Giltsin 
severely, ‘you scoun-’ 

But having come close up to the soldier, Galtsin 
noticed that no hand was visible beneath the soldier’s 
right cuff and that the sleeve was soaked in blood to 
the elbow. 

‘I am wounded, your Honour.’ 

‘Wounded? How?’ 

‘Here. Must have been with a bullet,’said the man, 
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pointin' to his arm, ‘but I don’t know what smirk 
my head here,’ and bending his brad h^ showed the 
matted hair at the bark stuck together with blood. 
‘And whose is this other gun-” 

‘It’s a French ntle I took, your Honour. But 1 
wouldn’t have come away if it wcien’t to lead this 
lellovv—he may fall,’ he added, pointing to a soldier 
who was walking a little m front leaning on his gun 
and painfully dragging Ins left leg 
Prince Galtsm suddenly Ml homlilv ashamed of 
his unjust suspicions. He ielt luiiisell blushing, turned 
away, and went to the hospital without either question¬ 
ing or wall lung the wounded men anv more 

Having with diliicultv pushed his wav through the 
porch among the wounded who had come on loot and 
tiie bearers who weir (.Hiving in the wounded and 
bringing out the dead. (Liltsin entered the lust room, 
gase a look round, and imoluntaulv turned back and 
ian out into the street: it was too terrible. 

VIII 

The large, loftv, dark hall, lit up only by tlic four 
or five candles with winch the doc tors examined the 
wounded, was quite full Yet the bearers kept bring¬ 
ing m more wounded—laying them side by side on the 
lloor which was already so parked that the unfortu¬ 
nate patients were jostled together, staining one 
another with their blood—and going to fetch more 
wounded. The pools of blood visible in the un¬ 
occupied spaces, the feverish breathing of several 
hundred men, and the perspiration of the bearers 
with the stretchers, filled the air with a peculiar, 
heavy, thick, fetid mist, in which the candles burnt 
dimly in different parts of the hall. All sorts ot groans, 
sighs, death-rattles, now and then interrupted by shrill 
screams, filled the whole room, bisters with quiet 
laces, expressing no empty feminine tearful pity, but 
active practical sympathy, stepped here and there 
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across the wounded with medicines, water, bandages, 
and lint, flitting among the blood-stained coats and 
shirts. The doctors, kneeling with rolled-up sleeves 
beside the wounded, by the light of the candles their 
assistants held, examined, felt, and probed their 
wounds, heedless of the terrible groans and entreaties 
of the sufferers. One doctor sat at a table near the 
door and at the moment Gdltsin came in was alreadv 
entering No. 532. 

‘Ivan Bogaev, Private, Company Three, S~ 
Regiment, fractura fernuris compluala!' shouted another 
doctor from the end of the room, examining a shattered 
leg. ‘Turn him over.’ 

‘Oh, oh, fathers! Oh, you're our fathers!’ screamed 
the soldier, beseeching them not to touch him. 

‘Pcrjoratio capitis!' 

‘Simon N'etcrdov, Lieutenant-Colonel of the N— 
Infantry Regiment. Have a little palicnce, Colonel, 
or it is quite impossible: I shall give it up!’ said a third 
doctor, poking about with some kind of hook in the 
unfortunate colonel’s skull. 

‘Oh, don’t! Oh, for God’s sake be quick! Be quick! 

Ah-—!’ 

Perforatio pectoris . . . Sebastian Sereda, Private . . . 
what regiment? But you need not write that: moritur. 
Carry him away,’ said the doctor, leaving the soldier, 
whose eyes turned up and in whose throat the death- 
rattle already sounded. 

About forty soldier stretcher-bearers stood at the 
door waiting to carry the bandaged to the wards and 
the dead to the chapel. They looked on at the scene 
before them in silence, only broken now and then by 
a heavy sigh. 

IX 

On his way to the bastion Kalugin met many 
wounded, but knowing by experience that in action 
such sights have a bad effect on one’s spirits, he did 
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not stop to question them but tried on the contrary 
not to notice them. At the foot of the hill he met an 
orderly-officer galloping fast from the bastion. 

‘Zdbkin! Zdbkin! Wait a bit I’ 

‘Well, what is it?’ 

‘Where are you from?’ 

'The lodgements.’ 

‘How are things there—hot?’ 

‘Oh, awful!’ 

And the orderly galloped on. 

In fact, though there was now but little small-arm 
firing, the cannonade had recommenced with fresh 
heat and persistence. 

‘Ah, that’s bad!’ thought Kalugin with an un¬ 
pleasant sensation, and he too had a presentiment— 
a very usual thought, the thought of death. But 
Kalugin was ambitious and blessed with nerves of 
oak—in a word, he was what is called brave. He did 
not yield to the first feeling but began to nerve him¬ 
self. He recalled how an adjutant, Napoleon’s he 
thought, having delivered an order, galloped with 
bleeding head full speed to Napoleon, 'Vow (Us 
blessi ?’ 1 said Napoleon. 'Je vous demande pardon , s\re,je 
suu mort ,’ 1 and the adjutant fell from his horse, dead. 

That seemed to him very fine, and he pictured 
himself for a moment in the role of that adjutant. 
Then he whipped his horse, assuming a still more 
dashing Cossack seat, looked back at the Cossack 
who, standing up in his stirrups, was trotting behind, 
and rode quite gallantly up to the spot where he had 
to dismount. Here he found four soldiers sitting on 
some stones smoking their pipes. 

‘What are you doing there?’ he shouted at them. 

‘Been carrying off a wounded man and sat down to 
rest a bit, your Honour,’ said one of them, hiding his 
pipe behind his back and taking off his cap. 

1 ‘You are wounded?' 

* ‘Excuse me, sire, I am dead.’ 
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‘Only one of them can,’ said the captain sullenly. 

‘All the same, let us go and see.’ 

The captaih frowned and gave an angry grunt. 

‘I have been standing there all night and have 
come in to get a bit of rest—couldn't you go alone?’ 
he added. ‘My assistant, Lieutenant Kartz, is there 
and can show you everything.’ 

The captain had already been more than six 
months in command of this, one of the most dangerous 
batteries. From the time the siege began, even before 
the bomb-proof shelters were constructed, he had 
lived continuously on the bastion and had a great 
reputation for courage among the sailors. That is 
why his refusal struck and surprised Kalugin. ‘So 
much for reputation,’ thought he. 

‘Well then, I will go alone if I may,’ he said in a 
slightly sarcastic tone to the captain, who however 
paid no attention to his words. 

Kalugin did not realize that whereas he had spent 
some fitly hours all in all at different times on the 
bastions, the captain had lived there for six months. 
Kalugm was still actuated by vanity, the wish to 
shine, the hope of rewards, of gaining a reputation, 
and the charm of running risks. But the captain had 
already lived through all that: at first he had felt 
vain, had shown off his courage, had been foolhardy, 
had hoped for rewards and reputation and had even 
gained them, but now all these incentives had lost 
their power over him and he saw things differently. 
He fulfilled his duty exactly, but quite understanding 
how much tine chances of life were against him after 
six months at the bastion, he no longer ran risks 
without serious need, and so the young lieutenant who 
had joined the battery a week ago and was now 
showing it to Kaldgin, with whom he vied in uselessly 
leaning out of the embrasures and climbing out on 
the banquette, seemed ten times braver than the 
captain. 
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Returning to the shelter after examining the battery, 
Kalugin in the dark came upon the General, who 
accompanied by his staff officers was* going to the 
watch-tower. 

‘Captain Praskukhin,’ he heard the General say, 
'please go to the right lodgement and tell the second 
battalion of the M— Regiment which is at work there 
to cease their work, leave the place, and noiselessly 
rejoin their regiment which is stationed in reserve at 
tiie foot of the hill. Do you understand? Lead them 
yourself to the regiment.’ 

'Yes, sir.’ 

And Praskukhin started at full speed towards the 
lodgements. 

The firing was now becoming less frequent. 

X 

‘Is this the second battalion of the M— Regiment?’ 
asked Praskukhin, having run to his destination and 
coming across some soldiers carrying earth in sacks. 

‘It is, your Honour.’ 

‘Where is the Commander?’ 

Mikhaylov, thinking that the commander of the 
company was being asked for, got out of his pit and 
taking Praskukhin for a commanding officer saluted 
and approached him. 

‘The General’s orders are ... that you... should go 
. . . quickly . . . and above all quietly . . . back—no 
not back, but to the reserves,’ said Praskukhin, looking 
askance in the direction of the enemy’s fire. 

Having recognized Praskukhin and made out what 
was wanted, Mikhaylov dropped his hand and passed 
on the order. The battalion became alert, the men 
took up their muskets, put on their cloaks, and set out. 

No one without experiencing it can imagine the 
delight a man feels when, after three houn’ bom¬ 
bardment, he leaves so dangerous a spot as the lodge¬ 
ments. During those three hours Mikhaylov, who 
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XI 

‘There’s blood on your coat! You don’t mean to say 
you were in the hand-to-hand fight?’ asked Kalugin. 

‘Oh, it was awful! Just fancy-’ 

And Pesth began to relate how he had led his 
company, how the company-commander had been 
killed, how he himself had stabbed a Frenchman, and 
how if it had not been for him we should have lost 
the day. 

This tale was founded on fact: the company- 
commander had been killed and Pesth had bayoneted 
a Frenchman, but in recounting the details the cadet 
invented and bragged. 

He bragged unintentionally, because during the 
whole of the affair he had been as it were in a fog and 
so bewildered that all he remembered of what had 
happened seemed to have happened somewhere, at 
some time, and to somebody. And very naturally he 
tried to recall the details in a light advantageous to 
himself. What really occurred was this: 

The battalion the cadet had been ordered to join 
for the sortie stood under fire for two hours close 
to some low wall. Then the battalion-commander 
in front said something, the company-commanders 
became active, the battalion advanced from behind 
the breastwork, and after going about a hundred paces 
stopped to form into company columns. Pesth was 
told to take his place on the right flank of the second 
company. 

Quite unable to realize where he was and why he 
was there, the cadet took his place, and involuntarily 
holding his breath while cold shivers ran down his 
back he gazed into the dark distance expecting some¬ 
thing dreadful. He was however not so much fright¬ 
ened (for there was no firing) as disturbed and agitated 
at being in the field beyond the fortifications. 

Again the battalion-commander in front said some- 



SEVASTOPOL 1 37 

thing. Again the officers spoke in whispera passing 
on the order, and the black wall, formed by the first 
company, suddenly sank out of sight. The order was 
to lie down. The second company also lay down and 
in lying down Pesth hurt his hand on a sharp prickle. 
Only the commander of the second company re¬ 
mained standing. His short figure brandishing a 
sword moved in front of the company and he spoke 
incessantly. 

‘Mind lads! Show them what you’re made of! 
Don’t fire, but give it them with the bayonet—the 
dogs!—when 1 cry “Hurrah!” Altogether,mind,that’s 
the thing! We’ll let them see who we arc. We won’t 
disgrace ourselves, eh lads? for our father the Tsar!' 

‘What’s your company-commander’s name?’ asked 
Pesth of a cadet lying near him. ‘How brave he is!’ 

‘Yes he always is, in action,’ answered the cadet. 
‘His name is Lisinkovski.’ 

Just then a flame suddenly flashed up right in front 
of the company, who were deafened by a resounding 
crash. High up in the air stones and splinters 
clattered. (Some fifty seconds later a stone tell from 
above and severed a soldier's leg.) It was a bomb 
fired from an elevated stand, and the fact that it 
reached the company showed that the French had 
noticed the column. 

‘You’re sending bombs, are you? Wait a bit till we 
get at you, then you’ll taste a three-edged Russian 
bayonet, damn you!’ said the company-commander 
so loud that the battahon-commander had to order 
him to hold his tongue and not make so much noise. 

After that die first company got up, then the second. 
They were ordered to fix bayonets and the battalion 
advanced. Pesth was in such a fright that he could not 
in the least make out how long it lasted, where he 
went, or who was who. He went on as if he were 
drunk. But suddenly a million fires flashed from all 
sides, and something whisded and clattered. He 
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shouted and ran somewhere, because everyone 
shouted and ran. Then he stumbled and fell over 
something, it was the company-commander, who 
had been wounded at the head of his company, and 
who taking the cadet for a Frenchman had seized him 
by the leg. Then when Pesth had freed his leg and 
got up, someone eke ran against him from behind in 
the dark and nearly knocked him down again. ‘Run 
him through! 1 someone else shouted. 'Why are you 
stopping?’ Then someone seized a bayonet and stuck 
it into something soft. 'Ah DuuV came a dreadful, 
piercing voice and Pesth only then understood that 
he had bayoneted a Frenchman. A cold sweat 
covered his whole body, he trembled as in a fever and 
threw down his musket. But this lasted only a moment, 
the thought immediately entered his head that he was 
a hero, lie again seized his musket, and shouting 
‘Hurrah 1 ’ ran with the crowd away from the dead 
Frenchman. Having run twenty paces he came to a 
trem h. Some of our men were there with the 
battalion-commander. 

‘And 1 have killed one 1 ’ said Pesth to the com¬ 
mander. 

“1 ou’re a line fellow, Baron!’ 


XII 

‘Do you know Piaskuklnn is killed?’ said Pesth, 
while accompanying Kalugin on his way home. 

‘Impossible!’ 

‘It is true. I saw him myself.’ 

‘Well, good-bye ... I must be off.’ 

‘This is capital!’ thought Kalugin, as he came to 
his lodgings. ‘It’s the first time 1 have had such luck 
when on duty. It’s first-rate. I am alive and well, 
and shall ceitainly get an excellent recommendation 
and am sure of a gold sabre. And I really have 
deserved it.’ 
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After reporting what was necessary to the General 
lie went to his room, where Prime thiltsm, long since 
returned, sat awaiting him, reading a* booh lie had 
found on Kalugin’s table. 

It was with extraordinary pleasure that Kalugin 
found himself safe at home again, and having put 
on his night-slurt and got into bed he gate (lullsm 
all the details ol the allair, telling them \crv naturally 
ftom a point of view where those details showed what 
a capable and brave oflicer he, Kalugin, was which 
it seems to me it was hardly necessary to allude to, 
since everybody knew it and had no tight 01 icason 
to question it, exii.pt perhaps the dei eased ( upturn 
Prusktikliin who, though he had lonsidrtid it an 
honour to walk arm in arm with Kalugin, had 
privately told a It lend only yesterday that though 
Kalugin was a fust-rate fi How , set. ’belwi en you and 
me, he was awfully disinclined logo to the bastions’). 

Praskuklun, who had been walking beside Mikhay¬ 
lov after Kalugin had slipped awav from Inin, had 
si arccly begun to revive a little on approai lung a sail 1 
place, than he suddenly saw a blight light Hash up 
behind him and heard the sentinel shout ‘Mortal!’ 
and a soldier walking behind him say: *'] hat \ c anting 
straight for the bastion 1 ' 

Mikhaylov looked round 'Die bright spot seemed 
to base stopped at its zenith, in the position wlmli 
makes it absolutely impossible to define its direction. 
But that only lasted a mormnt: the bomb, coming 
lastcr and faster, nearer and nearer, so that tin- sparks 
of its fuse were already visible and its fatal whistle 
audible,descended towards the ccritic of tiie battalion. 

T.te down!’ shouted someone. 

Mikhaylov and PiaskuUnn lay Hat on the ground. 
Praskukhin, closing his eyes, only heard the bomb 
crash down on the hard earth close by. A setond 
passed which seemed an hour: the bomb had not 
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exploded. Praskiikhin was afraid. Perhaps he had 
played the coward for nothing. Perhaps the bomb 
had fallen fat" away and it only seemed to him that 
its fuse was fizzing dose by. He opened his eyes and 
was pleased to see Mikhdylov lying immovable at his 
feet. But at that moment he caught sight of the glow¬ 
ing fuse of the bomb which was spinning on the 
ground not a yard off. Terror, cold terror excluding 
every other thought and feeling, seized his whole 
being. He covered his face with his hands. 

Another second passed—a second during which a 
whole world of feelings, thoughts, hopes, and memo¬ 
ries flashed before his imagination. 

‘Whom will it hit—Mikhaylov or me? Or both of 
us? And if it’s me, where? In the head? Then I’m 
done for. But if it’s the leg, they'll cut it off {I’ll 
certainly ask for chloroform) and I may survive. But 
perhaps only Mikhdylov will be hit. Then I will tell 
how we were going side by side and how he was killed 
and I was splashed with his blood. No, it’s nearer 
to me ... it will be I.’ 

'Then lie remembered the twelve rubles he owed 
Mikhaylov, remembered also a debt in Petersburg 
that should have been paid long ago, and the gipsy 
song lie had sung that evening. The woman he loved 
rose in his imagination wearing a cap with lilac 
ribbons. He remembered a man who had insulted 
him five years ago and whom he had not yet paid out. 
And yet, inseparable from all these and thousands of 
other recollections, the present thought, the expecta¬ 
tion of death, did not leave him for an instant. ‘Per¬ 
haps it won’t explode,’ and with desperate decision 
he resolved to open his eyes. But at that instant a red 
flame pierced through the still closed lids and some¬ 
thing struck him m the middle of his chest with a 
terrible crash. He jumped up and began to run, bu/ 
stumbling over the sabre that got between his legs 
he fell on his side. 
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‘Thank God, I’m only bruised!’ was his first 
thought, and he was about to touch his chest with his 
hand, but his arms seemed tied to his sides and he felt 
as if a vice were squeezing his head. Soldiers flitted 
past him and he counted them unconsciously: ‘One, 
two, three soldiers! And there’s an officer with his 
cloak tucked up,’ he thought. Then lightning flashed 
before his eyes and he wondered whether the shot was 
fired from a mortar or a cannon. ‘A cannon, prob¬ 
ably. And there’s another shot and here are more 
soldiers—five, six, seven soldiers. . . . They all pass 
by!’ He was suddenly seized with fear that they 
would crush him. He wished to shout that he was 
hurt, but his mouth was so dry that his tongue clove 
to the roof of his mouth and a terrible thirst tor¬ 
mented him. He felt a wetness about his chest and 
this sensation of being wet made him think ol water, 
and he longed to drink even this that made him feel 
wet. ‘I suppose 1 hit myself m falling and made 
myself bleed,’ thought he, and giving way more and 
more to fear lest the soldiers who kept flitting past 
might trample on him, he galhered all Ins slrcngth 
and tried to shout, ‘Take me with you!’ but instead 
of that he uttered such a terrible groan that the sound 
frightened him. Then some other red iires began 
dancing before his eyes ami it seemed to him that the 
soldiers put stones on him. 1 he fires danced less and 
less but the stones they put on him pressed more and 
more heavily. He made an effort to push oil the 
stones, stretched himself, and saw and heard and felt 
nothing more. He had been killed on the spot by 
a bomb-splinter in the middle of his chest. 

XIII 

When Mikhaylov dropped to the ground on seeing 
the bomb he too, like Praskukhin, lived through an 
infinitude of thoughts and feelings in the two seconds 
that elapsed before the bomb burst. He prayed 
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mentally and repeated, ‘Thy will be done.’ And at 
the same time he thought, ‘Why did I enter the army? 
And why ditf I join the infantry to take part in this 
campaign? Wouldn’t it have been better to have 
remained with the Uhlan tegiment at T— and spent 
my time with my friend Natasha? And now here 
I am . . and he began to count, ‘One, two, three, 
four,’ deriding that if the bomb burst at an even 
number he would live but it' at an odd number he 
would be killed. 'It is all over, I’m killed!' he thought 
when the bomb burst (he did not remember whether 
at an odd or even number) and he felt a blow and 
a cruel pain in his head. ‘Lord, forgive me my 
trespasses 1 ’ he muttered, folding his hands. He rose, 
but tell on his bark senseless. 

When he came to, his first sensations were that o! 
blood trickling down his nose, and the pain in his 
hrad wlui h had become much loss violent. ' ! bat’s the 
soul passing,’ he thought. ‘How will it be there ? 
Lord, receive my soul in peace 1 , . , Only it’s stiange,' 
thought he, ‘that while dying I should hear the steps 
of the sold lets and the sounds of the firing so distinctly.’ 

‘Bring stretchers! Eh, the Captain has been hit 1 ' 
shouted a voice above his head, which he recognized 
as the voice of the drummer Ignatyev. 

Someone took him by the shoulders. With an effoi t 
he opened his eyes and saw above him the sky, some 
groups of stars, and two bombs racing one another 
as they Hew over him. He saw Ignitycv, soldiers with 
stretchers and guns, the embankment, the trenches, 
and suddenly icalized that he was not yet m the 
other world. 

He had been slightly wounded in the head by a 
stone. His fust feeling was one almost of regret: he 
bad prepared himself so well and so calmly lo go 
there that the return to reality, with its bombs, 
stretchers, and blood, seemed unpleasant. The second 
feeling was unconscious joy at being alive, and the 
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third a wish to get away from the bastion as qmi kly 
as possible. The drummer tied a handkerchief round 
his commander's head and taking Ins arm led Inin 
towards the ambulance station. 

‘But why and whole am I going.” thought the 
lieutenant-captain when lie had loliected Ins senses. 

‘My duty is to remain with the company and not 
leave it behind—fspei iallv,’ whispiied a voice, ‘as it 
will soon be out of range of the guns.’ 

‘Don’t trouble about me, im lad.’ said lie, drawing 
his hand away from the attentive drummer. T won’t go 
to (he ambulance station: I’ll slay with the company 

And he turned back. 

‘It would be better to have it propit ly bandaged, 
your honour,’ said Ignatyev. ‘It’s unlv in the heat 
of the moment that it seems nothing. Mind it doisn’t 
get worse. . . . And just see what u.uut work it is 
here. . . . Really, your honour-’ 

Mikhaylov stood tor a moment undecided, and 
would probably have followed Ignatyev s advice had 
he not reflected how many severely wounded there 
must be at the ambulance station. ‘Perhaps ihc 
doctors will smile at my scratch,’ thought the 
lieutenant-captain, and in spite of the drummer s 
arguments he returned to lus company. 

‘And where is the ordiily oflner l’t.Lskukhin, who 
was with me?’ he asked when he met the ensign who 
was leading the company. 

‘I don’t know. Killed, 1 think,’ replied the ensign 
unwillingly. 

‘Killed? Or only wounded? How is it von don’t 
know? Wasn’t he going with us? And why didn’t you 
bring him away?’ 

‘How could we, under such a fire 5 ' 

‘But how could you do such a thing, Michael 
Ivinych?’ said Mikhaylov angrily. ‘How could you 
leave him supposing he is alive? Even if lie’s dead 
his body ought to have been brought away.’ 
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‘Alive indeed, when I tell you I went up and saw 
him myself!’ said the ensign. ‘Excuse me. . . . It’s 
hard enough to collect our own. There, those 
villains are at it again!’ he added. ‘They’re sending 
up cannon-balls now.’ 

MikhAylov sat down and lifted his hands to his head, 
which ached terribly when he moved. 

‘No, it is absolutely necessary to go back and fetch 
him,’ he said. ‘He may still be alive. It is our duly, 
Michael IvAnych.’ 

Michael IvAnych did not answer. 

‘O Lord! Just because he didn’t bring him in at 
the time, soldiers will have to be sent back alone now 
. . . and yet can I possibly send them under this 
terrible fire? They may be killed for nothing,’ thought 
MikhAylov. 

‘Lads! Someone will have to go back to fetch the 
officer who was wounded out there in the ditch,' said 
he, not very loudly or peremptorily, for he felt how 
unpleasant it would be for the soldiers to execute this 
order. And he was right. Since he had not named 
any one in particular no one came forward to obey 
the order. 

‘And after all he may be dead already. It isn’t 
worth exposing men uselessly to such danger. It’s 
all my fault, I ought to have seen to it. I’ll go back 
myself and find out whether he is alive. It is my duty,’ 
said MikhAylov to himself. 

‘Michael IvAnych, you lead the company, I’ll catch 
you up,’ said he, and holding up his cloak with one 
hand while with the other he kept touclung a small 
icon of St. Metrophanes that hung round his neck and 
in which he had great faith, he ran quickly along the 
trench. 

Having convinced himself that Praskiikhin was 
dead he dragged himself back panting, holding the 
bandage that had slipped on his head, which was 
beginning to ache very badly. When he overtook the 
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battalion it was already at the foot of the hill and 
almost beyond the range of the shots. I say ‘almost’, 
for a stray bomb reached even here now and then. 

‘To-morrow I had better go and be entered at the 
ambulance station,’ thought the lieutenant-captain, 
while a medical assistant, who had turned up, was 
bandaging his head. 

XIV 

Hundreds of bodies, which a couple of hours before 
had been men full of various lofty or trivial hopes and 
wishes, were lying with fresh bloodstains on their 
stiffened limbs in the dewy, flowery vallcv which 
separated the bastions from the trenches and on the 
smooth floor of the mortuary chapel in Sevastopol. 
Hundreds of men with curses or prayers on their 
parched lips, crawled, writhed, and groaned, some 
among the dead in the flowery valley, some on 
stretchers, or beds, or on the blood-stained floor of the 
ambulance station. Yet the dawn broke behind the 
Sapiin hill, the twinkling stars grew pale and the white 
mists spread from the dark roaring sea just as on 
other days, and the rosy morning glow lit up the east, 
long streaks of red clouds spread along the pale-blue 
horizon, and just as m the old days the sun rose in 
power and glory, promising joy, love, and happiness 
to all the awakening world. 

XV 

Next evening the Chasseurs’ band was again playing 
on the boulevard, and officers, cadets, soldiers, and 
young women, again promenaded round the pavilion 
and along the side-walks under the acacias with their 
sweet-scented white blossoms. 

Kalugin was walking arm in arm with Prince 
Galtsin and a colonel near the pavilion and talking 
of last night’s affair. The main theme of their con¬ 
versation, as usual in such cases, was not the affair 
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itself, but the part each of the speakers had taken in 
it. Their faces and the tone of their voices were 
serious, almqst sorrow lul, as if the losses of the night 
had touched and saddened them all. But to tell the 
truth, as none of them had lost any one very dear to 
him, this soirowful expression was only an official one 
they considered it their duty to exhibit. 

Kalugin and the colonel in fact, though they were 
first-rate fellows, were ready to see such an affair 
every day if they could gam a gold sword and be 
made major-general each time. It is ail very well to 
call some conqueror a monster because he destroys 
millions to gratify his ambition, but go and ask any 
Ensign Petrushev or Sub-Lieutenant Antonov on their 
conscience, and you will find that everyone of us is 
a little Napoleon, a petty monster ready to start a 
battle and kill a hundred men merely to get an extra 
medal or one-third additional pay. 

‘No, I beg your pardon,’ said the colonel. ‘It began 
first on the left side. 1 was there myself.’ 

‘Well, perhaps,’ said Kalugin. ‘1 spent more time 
on the right. I went there twice: first to look for the 
General, and then just to see the lodgements. It was 
hot there, I can tell you!’ 

‘Kalugin ought to know,’ said Galtsin. ‘By the way, 
V— told me (o-day that you are a tiump-’ 

‘But the losses, the fosses are terrible!’ said the 
colonel. ‘In my tcgiment we had four hundred 
casualties. It is astonishing that I'm still alive.’ 

Just then tile figure of Mikhaylov, with his head 
bandaged, appeared at the end of the boulevard 
walking towards these gentlemen. 

‘What, are you wounded, Captain?’ said Kalugin. 

‘Yes, slightly, with a stone,’ answered Mikhdylov. 

‘Est-cc qve le pavilion est baissi dejd asked Prince 
GAltsin, glancing at the lieutenant-captain’s cap and 
not addressing anyone in particular. 

1 'Is the flag (of truce) lowered already?’ 



SEVASTOPOL 


'47 

'Non, pas encore,'' answered MikliAylov, wishing to 
show that he understood and spoke French. 

‘Do you mean to say the true e still continues?’ said 
Galtsin, politely addressing Inm in Russian and there¬ 
by (so it seemed to the lieutenant-captain) suggesting: 
‘It must no doubt be difficult lor vou to Inue to speak 
French, so hadn’t we better simply . . and with that 
the adjutants went away The lieutenant-captain 
again Celt exceedingly lonelv. just as he had done the 
day before. After bowing to various people- some 
of whom he did not wish and some of whom he did 
not venture to join—he sat down near the Ka/Arski 
monument and smoked a cigaielte. 

Baron l’isth also turned up on the boulevard He 
mentioned that he had been at the pailcv and had 
spoken to the French oflicers. Auoidmg to lus 
account one of them had said to lnnr 'S'll n'avmt pas 
Jati clair encore pendant me demi-heure, les ambuscades 
auraient He reprises ,' 1 and he replied, 'Monsieur, je ne 
dis pas non, pour ne pas foils dormer un dementi,'' and he 
told how pat it had come out, and so on. 

But though hr had lx on at the paries he had not 
really managed to say anvtlnng m partii ular, though 
he much wished to speak with the Frenih (‘for it’s 
awfully jolly to speak to those fellows’). He had 
paced up and down the line for a long time asking 
the Frenchmen near him: 'lie quel regiment ites-vous? * 
and had got Ins answer and nothing more. When he 
went too far beyond the line, the French sentry, not 
suspecting that 'that soldier’ knew Freni li, abused 
him in the thud person singular: ‘II vicnl tegarder nos 
travaux, ce sacre -in consequence of winch Cadet 

1 ‘,No, not > et.‘ 

1 ‘Had it remained dark for another half-hour, the 
ambuscades would have been recaptured.’ 

' ‘Sir, I will not say no, lest I give you the lie.’ 

* ‘What regiment do you belong to 3 ’ 

1 ‘He’s come to look at our works, the confounded- 
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Baron Pesth, finding nothing more to interest him at 
the parley, rode home, and on his way back composed 
the French phrases he now repeated. 

On the boulevard was Captain Zobov talking very 
loud, and Captain Obzhbgov, the artillery captain 
who never curried favour with anyone, was there too, 
in a dishevelled condition, and also the cadet who 
was always fortunate in his love affairs, and all the 
same people as yesterday, with the same motives as 
always. Only Praskukhin, Nefdrdov, and a few more 
were missing, and hardly anyone now remembered 
or thought of them, though there had not yet been 
time for their bodies to be washed, laid out, and put 
into the ground. 

XVI 

White flags are hung out on our bastions and on 
the French benches, and in the flowery valley between 
them lie heaps of mangled corpses without boots, 
some clad in blue and others in grey, which workmen 
arc removing and piling onto carts. The air is filled 
with the smell of decaying flesh. Crowds of people 
have poured out from Sevastopol and from the 
French camp to see the sight, and with eager and 
friendly curiosity draw near to one another. 

Iasten to what these people are saying. 

Here, in a circle of Russians and Fienchmen who 
have collected round him, a young officer, who speaks 
French badly but sufficiently to be understood, is 
examining a guardsman’s pouch. 

‘Eh sussy, poor quah se waso hi ?' 1 

‘Parce que c’esl mu gibemt d’un rigirrunt it la gardt, 
monsieur, qui porte I'aigle imperial ? 1 

‘Eh voo dt la guard ?’ 1 

1 ‘And what is this tied bird for?' 

1 ‘Because this is a cartridge pouch of a guard regiment, 
monsieur, and bears the Imperial eagle.' 

1 ‘And do you belong to the Guards?' 
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‘Pardon, monsieur, du 6~ im4 de ligne .' 1 

‘Eh sussy oo ashlay ?'' pointing to a cigarette-holder 
of yellow wood, in which the Frenchman is smoking 
a cigarette. 

‘A Balaclava, monsieur. C'est tout simple en bois de 
palme.'' 

‘Jolt,'* says the officer, guided in his remarks not 
so much by what he wants to say as by the French 
words he happens to know. 

‘Si vous voulez bten gardes cela comme souvenir de cette 
rencontre, vous m’obhgerez.'' 

And the polite Frenchman puts out his cigarette 
and presents the holder to the ollirer with a slight 
bow. The olhcer gives him lus, and all present, both 
French and Russian, smile and seem pleased. 

Here is a bold infantryman in a pink shirt with 
his cloak thrown over his shoulders, accompanied by 
other soldiers standing near him wath their hands 
folded behind their backs and with merry inquisitive 
faces. He has approached a Frenchman and asked 
for a light for his pipe. The Frenchman draws at and 
stirs up the tobacco in his own short pipe and shakes 
a light into that of the Russian. 

'Tabac boon?' says the soldier in the pink shirt, and 
the spectators smile. ‘Out, bon tabac, tabac lure,' says 
the Frenchman. ‘Chez vous autres tabac—Husse ? Bon ?'* 

'Roos boon,' says the soldier in the pink shirt while 
the onlookers shake with laughter. 'Fransay not boon. 
Bongjour, mossier!’, and having let off his whole stock 

1 ‘No, monsieur, to the 6th regiment of the line.’ 

1 ‘And where did you buy this?’ 

1 ’At Balaclava, monsieur. It’s only made of palm 
wood.’ 4 ‘Pretty.’ 

’ ’If you will be so good as to keep it as a souvenir of 
this meeting you will do me a favour.’ 

* ‘Yes, good tobacco, Turkish tobacco . . . You others 
have Russian tobacco. Is it good?’ 
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of French at once, he slaps the Frenchman on the 
stomach and laughs. 'The French also laugh. 

{ Ils ne sont pss jolts ces b - de Russes , 1 2 says a Zoua\e 

among the French. 

'‘De qum est-ce quils rient done ?' 1 says another with an 
Italian accent, a dark man, coming up to our men. 

‘Coat boon ,’ says the cheeky soldier, examining the 
embroidery of the Zouave’s coat, and eveiybody 
laughs again. 

W<? sors pas de (a hgne , d vos places , sacrenom /’ 3 4 5 6 7 cries 
a French coipoial, and the soldiers separate with 
evident reluctance. 

And here, in the midst of a gioup of French officers, 
one of our young cavalty ofheers is gushing. Thev 
are talking about some Count Sa/bnov, 'que fai 
beaucoup comm , monsieur says a Frencli officer with 
only one epaulette' — cest un de ces vrais comtes russes , 
comme nous les aimonsD 

'll y a un Sazonojf ,’ que fai cornu* says the cavalry 
officer, ‘man tl nest pas comte , d moms que je sac he , un 
petit brun de voire age d peu prh.'* 

‘ C'est c a , monsieur , e'est lui. Oh ! que je vuudrais le voir , 
ce cher comte. Si votes le voyez. je votes pne bieti de lui fane 
mes compliments — Capitaine La tour, )b he said, bowing. 

‘ N'cst-ie pas terrible la triste besogne que notes jaisons? 
(la chaujjait cette nuit y riest-ce pas ?' 1 said the cavalry 

1 ‘They are not handsome, these d —— Russians.’ 

2 ‘What are thc\ laughing about'” 

3 ‘Don’t leave your ranks. To vour places, damn it!’ 

4 ‘Whom I knew very intimately, monsieur. He is one 
of those real Russian counts of whom we are so fond.’ 

5 ‘I am acquainted with a Sazdnov, but he is not a count, 
as far as I know—a small dark man, of about vour age ’ 

6 ‘Just so, monsieur, that is he. Oh, how I should like 
to meet the dear count. If you should see him, please be 
so kind as to give him my compliments—Captain Latour.’ 

7 ‘Isn’t it terrible, this sad duty we are engaged in? It 
was warm work last night, wasn’t it?’ 
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officer, wishing to maintain the conversation and 
pointing to the corpses. 

‘Oh, monsieur, c'est ajfreux! Mau quelb gatllards vos 
soldals, quels gaillards 1 C'est lot plaisir que de se battre awe 
des halliards comme eux."' 

'll Jaut avouer que les vStres tu si mouchent pas du pied 
non plus ,’ 2 said the cavalry officer, Lowing and imagin¬ 
ing himself' very agreeable. 

But enough. 

Let us rather look at this ten-year-old boy in an 
old cap (probably his father's), with shoes on his 
stockingless feet and nankeen trousers held up by 
one brace. At the- very beginning of the tnn r he came 
over the entrenchments, and lias been walking about 
the valley ever since, looking with dull curiositv at the 
french and at the corpses that he on the ground and 
gathering the blue flowers with which the valley is 
strewn. Returning home with a large bunch of 
flowers he holds his nose to escape the smell that is 
borne towards him by the wind, and stopping near 
a heap of corpses gazes for a long time at a terrible 
headless bodv that lies nearest to him. After standing 
there some time he draws nearer and touches with 
his foot the stiff outstretched arm of the corpse. 1 iie 
arm trembles a little. He touches it again more 
boldly; it moves and falls back to its old position. 
I he boy gives a sudden scream, hides his face in his 
flowers, and runs towards the fortifications as fast as 
his legs can carry him. 

Yes, there are white flags on the bastions and the 
trenches but the flowery valley is covered with dead 
bodies. The glorious sun is sinking towards the bkie 
sea, and the undulating blue sea glitters in the golden 

1 ‘Ah, monsieur, it is terrible! But what fine fellows your 
men are, what fine fellows! It is a pleasure to fight with 
such fellows’’ 

2 ‘It must be admitted that yours are no fools either.’ 
(Literally, ‘don’t wipe their noses with their fret’ ) 
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light. Thousands of people crowd together, look at, 
speak to, and smile at one another. And these people 
—Christians professing the one great law of love and 
self-sacrifice—on seeing what they have done do not 
at once fall repentant on their knees before Him who 
has given them life and laid in the soul of each a fear 
of death and a love of the good and the beautiful, and 
do not embrace like brothers with tears of joy and 
gladness. 

The white flags are lowered, the engines of death 
and suffering are sounding again, innocent blood is 
flowing and the air is filled with moans and curses. 

There, I have said what I wished to say this time. 
But I am seized by an oppressive doubt. Perhaps I 
ought to have left it unsaid. What I have said perhaps 
belongs to that class of evil truths that he uncon¬ 
sciously hidden in the soul of each man and should 
not be uttered lest they become harmful, as the dregs 
in a bottle must not be disturbed for fear of spoiling 
the wine. . . . 

Where in this tale is the evil that should be avoided, 
and where the good that should be imitated? Who 
is the villain and who the hero of the story? All are 
good and all are bad. 

Not Kalugin, with his brilliant courage —bravoure de 
gentilhommt— and the vanity that influences all his 
actions, not Praskukhin, the empty harmless fellow 
(though he fell in battle for faith, throne, and father- 
land), not Mikhaylov with his shyness, nor Pesth, 
a child without firm principles or convictions, can be 
either the villain or the hero of the tale. 

The hero of my tale—whom I love with all the 
power of my soul, whom I have tried to portray in 
all his beauty, who has been, is, and will be beautiful 
—is Truth. 



SEVASTOPOL IN AUGUST 1855 
I 

Towards the end of August, through the hot thick 
dust of the rocky and hilly highway between Duvanka' 
and Bakhchisariy, an officer’s vehicle was slowly 
toiling towards Sevastopol (that peculiar kind of 
vehicle you never meet anywhere else—something 
between a Jewish bntzka, a Russian cart, and a basket). 

In the front of the trap, pulling at the reins, 
squatted an orderly in a nankeen coat and wearing 
a cap, now quite limp, that had once belonged to an 
ofliicr: behind, on bundles and bales covered with 
a soldier’s overcoat, sat an infantry officer in a summer 
cloak. The officer, as far as one could judge while he 
was sitting, was not tall but very broad and massive, 
not across the shoulders so much as from bark to 
chest. His neck and the back of his head were much 
developed and very solid. He had no waist, and yet 
his body did not appear to be stout in that part: on 
the contrary he was rather lean, especially m the fare, 
which was burnt to an unwholesome yellow. He 
would have been good-looking had it not been for 
a certain puffiness and the broad soft wrinkles, not 
due to age, that blurred the outlines of his features, 
making them seem larger and giving the face a general 
look of coarseness and lack of freshness. His small eyes 
were hazel, with a daring and even insolent expression: 
he had very thick but not wide moustaches the endj 
of which were bitten off, and his chin and especially 
his jaws were covered with an exceedingly strong, 
thick, black stubble of two days’ growth. 

This officer had been wounded in the head by a 
bomb splinter on to May* and still wore a bandage, 

1 The last posUng-station north of Sevastopol. L. I. 

* There were a series of desperate night conflicts on the 
9 to 11 May o.s. (at to 33 May nj.) 
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but having felt well again for the past week, he had left 
the hospital at Simferopol and was now on his way to 
rejoin his regiment stationed somewhere m thedirection 
of the firing—but whether m Sevastopol itself, on the 
North Side, or at Inkeiman, no one had yet been able 
to tell bun for certain. The sound of frequent fil ing, 
especially at times when no hills intercepted it and the 
wind carried it this way, was already very distinct and 
seemed quite near. Now an explosion shook the air 
and made one start involuntarily, now less violent 
sounds followed one another in quick succession like 
the roll of drums, broken now and then by a start¬ 
ling boom, and now again all these sounds mingled 
into a kind of rolling crash, like peals of thunder when 
a storm is raging in all its fury and rain has just begun 
to fall in torrents. Everyone was remarking (and one 
could moreover hear for oneself) that a terrific bom¬ 
bardment was going on. The officer kept telling his 
ordeily to drive faster; he seemed in a hurry to get to 
his destination. They met a train of Russian peasant- 
carts that had taken provisions to Sevastopol and were 
now returning laden with sick and wounded soldiers 
in grey uniforms, sailors in black cloaks, volunteers 
with red lozes on their heads, and bearded militiamen 
The officer's tiap had to stand still in the thick motion¬ 
less cloud ol dust raised by this train of carts and. 
frowning and blinking at the dust that filled his eyes, 
he sat looking at the laces of the sick and wounded as 
they drove past. 

'There's a soldier of our company—that one who is 
so weak!’ said the orderly, turning to Ins master and 
pointing to a cart laden with wounded nn-n which had 
just come up to them. 

A bearded Russian m a felt hat sat sideways in the 
front ol the cart plaiting the lash of a whip, the handle 
of which he held to Ins side with his elbow. Behind 
him in the cart five or six soldiers were being jolted 
along, some lying and some sitting in different posi- 
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tiora. One with a bandaged arm and Ins cloak thrown 
loosely over his very dirty shirt, though lie looked pale 
and thin, sat uptight in the middle of »hc r.ut and 
raised his hand as it to salute the ollkcr, but piobably 
remembering that he was wounded, pi (-tended that 
he only meant to scratch Ins head IS, side him on the 
bottom of the cart lay a man ol whom all that was 
visible was his two hands holding on to the sides ol the 
cart and Ins lifted knees swaying to and Iro like lags 
A third, whose fate was swollen and who had a 
soldier’s cap stuck on the top ol Ins bandaged head, 
sat on the side of the cart with ins legs hanging down 
over the wheel, and, resting Ins dhows on Ins knees, 
seemed to be do/mg The olluer addiesscd ium 
‘Dol/.lmikov!’ he cried. 

‘Uriel’ answered the soldier, opening Ins ryes and 
taking off his cap and speaking m sudi a deep and 
abrupt bass that it sounded as il twenty soldiers had 
shouted all together. 

‘When were sou wound,d, lad?’ 

1 lie soldier's leaden eses with their swollen hds 
brightened. He hud evidently trcogniml his ullnri 

‘Good-day, your honour!' said lie m the same 
abrupt bass. 

‘When is sour regiment station, d now J ‘ 

‘In Sevastopol We woe going to move on Wednes¬ 
day, your honour!’ 

‘Where to?’ 

‘Don’t know, your honour—to the North Side, 
maybe. . . . Now they’re tiring right across, sour 
honour!’ he added in a long-diawn tone, ripla, mg 
his cap. ‘Mostly bombs—they reach us right across 
tlie bay. He's gismg it us asvlul hot now . 

What the soldier said further could not be heard, 
but the expression of ius fare and his pose showed 
that his words, spoken with the bitterness of one 
suffeung, were not reassuring. 

The olliccr in the trap, Lieutenant Kozellsdv, was 
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not an ordinary type of man. He was not one of 
those who live and act this way or that because others 
live and ac* so: he did what he chose, and others 
followed his example and felt sure it was right. He 
was by nature endowed with many minor gifts: he 
sang well, played the guitar, talked to the point, and 
wrote very easily (especially official papers—a knack 
for writing which he had acquired when he was 
adjutant of his battalion), but his most remarkable 
characteristic was his ambitious energy, which though 
chiefly founded on those same minor talents was in 
itself a marked and striking feature. He had ambition 
of a kind most frequently found among men and 
especially in military circles, and this had become so 
much a part of his life that lie could imagine no other 
course than to lead or to perish. Ambition was at the 
root of his innermost impulses and even in his private 
thoughts he liked to put himself first when he com¬ 
pared himself with others. 

'It’s likely I should pay attention to the chatter 
of a private!’ he muttered, with a feeling of heaviness 
and apathy at heart and a certain dimness of thought 
left by the sight of the convoy of wounded men and 
the words of the soldier, enforced as they were by 
the sounds of the cannonade. 

‘Funny fellow, that soldier! Now then, Nikol&ev, 
get on! ... Are you asleep?’ he added rather fretfully 
as he arranged the skirt of his cloak. 

Nikolhev jerked the reins, clicked his tongue, and 
the trap rolled on at a trot. 

'We’ll only stop just to feed the hone, and then go 
on at once, to-night,’ said the officer. 

II 

When he was entering what was left of a street of 
ruined stone Tartar houses in Duvinka, Lieutenant 
Kozelts6v was stopped by a convoy of bombs and 
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cannon-balls on its way to Sevastopol, that blocked 
the road. 

Two infantrymen sat on the stones of 4 ruined wall 
amid a cloud of dust, eating a water-melon and some 
bread. 

‘Going far, comrade?’ asked one of them, with his 
mouth full of bread, as another soldier with a little 
bag on his back stopped beside them. 

'Going to join our regiment,’ answered the soldier, 
looking past the water-melon and readjusting his bag. 
‘We’ve been nearly three weeks in the province look¬ 
ing for hay for our company, and now we’ve all been 
recalled, but we don’t know where the regiment is. 
Some say it crossed to the Koribelnaya last week. 
Perhaps you have heard, friends?’ 

‘In the town, mate. It’s quartered in the town,’ 
muttered the other, an old convoy soldier who was 
digging a clasp-knife into an unripe, whitish water¬ 
melon. ‘We only left there ibis afternoon fit’s so 
awful there, mate, you’d lietter not go, but fall down 
here somewhere among the hay and lie there for a 
day or two!]’ 

‘What do you mean, friend?’ 

‘Why, can’t you hear? They’re firing from all sides 
to-day, there’s not a place left whole. As for the likes 
of us as has been killed—there’s no counting ’em!’ 
And making an expressive gesture with his hand, the 
speaker set his cap straight. 

The soldier who had stopped shook his head 
thoughtfully and clicked his tongue, then lie took a 
pipe out of the leg of his boot, and not filling it but 
merely loosening the scorched tobacco in it, he lit 
a bit of tinder at the pipe of one of the others. Then 
he raised his cap and said: 

‘One can’t get away from God, friends! Good-bye.’ 
And straightening his bag with a jerk he went his way. 

‘It would be far better to wait!’ the man who was 
digging into the water-melon said with conviction. 
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‘It can’t be helped!’ muttered the newcomer, as 
he squeezed between the wheels of the crowded 
carts. [‘It seems I too must buy a water-melon for 
my supper. Just think what people are saying!’] 

Ill 

The pos(-station was full of people when Kozeltsov 
drove up. The first one he met in the porch was a very 
thin young man, the superintendent, bickering with 
two ollirers who were following him. 

‘It’s not only three days you’ll have to wait but 
maybe ten. . . . Even generals have to wait, my good 
sir!’ said the superintendent, evidently wishing to 
hurt the travellers’ feelings. ‘I can’t hitch myself to 
a cart for you, can I?’ 

‘Then don’t give horses to anyone, if you have 
none! Why did you give them to that lackey with 
the baggage?’ shouted the elder of the olliccrs, who 
had a tumbler of tea in his hand. 

‘Just consider a moment, Mr. Superintendent,’ said 
the other, a very young officer, hesitatingly. ‘We 
are not going lor our own pleasure. You see, we are 
evidently wanted there, since we have been sum¬ 
moned. I shall really have to report it to the general. 
It will never do, you know. ... It seems you don't 
respect an ollii ci’s position.’ 

But the elder man interrupted him crossly. ‘You 
always spoil everything! You only hinder me . . . 
a man has to know how to speak to these people. 

There you see, he has lost all respect_Horses, I say, 

this very minute!’ 

'Willingly, my dear sir, but where am I to get them 
from?’ 

The superintendent was silent for a few minutes. 
Then he suddenly Bared up and waving his arms 
began: 

‘I know it all very well, my dear sir, and fully 
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understand it, but what am I to do? You give me 
but’ (a ray of hope showed itself on the faces of the 
ollicers) . . . ‘let me but hold out to th» end of the 
month, and I’ll stay here no longer. I’d rather go to 
die Malakhov Hill than remain here, I swear I would! 
Let them do what they please. Theie's not a single 
sound vehicle left in the whole plate, and it’s the 
third day the horses haven’t had a wisp of hay.’ And 
the superintendent disappeared through the gate. 

Kozeltsdv entered the room together with the 
officer;. 

‘Well,’ said the elder calmly to the younger, though 
the moment before he had seemed quite beside him¬ 
self, ‘we've been tlnee months on the road already 
anti ran wait a bit longer. No matter, we’ll get there 
soon enough!’ 

The <inl\', smoky room was so lull of olliters and 
trunks that Ko/eltsbv had some difficulty m finding 
a seat on the window-sill. While observing the lares 
and listening to the conversation ot the others he began 
lolling himself a cigarette. To the right ol the door 
sat the print ipal group round a < looked, greasy table 
on which stood tw r o samovars with verdigus showing 
on them here and there, and with sugar spread on 
various bus of paper. A young obiter who had not 
>et grovsn a moustache, in a new, quilled Caucasian 
coat which had certainly been made out of a woman’s 
dressing-gown, was filling a teapot, and there were 
four other equally young officers in dilfertrit parts of 
the room. One of them lay asleep on the sola with a 
fur coat of some kind rolled up under ins head; 
another was standing at the table rutting up some 
roast mutton for a one-armed officer who sat there, 
lwo officers, one in an adjutant’s rloak, the other 
in infantry uniform made of fine cloth and with 
a satchel across Ins shoulders, were sitting by the 
stove, and from the way they looked at the others 
and the manner in which the one with the satchel 
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smoked his cigar, it was plain that they were not 
officers of the hne and were glad they were not. Their 
manner did not show contempt so much as a certain 
calm self-satisfaction founded partly on money and 
partly on intimacy with generals—a consciousness of 
superiority extending even to a desire to conceal it. 
Then there was a thick-lipped young doctor and an 
artillery officer who looked like a German—these 
were sitting on the sofa almost on the feet of the 
sleeping officer, counting money. There were also 
several orderlies, some dozing, othere near the door 
busy with bundles and portmanteaux. Among all 
these people Kozeltsdv did not recognize a single 
acquaintance, but he listened with interest to their 
conversation. He liked the young officers who, as he 
at once concluded from their appearance, had come 
straight from the Cadet College; they reminded him 
of the fart that his brother, who was coming straight 
from the College too, ought to reach one of the 
batteries in Sevastopol in a few days’ time. But he 
did not like the officer with the satchel, whose face 
he had seen somewhere before—everything about him 
seemed insolent and repellent. ‘We’ll put him down 
if he ventures to sav anything!’ he thought, and he 
even moved from the window to the stove and sat 
down there. Belonging to a line regiment and being 
a good officer, he had a general dislike for those ‘on 
the Staff’, and such he at once recognized these 
officers to be. 


IV 

‘I say, isn’t it an awful nuisance that being so 
near we can’t get there?’ said one of the young officers. 
‘There may be an action to-day and we shan’t be in it.’ 

The high-pitched voice and the fresh rosy spots 
which appeared on his face betrayed the charming 
youthful bashfuiness of one in constant fear of not 
saying the right thing. 
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The officer who had lost an arm looked at him with 
a smile. 

'You’ll get there soon enough, behave me,' he 
said. 

The young officer looked respectfully at the crippled 
man, whose emaciated face suddenly lit up with a 
smile, and then silently turned tns attention to making 
his tea. And really the fare, the attitude, and especi¬ 
ally the empty sleeve of the officer expressed a kind of 
calm indifference that seemed to say in reply to every 
word and action: ‘Yes, all that is admirable, but 
1 know it all, and can do it all if only 1 wish to.' 

‘Well, and how shall we decide it?’ the young officer 
began again, turning to his comrade in the Caucasian 
coat. ‘Shall we stay the night here or go on with our 
own horse?’ 

His comrade decided to stay. 

’Just fancy, Captain,’ continued the one who was 
making the tea, addressing the one-armed officer and 
handing him a knife he had dropped, ‘we arc told 
that horses were awfully dear in Sevastopol, so we 
two bought one together in Simferopol.’ 

‘I expect they made you pay a stiff price.’ 

‘I really don’t know, Captain. We paid ninety 
rubles for it with the trap. Is that very much?’ he 
said, turning to the company in general, including 
Kozeltsbv, who was looking at him. 

‘It’s not much if it’s a young horse,’ said Kozeltsov. 

‘You think not? . . . And we were told it was too 
much. Only it limps a bit, but that will pass. We 
were told it’s strong.’ 

‘What Cadet College were you at?’ asked Kozeltsov, 
who wished to get news of his brother. 

‘We are now from the Nobles’ Regiment. There are 
six of us and we are all going to Sevastopol—by our 
own desire,’ said the talkative young officer. ‘Only 
we don’t know where our battery is. Some say it is 
Sevastopol, but those fellows there say it's in Odessa.’ 
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‘Couldn’t you have found out in Simferdpol?’ asked 
Kozeltsov. 

They dicin’t know. . . . Only think, one of nui 
comrades went to the Chancellery there and got 
nothing but rudeness. Just think how unpleasant! 
Would you like a ready-made cigarette?’ he said tc 
the one-armed officer who was trying to get out In: 
cigar-case. 

He attended to this officer’s wants with a kind of 
servile enthusiasm. 

‘And are you from Sevastopol too?’ he continued. 
‘How wonderful it is! How ail of us in Petersburg used 
to think about you all and all our heroes!’ he said, 
addressing Kozcltsdv with respect and kindly affection. 

‘Well then, you may find that you have to go back?' 
asked the lieutenant. 

‘That’s just vs hat we are afraid of. Just fancy, when 
we had bought the horse and got all we needed—a 
coffee-pot with a spirit-lamp and other necessary 
little tilings—we had no money left at all,’ he said in 
a low tone, glancing at his comrade, ‘so that if we have 
to return we don’t at all know how we are to manage.’ 

‘Didn’t you receive your travelling allowance, 
then?’ asked Kozeltsov. 

‘No,’ answered the young officer in a whisper, ‘they 
promised to give it us here.’ 

‘Have you the certificate?’ 

‘I know that a certificate is the principal thing. 
Out when I was in Moscow, a senator—lie’s my uncle 
and I was at Ins house—told me they would give it 
to me here, or else he would have given it me himself. 
But will they give me one in Sevastopol?’ 

‘Certainly they will.’ 

‘Yes, I think so too,’ said the lad in a tone which 
showed that, having asked the same question at some 
thirty other post-stations and having everywhere 
received different answers, he did not now quite 
believe anyone. 



SEVASTOPOL 163 

V 

(Previously suppressed by the Censor) 

[‘How ran they help giving it?’ suddenly remarked 
the ofli< er who had quarrelled with the station-master 
on the porrh and had now appi<»a<h<d the speakers, 
addressing himself partly to the Mall-officers who were 
sitting near by, as to listeneis more worthy of atten¬ 
tion ‘Why, 1 myself wanted to join the active army 
just as these gentlemen do 1 ev« 11 gave up a splendid 
post and asked to be sent right into Sevastopol. And 
they gave me nothing but a bundled and thirtv-six 
rubles for post-horses from Petersburg and 1 have 
already spent more than a hunched and fifty rubles 
of my own money. Onlv think of it' It’s onlv right 
hundred versts and this is the third month we have 
been on the wav. 1 have been travelling with these 
gentlemen here for two months. A good thing 1 had 
money of mv own, but suppose 1 hadn’t had any ? ’ 

The third month? Is it possible'*’ someone asked. 

‘Yes, and what can one do 1 *’ the speaker continued. 
‘You sec if I had not wanted to go I would not have 
volunteered and left a good post, so I haven’t been 
stopping at places on the road l>ecause I was afraid. 

. . . It was just impossible, l or instance I lived a fort¬ 
night in Pcrekbp, and the station-master wouldn’t 
even speak to me. . . . “Go when you like; here are 
a whole pile of requisition forms for couriers alone.”... 
It must be my fate. . . . You sec I want—but it’s just 
my fate. It’s not because there’s a bombardment 
going on, but it evidently makes no differenc e whether 
one hurries or not—and yet how I should like. . . 

The officer was at such pains to explain his delays 
and seemed so keen to vindicate himself that it 
involuntarily occurred to one that he was afraid. 
This was still more evident when he began to ask 
where his regiment was, and whether it was dangerous 
there. He even grew’ pale and his voice faltered when 
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the one-armed officer, who belonged to the same 
regiment, told him that during those last two days 
they had lost seventeen officers. 

In fact this officer was just then a thorough coward, 
though six months previously he had been very 
different. A change had come over him which many 
others experienced both before and after him. He 
had had an excellent and quiet post in one of our 
provincial towns in which there is a Cadet College, 
but reading in the papers and in private letters of the 
heroic deeds performed at Sevastopol by his former 
comrades, he was suddenly inspired by ambition and 
still more by patriotic heroism. 

He sacrificed much to this feeling: his well-estab¬ 
lished position, his little home with its comfortable 
furniture painstakingly acquired by five yean’ effort, 
his acquaintances, and his hopes of making a good 
marriage. He threw all this up, and in February 
already had volunteered for active service, dreaming 
of deathless honours and of a general’s epaulettes. 
Two months after he had sent in his application he 
received an official inquiry whether he would require 
assistance from the government. He replied in the 
negative, and continued to wait patiently for an 
appointment, though his patriotic ardour had had 
time to cool considerably during those eight weeks. 
After another two months he received an inquiry as 
to whether he belonged to a Freemasons’ Lodge, 1 and 
other similar questions, and having replied in the 
negative, he at last, in the fifth month, received his 
appointment. But all that time his friends, and still 
more that subconscious feeling which always awakens 

' A number of Freemasons were involved in the Decem¬ 
brist mutiny in 1825, when Nicholas I ascended the throne. 
He was consequently very suspicious of that organisation, 
which at the time of the Crimean War was prohibited in 
Russia. The inquiry made would therefore be offensive to 
a loyal and patriotic volunteer. 
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at any change in one's position, had had time to 
convince him that he was committing an act of 
extreme folly by entering the active armt. And when 
he found himself alone, with a dry throat and his face 
covered with dust, at the first post-station—where he 
met a courier from Sevastopol who told him of the 
horrors of the war, and where he had to spend twelve 
hours waiting for relay horses—he quite repented of 
his thoughtlessness, reflecting with vague horror on 
what awaited him, and without realizing it continued 
on his way as to a sacrifice. This feeling constantly 
increased during his three months’ travelling from 
station to station, at which he always had to wait and 
where he met officers returning from Sevastopol with 
dreadful stories, and at last this poor officer—from 
being a hero prepared for desperate deeds, as in the 
provincial town he had imagined himself to be— 
arrived in Djanka a wretched coward, and having 
a month ago come across some young fellows from the 
Cadet College, he tried to travel as slowly as possible, 
considering these days to be his last on earth, and at 
every station put up his bed, unpacked his canteen, 
played preference, looked through the station com¬ 
plaint-book for amusement, and felt glad when horses 
were not to be had. 

Had he gone at once from home to the bastions he 
would really have been a hero, but now he would have 
to go through much moral suffering before he could 
become such a calm, patient man, facing toil and 
danger, as Russian officers generally are. But it would 
by this time have been difficult to reawaken enthu¬ 
siasm in him.] 

VI 

■Who ordered soup?' demanded the landlady, a 
rather dirty, fat woman of about forty, as she came 
into the room with a tureen of cabbage-soup. 

The conversation immediately stopped, and every- 
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one in the room fixed his eyes on the landlady. One 
officer even winked to another with a glance at her. 

‘Oh, Kozoltsbv ordered it,’ said the young officer. 
‘We must wake him up.... Get up for dinner!’he said, 
going up to the sofa and shaking the sleeper’s shoulder 
A lad of about seventeen, with merry black eyes and 
very rosy cheeks, jumped up energetically and stepped 
into the middle of the room rubbing his eyes. 

‘Oh, I beg your pardon,’ he said to the doctor, 
whom he had knocked against in rising. 

Lieutenant Kozeltsbv at once recognized his brother 
and went up to linn. 

‘Don’t you know me?’ he asked with a smile. 

‘Ah-h-hl’ cried die younger Kozeltsbv. ‘This is 
wonderful!’ And he began kissing bis brother. 

They kissed three times, but hesitated before the 
third kiss, as if the thought, ‘Why has it to be just 
three times 5 ’ had struck them both. 

‘Well, 1 am glad 1 ’ said the elder, looking into his 
brother's face. ‘Come out into the porch and let’s 
have a chat.’ 

‘Yes, come along. I don’t want any soup. You 
eat it, Pederson,’ he said to his comrade. 

‘But you wanted something to eat.’ 

T don’t want anything now.’ 

Out on the porch the younger one kept asking his 
brother: ‘Well, and how are you? Tell me how things 
arc!’ and saying how glad he was to sec him, but he 
did not tell him anything about himself. 

When live minutes had passed and they had paused 
for a moment, the elder brother asked why the 
younger had not entered the Guards as everyone had 
expected him to do. 

[‘Oh, yes!’ the younger replied, blushing at the 
very recollection, ‘that upsets me terribly. I never 
expected such a thing could happen. Just imagine, 
at the very end of the term three of us went to have 
a smoke—you remember that little room by the hall- 
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porter’s lodge? It must have been there in your time 
—but just imagine, that beast of a hall-porter saw us 
and ran to tell the officer on duty (though we had 
tipped that porter several times) and the officer crept 
up on tiptoe. As soon as we noticed him the others 
threw away their cigarettes and bolted out by the 
side door—you know—but I hadn’t the rhance. The 
officer was very nastv to me, and of course I answered 
him back. Well, he told the Inspector, and there was 
a row. Because of that, you see, they didn’t give 
me full marks for conduct, though for everything 
else my marks %vere excellent, except for mechanics, 
for which I got twelve. And so they wouldn’t let 
me enter the Guards. They promised to transfer me 
later ... but I no longer wanted it, and applied to be 
sent to the front,’ 

‘Deal me!’ 

‘Really, I tell you seriously, I was so disgusted with 
everything that] I wanted to get to .Sevastopol as 
quickly as possible. And you see, if things turn out 
well here one can get on quicker than in the Guards. 
There it takes ten years to become a colonel, but here 
in two years Todleben from a lieutenant-colonel has 
become a general. And if one gets killed—well, it 
can’t be helped.’ 

‘So that’s the sort of stuff you are made of!’ said 
his brother, with a smile. 

‘But the chief thing, you know,’ said the younger 
brother, smiling and blushing as if he were going to 
say something very shameful—‘the chief thing was that 
1 felt rather ashamed to be living in Petersburg while 
here men are dying for the Fatherland. And besides, 

I wanted to be with you,’ he added, still more shyly. 

The other did not look at him. ‘Whai a funny 
fellow you are!’ he said, taking out his cigarette-case. 
‘Only the pity is that we shan’t be together.’ 

‘I say, tell me quite frankly: is it very dreadful at the 
basUons ?’ asked the younger suddenly. 
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‘It seems dreadful at first but one gets used to it. 
You’ll see for yourself.’ 

’Yes . .. and another thing: Do you think they will 
take Sevastopol? I don’t think they will. I’m certain 
they won’t.’ 

'Heaven only knows.’ 

‘It’s so provoking... .Just think what a misfortune! 
Do you know, we’ve had a whole bundle of things 
stolen on the way and my shako was inside so that 
I am in a terrible position. Whatever shall I appear 
in? [You know we have new shakos now, and in 
general there are many changes, all improvements 
I can tell you all about it. I have been everywhere 
in Moscow.’] 

The younger Kozeltsdv, Vladimir, was very like his 
brother Michael, but it was die likeness of an opening 
rosebud to a withered dog-rose. He had the same 
fair hair as his brother, but it was thick and curled 
about his temples, and a little tuft of it grew down 
the delicate white nape of his neck—a sign of luck 
according to die nurses. The delicate white skin of 
his face did not always show colour, but the full young 
blood rushing to it betrayed his every emotion. His 
eyes were like his brodier's, but more open and 
brighter, and seemed especially so because a slight 
moisture often made them glisten. Soft, fair down 
was beginning to appear on his cheeks and above the 
red lips, on which a shy smile often played disclosing 
his white and glistening teeth. Straight, broad- 
shouldered, the uniform over his red Russian shirt 
unbuttoned—as he stood diere before his brother, 
cigarette in hand, leaning against the banisters of the 
porch, his face and atdtude expressing naive joy, he 
was such a charming, handsome boy that one could 
not help wishing to look at him. He was very pleased 
to see lus brother, and looked at him with respect and 
pride, imagining him to be a hero; but in some 
respects, namely, in what in society is considered good 
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form (being able to speak good French, knowing how 
to behave in the presence of people of high position, 
dancing, and so on) he was rather ashamed of his 
brother, looked down on him, and even hoped if 
possible to educate him. All his views were still those 
he had acquired in Petersburg, particularly in the 
house of a lady who liked good-looking lads and had 
got him to spend his holidays at her house; and at 
a senator’s house in Moscow, where he had once 
danced at a grand ball. 

VII 

Having talked almost their fill, and reached that 
stage which often comes when two people find that 
though they are fond of one another they have little 
in common, the brothers remained silent for some 
time. 

‘Well then, collect your things and let us be off!' said 
the elder. 

The younger suddenly blushed and became confused. 

‘Do we go straight to Sevastopol?’ he asked after 
a moment’s silence. 

‘Well of course. You haven’t got much luggage, 
I suppose. We’ll get it all in.’ 

‘All right! Let’s start at once,’ said the younger 
with a sigh, and went towards the room. 

But he stopped in the passage without opening the 
door, hung his head sorrowfully and began thinking. 

‘Now, at once, straight to Sevastopol . . . into that 
hell . . . terrible! Ah well, never mind. It had to be 
sooner or later. And now at least I’ll have my 
brother with me....’ 

In fact, only now, at the thought that after getting 
into the trap there would be nothing more to detain 
him and that he would not alight again before reach¬ 
ing Sevastopol, did he clearly realize the danger he 
had been seeking, and he grew confused and frightened 
at the mere thought of the nearness of that danger. 
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Having mastered himself as well as he could, he went 
into the room; but a quarter of an hour passed and 
he did not return to his brother, so the latter at last 
opened the door to call him. The younger Kozeltsov, 
in the attitude of a guilty si hoolboy, was talking to an 
officer. When his brother opened the door he seemed 
quite disconcerted. 

‘Yes, yes, I'm just coming!’ he cried, waving his 
hand to prevent his brother coming in. ‘Please wait 
for me there.’ 

A few minutes later he came out and went up to his 
brother with a sigh. ‘Just fancy,’ he said, ‘it turns out 
that I can’t go with you, after all!’ 

'What? What nonsense!’ 

'I’ll tell you the whole truth, Misha . . . none of us 
have any money left and we are all in debt to that 
lieutenant-captain whom you saw in there. It’s such 
a shame ’’ 

The elder brother frowned, and remained silent for 
some time. 

‘Do you owe much?’ he asked at last, looking at his 
brother from under his brows. 

‘Much? No, not very much, but I feel terribly 
ashamed. He paid for me at three post-stations, and 
the sugar was always his, so that I don’t.... Yes, and 
we played prelerence . . . and I lost a little to him.’ 

‘1 hat’s bad, Volodya! Now what would you have 
done if you hadn’t met me?’ the elder remarked 
sternly without looking at him. 

‘Well, you ser, I thought I’d pay when I got my 
travelling allowance in Sevastopol. I could do that, 
couldn’t I? ... So I’d better drive on with him 
to-morrow.’ 

The elder brother drew out his purse and with 
slightly trembling fingers produced two ten-ruble 
notes and one of three rubles. 

‘There’s the money I have,’ he said. ‘How much 
do you owe?’ 
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Kozeltsov did not speak quite truly when he made 
it appear as if this were all the money he had. He 
had four gold coins sewn into his cull in case of 
special need, but lie had resohed not to touch them. 

As it turned out the younger Kozeltsov owed only 
right rubles, including tire sugar and the prefnence, 
Ins brother gave them to him, merely remarking that 
it would never do to go playing prcleieme when one 
ha 1 no money. 

How high did you play?’ 

The younger did not reply. The question seemed 
to suggest a doubt of his honour. 

Vexed with himself, ashamed of having done any¬ 
thing that could give rise to sui It suspn ions, and hurt 
at such offensive words from the brother he so loved, 
his impressionable nature suflered so keenly that lie 
did not answer. Feeling that lie could not suppress 
the sobs that were gathering in his tin oat lie took ihe 
money without looking at it and returned to his 
comrades. 


VIII 

Nikolaev, who had foi idled hiinsi It in Duvinka 
with two cups of vodka 1 sold by a soldier he had met 
on the budge, kept pulling at die reins, and the trap 
bumped along the stony road dial leads by (be Iielbek 1 
to Sevastopol. The two brothers, their legs touching 
as they jolted along, sat m obstinate silence though 
they never ceased to think about each oth< r. 

‘Why did lie say that?’ thought die younger. 
‘Couldn’t he have left it unsaid? Just as il lie thought 
me a thief! And I believe he’s still angry, so that wc 
have gone apart for good. And yet how fine it would 
have been for us to be together in Sevastopol' I wo 
brothers, friends with one another, fighting the enemy 

1 Vodka is a spirit distilled from rye. Il is the commonest 
form of strong drink in Russia. 

1 The Belbck is a river. 
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side by side: one, the elder, not highly educated but 
a brave warrior, and the other young but . . . also 
a fine fellow. .*.. In a week’s time I would have proved 
to everybody that I am not so very young! I shall 
leave oil' blushing and my face will look manly; my 
moustaches, too, will have grown by that time—not 
very big but quite sufficiently,’ and he pulled at the 
short down that showed at the corners of his mouth. 
‘Perhaps when we get there to-day we may go straight 
into action, he and I together. And I’m certain he is 
very brave and steadfast—a man who says little, but 
does more than others. I wonder whether he is 
pushing me to the very edge of the trap on purpose? 
I expect he knows I am uncomfortable but pretends 
he doesn’t notice me.’ Pressing close to the edge of 
the trap for fear of his brother’s noticing his discom¬ 
fort, he continued his meditations: ‘Well then, we 
shall get there to-day, and then perhaps straight to 
the bastion—I with the guns and my brother with his 
company, both together. Suddenly the French will 
fall upon us. I shall fire and fire. I shall kill quite 
a lot of them, but they will still keep coming straight 
at me. I can no longer fire and of course there is no 
escape for me, but suddenly my brother rushes to the 
front with his sword drawn and I seize a musket, and 
we run on with the soldiers. The French attack my 
brother: I run forward, kill one Frenchman, then 
another, and save my brother. I am wounded in the 
amt, I seize the gun in the other hand and still run on. 
Then my brother falls at my side, shot dead by a 
bullet. I stop for a moment, bend sadly over him, 
draw myself up and cry: “Follow me, we will avenge 
him! I loved my brother more than anything on 
earth,” I shall say. “I have lost him. Let us avenge 
him, let us annihilate the foe or let us all die here!” 
They will all rush after me shouting. Then all the 
French army, with Pelissier himself, will advance. 
We shall slaughter them, but at last I shall be wounded 
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a second and a third time and shall fall down dying. 
Then they will all rush to me and Gorchakov himself 
will come and ask if I want anything. 1 shall say that 
1 want nothing—only to be laid near my brother: 
that I wish to die beside him. They will carry me and 
lay me down by the blood-stained corpse of my 
brother. I shall raise myself, and say only, “Yes, you 
did not know how to value two men who really loved 
the Fatherland: now they have both fallen. May God 
forgive you!” . . . and then I'll die.’ 

Who knows how much of these dreams will come 
true? 

‘I say, have you ever been in a hand-to-hand fight?’ 
he suddenly asked, having quite forgotten that he 
was not going to speak to his brother. 

‘No, never,’ answered the elder. ‘We lost two 
thousand men from the regiment, but it was all at 
the trenches, and I was wounded while doing my 
work there. War is not carried on at all in the way 
you imagine, Volbdya.’ 

The pet name Volddya touched the younger 
brother. He longed to put matters right with the 
elder, who had no idea that he had given offence. 

‘You are not angry with me, Misha?’ he asked after 
a minute’s pause. 

‘Angry? What for?’ 

‘Oh, nothing . . . only because of what happened 
.. . it’s nothing.’ 

'Not at all,’ answered the other, turning towards 
him and slapping him on the knee. 

‘Then forgive me if I have pained you, Misha!’ 
And the younger brother turned away to hide the 
tears that suddenly filled his eyes. 

IX 

‘Can this be Sevastopol already?’ asked the younger 
brother when they reached the top of the hill. 

Spread out before them they saw the Roadstead 
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with the masts of the ships, the sea with the enemy’s 
fleet in the distance, the white shore-batteries, the 
barracks, the‘aqueducts, the docks, the buildings of 
die town, and the white and purple clouds of smoke 
that, riving < ontinually from the yellow hills surround¬ 
ing the town, floated m the blue sky lit up by the rosy 
rays of the sun, which was reflected brilliantly in the 
sea towards whose dark horizon it was already sinking. 

Volodya looked without the slightest trepidation 
at the dieadful place that had so long been in his 
mind. He even gazed with concentrated attention 
at this really splendid and unique sight, feeling 
aesthetic pleasure and an heroic sense of satisfaction 
at the thought that in another half-hour he would be 
there, and he continued gazing until they came to the 
commissariat of his brother’s regiment, on the North 
Side, where they had to ascertain the exact location 
of the regiment and of the battery. 

The ollii er in charge of the commissaiiat lived near 
the so-called ‘new town’ (a number of wooden sheds 
constructed by the sailors’ families) in a tent con¬ 
nected with a good-sized shed constructed of green 
oak branches that had not yet had time to dry 
completely. 

The brothers found the officer seated at a dirty 
table on whic h stood a tumbler of cold tea, a tray 
with a vodka bottle, and bits of dry caviare and bread. 
He was wearing a dirty yellowish shirt, and, with the 
aid of a big abacus, was counting an enormous pile 
of bank-notes. But before speaking of die personality 
of this officer and of his conversation, we must 
examine the interior of the shed more attentively and 
sec something of his occupations and way of living. 
His newly built shed was as big, as strongly wauled, 
and as conveniently arranged with tables and scats 
made of turf, as though it were built for a general or 
the commander of a regiment. To keep the dry 
leaves from falling in, the top and sides were hned 
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with three carpets, which though hideous were new 
and must have cost money. On the iron bedstead, 
beside winch a most striking carpet wrs fastened to 
the wall (the pattern of which represented a lady on 
horseback), lav a bright red plush < oveilct, a torn and 
dirty leathci pillow, and an overt oat lined with 
racoon fur. On the table was a looking-glass m a 
silver frame, an exceedingly dutv uhcr-backed hair¬ 
brush, a bioken horn comb full of greasy hair, a silver 
candlestick, a bottle ot liqueur with an enoimous led 
and gold label, a gold watch with a pot trait of 
Peter I, two gold rings, a box of some kind of capsules, 
a crust of bread, and a scattered pac k ol old cards. 
Bottles, full ami empty, were stowed away under tbe 
bed. Tins olheer was m cliaige of the regimental 
commissariat and the forage tor the horses. With him 
lived his great friend, the commissioner employed on 
contracts. When the brothers entered, the latter was 
asleep in the tent while the commissariat olltter was 
making up the regimental accounts for the month. 
He had a very handsome and military appearance: 
tall, with large moustaches and a portly figure. What 
was unpleasant about him was merely that Ins white 
face was so puffy as almost to bide his small grey 
eyes (as if he were filled with porter), and his extreme 
lack of cleanliness, from Ins thin greasy hair to Ins big 
bare feet thrust into crminc-lmcd slippers of some kind. 

‘What a heap of money!’ said the elder Ko/.eltsbv 
on entering the shed, as he fixed his eyes cagt rly on 
the pile of banknotes. ‘If only you’d lend me half, 
Vasili Mikhaylovich!’ 

The commissariat officer shrank back when he saw 
his visitor, as if caught stealing, and gathering up the 
money bowed without rising. 

'Oh, if it were mine! But it’s Government money, 
my dear fellow. . . . And who is that with you?’ he 
asked, placing the money m a cash-box that stood 
near him and looking at Volodya. 
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‘It’s my brother, straight from the training college. 
We’ve come to learn from you where our regiment is 
stationed.’ < 

‘Take a seat, gentlemen. Won’t you have something 
to drink? A glass of porter perhaps?’ he said, and 
without taking any further notice of his visitors he rose 
and went out into the tent. 

‘I don't mind if I do, Vasili Mikhdylovich.’ 

Volodya was struck by the grandeur of the com¬ 
missariat officer, his off-hand manner, and the respect 
with which his brother addressed him. 

‘I expect this is one of their best officers, whom they 
all respect—probably simple-minded but hospitable 
and brave,’ he thought as he sat down modestly and 
shyly on the sofa. 

‘Then where is our regiment stationed?’ shouted 
the elder brother across to the tent. 

‘What?’ 

The question was repeated. 

'Seifert was here this morning. He says the regi¬ 
ment has gone over to the Fifth Bastion.’ 

‘Is that certain?’ 

‘If I say so ol course it’s certain. Still, the devil 
only knows if he told the truth! It wouldn’t take 
much to make him tell a lie either. Well, will you 
have some porter?’ said the commissariat officer, still 
speaking from the tent. 

‘Well, yes, I think I will,’ said Kozeltsdv. 

‘And you, Osip Ignatevich, will you have some?’ 
continued the voice from the tent, apparently ad¬ 
dressing the sleeping contractor. ‘Wake up, it's past 
four!’ 

'Why do you bother me? I’m not asleep,’ answered 
a thin voice lazily, pronouncing the Is and rs with a 
pleasant lisp. 

‘Well, get up, it’s dull without you,’ and the com¬ 
missariat officer came out to his visitors. 

‘A bottle of Simferopol porter!’ he cried. 
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The orderly entered the shed with an expression 
of pride as it seemed to Volodya, and in getting the 
porter from under the seat he even jostlrti Volodya. 

[‘Yes, sir,’ said the commissariat officer, filling the 
glasses. ‘We have a new commander of the regiment 
now. Money is needed to get all that is required.’ 

‘Well, this one is quite a special type of the new 
generation,’ remarked Kozeltsov, politely raising his 
glass. 

‘Yes, of a new generation! He’ll be just as close- 
fisted as the battalion-commander was. How he used 
to shout when he was in command! But now he sings 
a different tune.’ 

‘Can’t be helped, old fellow. It just is so.’ 

The younger brother understood nothing of what 
was being said, but vaguely felt that his brother was 
not expressing what he thought, and spoke in that 
way only because he was drinking the commissariat 
officer's porter.] 

The bottle of porter was already emptied and the 
conversation had continued for some time in the 
same strain, when the flap of the tent opened and out 
stepped a rather short, fresh-looking man in a blue 
saun dressing-gown with tassels and a cap with a red 
band and a cockade. He came in twisting his little 
black moustaches, looking somewhere in the direc¬ 
tion of one of the carpets, and answered the greetings 
of the officers with a scarcely perceptible movement of 
the shoulders. 

‘I think I’ll have a glass too,’ he said, sitting down 
to the table. 

‘Have you come from Petersburg, young man?’ he 
remarked, addressing Volodya in a friendly manner. 

‘Yes, sir, and I’m going to Sevastopol.’ 

‘At your own request?’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 

‘Now why do you do it, gentlemen? I don’t under- 
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stand it,’ remarked the commissioner. ‘I’d be ready 
to walk to Petersburg on foot, I think, if they’d let 
me go. My uod, I’m sick of this damned life!’ 

‘What have you to complain of?’ asked the elder 
Kozcltsov—‘As if you weren’t well enough off here 1 ’ 

The contractor gave him a look and turned away. 

‘The danger, privations, lack of everything,’ he 
continued, addressing Volodya. ‘Whatever induces 
you to do it? I don’t at all understand you, gentle¬ 
men. If you got any profit out of it—but no! Now 
would it be pleasant, at your age, to be crippled lor 
life?’ 

‘Some want to make a profit and others serve for 
honour,’ said the elder Kozchsbv crossly, again inter¬ 
vening in the conversation. 

‘Where does the honour come in if you’ve nothing 
to eat?’ said the contractor, laughing disdainfully and 
addressing the commissariat ol!i< cr, who also laughed. 
‘Wind up and let’s have the tune fiom Luna,' he 
added, pointing to a musical box. 'I like it.’ 

‘What sort of a fellow is that Vasili Mikhaylovich?’ 
asked Volodya when he and his brother had left flu¬ 
shed and were driving to Sevastopol in the dusk of 
the evening. 

‘So-so, but terribly stingy 1 [You know he gets at 
least three hundred rubles a month, but lives like 
a pig, as you saw.] But that contractor I can’t bear 
to look at. I’ll give him a thrashing some day! [Why, 
that ras< al earned off some twelve thousand rubles 
from Turkey. . . .’ 

And Kozcltsov began to enlarge on the subject ot 
usury, rather (to tell the truth) with the bitterness 
of one who condemns it not because it is an evil, but 
because he is vexed that there are people who take 
advantage of it.] 
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X 

• 

It was almost night when they reached Sevastopol. 
Driving towards the large bridge amiss the Road¬ 
stead Volodya was not exactly dispirited, but his 
lieai t was hea\y. All lie saw and heard was so different 
Irom his past, still recent, experience' the large, light 
examination hall with its parquet floor, the jolly, 
friendly voices and laughter of his comrades, the new 
unifoini, the lx loved I'sar he had been accustomed 
to see fur the past seven years, and who at parting 
from them with teais in his eyes had called them Ins 
i hildren—all he saw now was so little like his beauti¬ 
ful, radiant, high-souled dreams. 

‘Well, here we are,’ said the elder brother when 
(hey reached the Michael flattery and dismounted 
fiom their trap. ‘If tliev let us i ross the bridge we 
will go at once to the Nicholas Barracks. You can 
stay there till the morning, and I’ll go to the regiment 
and find out wheic your battery is and come lor you 
to-morrow.’ 

‘Oh, why? Let’s go together,’ said Volbdya. Til go 
to the bastion with you. It doesn't matter. One must 
get used to it sooner or later. If you go, so can I.’ 

‘Better not ’ 

‘Yes, please! I shall at least find out how. . . 

‘My advice is don’t go . . . however-’ 

The sky was clear and dark. The stars, the flash 
of the guns and the continual flare of the bombs 
already showed up brightly m the darkness, and the 
large white building of the battery and the entry to 
the bridge 1 loomed out. The air was shaken every 

1 This pontoon bridge was erected during- die summer 
of 1855. At first it was feared that the water was too rough 
in the Roadstead for a secure bridge to be built, but it 
served its purpose, and later on even stood the strain put 
upon it by the retreat of the Russian army to die North 
Side. 
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lecond by a quick succession of artillery shots and 
explosions which became ever louder and more dis¬ 
tinct. Through this roar, and as if answering it, came 
the dull murmur of the Roadstead. A slight breeze 
blew in from the sea and the air smelt moist. The 
brothers reached the bridge. A recruit, awkwardly 
striking his gun against his hand, called out, ‘Who 
goes there?’ 

‘Soldier!’ 

‘No one’s allowed to pass!’ 

‘How is that? We must.’ 

‘Ask the officer.’ 

The officer, who was sitting on an anchor dozing, 
rose and ordered that they should be allowed to pass. 

‘You may go there, but not back,’ 

‘Where are you driving, all of a heap?’ he shouted 
to the regimental wagons which, laden high with 
gabions, were crowding the entrance. 

As the brothers were descending to the first pon¬ 
toon, they came upon some soldiers going the other 
way and talking loudly. 

‘If he's had his outfit money his account is squared 
—that’s so.’ 

‘Ah, lads,’ said another, ‘when one gets to the 
North Side one sees light again. It’s a different air 
altogether.' 

‘Is it though?’ said the first. ‘Why, only the other 
day a damned ball flew over and tore two soldiers’ 
legs off for them, even there. . . .’ 

Waiting for the trap the brothers after crossing the 
first pontoon stopped on the second, which was 
washed here and there by the waves. The wind which 
seemed gentle on land was strong and gusty here; 
the bridge swayed and the waves broke noisily against 
beams, anchors, and ropes, and washed over the 
boards. To the right, divided from the light blue-grey 
starry horizon by a smooth, endless black fine, was 
the sea, dark, misty, and with a hostile sullen roar. 
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Far off in the distance gleamed the lights of the 
enemy’s fleet. To the left loomed the black hulk of 
one of our ships, against whose sides tlii waves beat 
audibly. A steamer too was visible moving quickly 
and noisily from the North Side. The flash of a bomb 
exploding near the steamer lit up for a moment the 
gabions piled high on its deck, two men standing on 
the paddle-box, and the white foam and splash of the 
greenish waves cut by the vessel. On the edge of the 
bridge, his feet dangling in the water, a man in his 
shirt sat chopping something on the pontoon. In 
front, above Sevastopol, similar flashes were seen, and 
the terrible sounds became louder and louder. A wave 
flowing in from the sea washed over the right side 
of the bridge and wetted Vol6dya’s boots, and two 
soldiers passed by him splashing their feet through 
the water. Suddenly something came crashing down 
which lit up the bridge ahead of them, a cart driving 
over it, and a horseman, and fragments of a bomb 
fell whistling and splashing into the water. 

‘Ah, Michael Scmemch ! M said the rider, stopping 
his horse in front of the elder Kozcltsbv. ‘Have you 
recovered?’ 

'As you see. And where is fate taking you?’ 

‘To the North Side for cartridges. You tee I'm 
taking the place of the regimental adjutant to-day. 

.. . We’re expecting an attack from hour to hour.’ 

‘And where is Martsov?’ 

1 In addressing anyone in Russian, it is usual to employ 
the Christian name and patronymic: i.e. to the Christian 
name (in this case Michael) the father’s Christian name is 
joined (in this case Semen) with the termination tick 
{t-cich or e-mch) which means ‘son of'. The termmaUon is 
often shortened to i ch, and colloquially to ych. Surnames are 
less used than in English, for the patronymic is suitable for 
all circumstances of life—both for speaking to and of any 
one—except that people on very intimate terms use only 
the Christian name, or a pet name. 
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‘His leg was torn olFyesterday while he was sleeping 
in his room in town. . . . Did you know him?’ 

‘Is it true <hat the regiment is at the Fifth Bastion 
now?’ 

‘Yes, we have replaced the M— regiment. You’d 
better call at the Ambulance, you’ll find some of our 
fellows there—they’ll show you the way.’ 

‘And my lodgings in the Moiskdya Stieet, are they 
safe?’ 

‘Safe, my dear fellow! They’ve long since been 
shattered by bombs. You won’t know Sevastopol 
again. Not a woman left, not a restaurant, no music! 
The last brothel left yesterday. It’s melancholy 
enough now. Good-bye!’ 

And the officer trotted away. 

Terrible fear suddenly overcame Volodya. He felt 
as if a ball or a bomb-splinter would come the next 
moment and hit him straight on the head. The damp 
darkness, all these sounds, especially the murmur of 
the splashing water—all seemed to tell him to go no 
farther, that no good awaited him here, that he would 
never again set loot on this side of the bay, that he 
should turn back at once and run somewhere as far 
as possible fiom this dreadful place of death. ‘But 
perhaps it is too late, it is already decided now,’ 
thought he shuddering, partly at that thought and 
partly because the water had soaked through his boots 
and was making his lect wet. 

He sighed deeply and moved a few steps away from 
his brother. 

‘O Lord! Shall I really be killed—just I? Lord, 
have mercy on me!’ he whispered, and made die sign 
of the cross. 

‘Well, Volod>a, come on!’ said the elder brodier 
when the trap had dnven on to the bridge. ‘Did you 
ace the bomb?’ 

On the bridge they met carts loaded with wounded 
men, with gabions, and one with furniture driven 
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by a woman. No one slopped them at the farther 
side. 

Keeping instinctively under the wall ofalie Nicholas 
Battery and listening to the bombs that here were 
bursting overhead, and to the howling of the falling 
fragments, the brothers came silently to that part of 
the battery where the non hangs. Here they heard 
that the Tilth Light Artillery, to which Volddya was 
appointed, was stationed at the Koribelnaya 1 and 
they dci ided that Volodya, in spite of the danger, 
should spend the night with his elder brother at the 
Fifth Bastion and go from there to his battery next 
morning. Alter turning into a corridor and stepping 
across the legs of the soldiers who lay sleeping all 
along the wall of the battery they at last readied the 
Ambulance Station. 


XI 

On entering the first room, full of beds on which 
lay wounded men and permeated by a horribly dis¬ 
gusting hospital smell, they met two Sisters of Mercy 
just going out. 

One, a woman of fifty, with black eyes and a stern 
expression, was carrying bandages and lint and giving 
orders to a young lad, a mediral assistant, who was 
following her. 1 he other, a very pretty girl of about 
twenty whose pale, delicate, fair face looked from 
under her white cap with a peculiarly sweet helpless¬ 
ness, was walking by the side of the older woman with 
her hands in her apron pockets, and seemed afraid 
of being left behind. 

Kozeltsov asked them if they knew where Mhrisov 
was, whose leg had been torn off the day before. 

1 The Korilielnaya was a suburb of Sevastopol lying 
to the east of the South Bay and to the south of the Road¬ 
stead. Like the ‘North Side’ it was connected with Sevas¬ 
topol by a Boating bridge. (See map.) 
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‘He is of the P— regiment, I think?’ asked the 
elder. ‘Is he a relation of yours?’ 

‘No, just a comrade.’ 

‘Take them to him,’ she said to the young sister in 
French. ‘It is this way,’ and she herself went up to 
one of the patients, followed by the assistant. 

‘Come along, what are you looking at?’ said 
Kozeltsov to Vohxlya, who stood with raised eye¬ 
brows and a look of suffering on his face, unable to 
tear his eyes from the wounded. ‘Come now!’ 

Volodya followed his brother but still kept look¬ 
ing back and repeating unconsciously, ‘O, my God! 
My God!’ 

‘I suppose he has not been here long?’ the sister 
remarked to Kozeltsbv, indicating Volodya, who 
followed them along the corridor with exclamations 
and sighs. 

‘He has only just come.’ 

The pretty sister looked as Volodya and suddenly 
began to cry. 

'My God! My God! When will it all end?’ she 
said in a despairing voice. 

They entered the officers’ ward. MArtsov was 
lying on his back, his sinewy arms bare to the elbow 
thrown back behind his head, and on his yellow face 
the expression of one who has clenched his teeth to 
prevent himself from screaming with pain. His sound 
leg with a stocking on showed from under the blanket 
and one could see the toes moving spasmodically. 

‘Well, how are you?’ asked the sister, raising his 
slightly bald head with her slender delicate fingers 
(on one of which Volodya noticed a gold ring) and 
arranging his pillow 

‘In pain of course!’ he answered angrily. ‘That’ll 
do—the pillow’s all right!’ and the toes in the 
stocking moved still faster. ‘How d’you do? What’s 
your name?’ . . . ‘Excuse me,’ he added, when 
Kozeltsbv had told him. ‘Ah yes, I beg your pardon. 
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One forgets everything here. Why, we lived together,’ 
he remarked without any sign of pleasure, and looked 
inquiringly at Volodya. * 

'This is my brother, arrived to-day from Peters- 
burg.’ 

‘H’m! And I have got my discharge!’ said the 
wounded man, frowning. ‘Oh, how it hurts! If only 
it would be over quicker!’ 

He drew up his leg and, moving his toes still more 
rapidly, covered his face with his hands. 

‘He must be left alone,’ said the sister in a whisper 
while tears filled her eyes. ‘He is very ill.’ 

While still on the North Side the brothers had 
agreed to go to die Fifth Bastion together, but as they 
passed out of the Nicholas Battery it was as if they 
had agreed not to run unnecessary risks and for each 
to go his own way. 

‘But how will you find it, Volddya?’ said the elder. 
‘Look here! Nikoliev shall take you to the Kordbel- 
naya and I’ll go on alone and come to you to¬ 
morrow.’ 

Nothing more was said at this last parting between 
the brothers. 


XII 

The thunder of the cannonade continued with 
unabated violence. Ekaterina Street, down which 
Volddya walked followed by the silent Nikolaev, was 
quiet and deserted. All he could distinguish in the 
dark was the broad street with its large white houses, 
many of them in ruins, and the stone pavement along 
which he was walking. Now and then he met soldiers 
and officers. As he was passing by the left side ol the 
Admiralty Building, a bright light inside showed him 
the acacias planted along the side-walk of the streets 
with green stakes to support them and sickly, dusty 
leaves. He distinctly heard his own footsteps and 
those of Nikoliev, who followed him breathing heavily. 
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He was not thinking ot anything: the pretty Sister of 
Mercy, Martsov’s foot with the toes moving in the 
stocking, the darkness, the bombs, and dill'erent 
images of death, floated dimly before his imagination. 
His whole young impressionable soul was weighed 
down and crushed by a sense of loneliness and of the 
general indifference shown to his fate in these danger¬ 
ous surioundings. ‘I shall be killed, I shall sulfer, 
endure torments, and no one will shed a tear!’ And 
all this instead of the heioic life abounding in energy 
and sympathy of which he had had such glorious 
dreams. The bombs whistled and burst nearer and 
nearer. Nikolaev sighed more and more often, but 
did not speak. As they were crossing the bridge that 
led to the Korhbelnaya he saw a whistling something 
fall and disappear into the water near by, lighting 
the purple waves to a Hannng red for a second and 
then come splashing up again. 

‘Just look! Not quenched!’ said Nikolaev in a 
hoarse voice. 

‘No,’ answered Volodya in an involuntarily high- 
pitched plaintive tone winch surprised him. 

They met wounded men carried on stretchers and 
more carts loaded with gabions. In the Korabelnaya 
they met a regiment, and men on horseback rode past. 
One of these was an officer followed by a Cossack. 
He was riding at a trot, but seeing Volbdya he reined 
up his horse, looked in his face, turned away, and rode 
on, touching his horse with the whip. 

‘Alone, alone! No one cares whether I live or not,’ 
thought the lad, and felt inclined to cry in real 
earnest. 

Having gone up the hill past a high white wall he 
came into a street of small shattered houses, con¬ 
tinually lit up by the bombs. A dishevelled, tipsy 
woman, coming out of a gate with a sailor, knocked 
up against Volodya. 
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‘Because if hc’sh an on’bie man,’ she muttered— 
‘pardon y’r exshensh oflishcr!’ 

The poor lad's heart at lied more ami more. On 
the dark horizon the lightnings flashed oftener and 
oflcner and the bombs whistled and exploded more 
and more frequently around them. Nikolaev sighed 
and suddenly began to speak in what seemed to 
Volbdya a lifeless tone. 

‘There now, and we were in such a hurry to leave 
home! “We must go! We must go!" Fine place to 
huiry to! [Wise gentlemen when the\ are the least 
bit wounded lie up quietly in ’orspilal. It’s so nur, 
what better can you want.' 1 )' 

‘Well, but if my brother had recovered his health,' 
answered Volodya, hoping by conversation to dis¬ 
perse the dreadful feeling that had seized Inn). 

‘Health indeed! Where’s his health, when he’s 
quite ill? Even them as is reallv well had but he in 
'orspital these times. Not much pleasure to be got. 
All you get is a leg or an arm carried off. it’s done 
before you know wfiere you are! It’s horrible enough 
even here in the town, hut what’s it like at the 
baksions ! You say all the prayers you know when 
you’re going there. See how the beastly thing twangs 
past you!’ he added, listening to the buzzing of a 
flying fragment. 

‘Now,’ lie continued, 'I’m to show y’r honour the 
way. Our business is 0’ course to oiiey orders: what’s 
ordered has to be done. But the trap’s been left with 
some private or other, and the bundle’s untied. . . . 
“Go, go!” but if something’s lost, why Nikolhcv 
answers for it!’ 

A few more steps brought them to a square. 
Nikolaev did not speak but kept sighing. Then he 
said suddenly: 

‘There, y’r honour, there’s where your anlillar/s 
stationed. Ask the sentinel, he’ll show you.’ 

A few steps farther on Volodya no longer heard 
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Nikoldev sighing behind him. He suddenly felt him¬ 
self utterly and finally deserted. This sense of loneli¬ 
ness, face to‘face as it seemed to him with death, 
pressed like a heavy, cold stone on his heart. He 
stopped in the middle of the square, glanced round 
to see if anyone was looking, seized his head and 
thought with horror: 

‘O Lord, am I really a vile, miserable coward . . . 
when it’s for my Fatherland, for the Tsar for whom 
I used to long to die? Yes! 1 am a miserable, wretched 
being!’ And Volodya, filled with despair and dis¬ 
appointed at himself, asked the sentinel the way to 
the house of the commander of the battery and went 
where he was directed. 


XIII 

The commander of the battery lived in a small two- 
storied house with an entrance from the yard, which 
the sentinel pointed out. The faint light of a candle 
shone through a window patched up with paper. An 
orderly, who sat on the steps smoking his pipe, went 
in to inform the commander of the battery ofVolodya’s 
arrival and then showed him into the room. In the 
room, under a broken mirror between two windows, 
was a table littered with official papers; there were 
also several chairs and an iron bedstead with clean 
bedding, with a small rug beside it. 

Just beside the door stood a handsome sergeant- 
major with large moustaches, wearing side-arms, and 
with a cross and an Hungarian medal' on his uniform. 
A staff-officer, a short man of about forty in a thin 
old cloak and with a swollen check tied round with 
a bandage, was pacing up and down the room. 

"I have the honour to report myself, Ensign 
Kozeltsov, secundus, ordered to join the Fifth Light 

1 That is, a medal granted for service in the suppression 
of the Hungarian rising in 1849, when Nicholas I helped 
Austria to suppress the insurgent Hungarians. 
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Artillery,’ said Volddya on entering the room, re¬ 
peating the sentence he had been taught. 

The commander answered his greeting dryly and 
without shaking hands asked him to take a scat. 

Volddya sat down shyly on a chair by the writing 
table, and began playing with a pair of scissors his 
hand happened to fall on. The commander, with 
his hands at his back and with drooping head, con¬ 
tinued to pace the room in silence as if trying to 
remember something, only now and then glancing at 
the hand that was playing with the scissors. 

The commander of the battery was rather stout, 
with a large bald patch on his head, thick moustaches 
hanging straight down over his mouth, and pleasant 
hazel eyes. His hands were plump, well-shaped, and 
clean, his small feet were much turned out and he 
trod with firmness in a way that indicated that he was 
not a diffident man. 

'Yes,’ he said, stopping opposite the sergeant- 
major, ‘the ammunition horses must have an extra 
peck beginning from to-morrow. They arc getting 
very thm. Don’t you think so?’ 

‘Well, we can manage an extra peck, your honour! 
Oats are a bit cheaper now,’ answered the sergeant- 
major, standing at attention but moving his fingers, 
which evidently liked to aid his conversation by 
gestures. ‘Then our forage-master, Frantchuk, sent 
me a note from the convoy yesterday that we must 
be sure, your Excellency, to buy axles there. They 
say they can be got cheap. Will you give the order?’ 

‘Well, let him buy them—he has the money,' said 
the commander, and again began to pace the room. 
‘And where arc your things?’ he suddenly asked, 
stopping short in front of Volddya. 

Poor Volddya was so oppressed by the thought that 
he was a coward, that he saw contempt for himself 
as a miserable craven in every look and every word. 
He felt as if the commander of the battery had already 
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discerned his secret, and was chaffing him. He was 
abashed, and replied that his things were at the 
Grilskaya arid that his brother had promised to send 
them on next day. 

The commander did not stop to hear him out, but 
turning to the sergeant-major asked, ‘Where could 
we put (he ensign up?’ 

‘The ensign, sir?’ said the sergeant-major, making 
Volodya still more contused by casting a rapid glance 
at him which seemed to ask: ‘What sort of an ensign 
is he?’ 

'Why, downstairs, your Excellency. We can put 
his honour up in the lieutenant-captain’s room,’ he 
continued after a moment’s thought. ‘The lieutenant- 
captain is at the baksion at present, so there’s his bed 
empty.' 

‘Well then, if you don’t mind for the present,’ said 
the commander. T should think you are tired, and 
we’ll make better airangcments to-morrow.’ 

Volodya rose and bowed. 

‘Would you like a glass of tea ■*’ said the commander 
of the battery when Volodya had nearly reached the 
door. ‘The samovar can be lit.’ 

Volodya bowed and went out. The colonel’s orderly 
showed him downstairs into a bare, dirty room, where 
all sorts of rubbish was lying about and a man in a 
pink sliiit and covered witli a thick coat lay asleep 
on a bed without sheets or blankets. Volodya took 
him for a soldier. 

'Peter Nikolaevich!’ said the orderly, shaking the 
sleeper by the shoulder. ‘ The ensign will sleep here. 
... This is our cadet,’ he added, turning to Volodya. 

‘Oh, please don’t let me disturb you!’ said Volodya, 
but die cadet, a tall, solid young man with a handsome 
but very stupid face, rose from the bed, threw the 
cloak over his shoulders, and evidendy not yet quite 
awake, left the room saying: ‘Never mind, I'll lie 
down in the yard.' 
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XIV 

Left alone with Ins thoughts Volddva’S first feeling 
was one of fear at the disoitiered and cheerless slate 
of Ills own soul. He longed (o tall asleep, to forget all 
that surrounded him and espetlulls himself. Pulling 
out the candle, he look oil his c leak and lav down on 
the bed, drawing the cloak our his head lo shut out 
the darkless, of wInch he had been afraid liom chtlcl- 
hood. lint suddenly the thought occurred to him that 
now, immediately, a bomb would trash through the 
i oof and kill him, and he began listening. Just above 
his head he heard the steps of the commander ol the 
battery 

‘If it does come,’ he thought, ‘it will first kill those 
upstairs and then me—am wav not me alone,’ 1 Ins 
thought comforted him a little and lie was about to 
fall .asleep. 

‘But supposing that suddenly, to-night, Sevastopol 
is taken and the French break m line? What shall 
I defend myself with?’ He rose and paced up and 
down the room. The fear of real danger drove away 
the fanciful fear of the darkness. A saddle and a 
samovar were the only hard things in the room. 

‘What a wretch 1 am—a coward, a despicable 
coward!’ he thought again, and once more the 
oppressive feeling of route nipt and even disgust for 
himself came over him. He lay down again and tried 
not to think. Then, under the mllurnre of the un¬ 
ceasing noise winch made the panes rattle in the one 
window of the room, the impressions of the day rose 
in his imagination, reminding him of danger. Now 
he seemed to sec wounds and blood, then bombs and 
splinters flying into the room, then the pretty Sister 
of Mercy bandaging Ins wounds and crying over him 
as he lay dying, then his mother seeing him off in the 
little country town and praying fervently with lean 
in her eyes before the wonder-working icon—and 
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again sleep seemed impossible. But suddenly the 
thought of God Almighty, who can do anything and 
hears every -prayer, came clearly into his mind. He 
knelt down, crossed himself, and folded his hands as 
he had been taught to do when a child. This attitude 
suddenly brought back to him an old, long-forgotten 
sense of comfort. 

‘If I must die, if I must cease to exist, then do it, 
Lord,’ he thought, ‘do it quickly, but if courage is 
needed and firmness, which I lack, grant them to me! 
Deliver me from the shame and disgrace which are 
more than 1 can bear, and teach me what I must do 
to fulfil Thy Will.’ 

The frightened, cramped, childish soul suddenly 
matured, brightened, and became aware of new, 
bright, and broad horizons. He thought and felt many 
things during the short time this state continued, but 
soon fell into a sweet untroubled slumber, amid the 
continued booming of the cannonade and rattle of the 
window-panes. 

O Loni Almighty! Thou alone hast heard and 
knowest the simple yet burning and desperate prayers 
of ignorance, of confused repentance, prayers for 
bodily health and for spiritual enlightenment, that 
have risen to Thee from this dreadful place of death: 
from the general who, an instant after his mind has 
been absorbed by the Order of St. George upon his 
neck, feels with trepidation the nearness of Thy 
presence—to the private soldier prostrate on the bare 
floor of the Nicholas Battery, who prays for the future 
reward he dimly expects for all his sufferings. 

XV 

The elder Kozeltsov happening to meet a soldier 
of his regiment in the street went with him straight to 
the Fifth Bastion. 

‘Keep to the wall, your honour!’ said the soldier. 
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‘Why?’ 

‘It’s dangerous, your honour. There it is, fiving 
over us!’ said the soldier, listening to the sound of a 
ball that whistled past and fell on the hard ground on 
the other side of the road. 

[Without heeding the soldier’s words Kozcltsdv went 
boldly down the middle of the road ] 

Here were still the same streets, the same or even 
more frequent lirmg, the same sounds, the same groans 
from the wounded one met on the way, and (lie same 
batteries, breastworks, and trenrlies, as when he was 
in Sevastopol in the spring; but somehow it all seemed 
more melancholy now and yet more vigotous. There 
were more holes in the houses, there were no lights 
in any of the windows except those of Ktistt Inn's 
house (a hospital), not a woman was to be seen, and 
the place no longer bore its former customary cliarai - 
ter and air of unconcern, but seemed burdened with 
heavy suspense and weariness. 

But here is the last trench and the voice of a soldier 
of tiie P— regiment who has recognized his former 
company-commander, and there stands the third 
battalion, pressing against the wall m the darkness, 
now and then lit up for an instant bv the firing, and 
sounds arc heard, suliducd talking and the clatter of 
muskets. 

‘Where is the commander of the regiment?’ asked 
Kozcltsov. 

‘In the naval officers’ casemate, your honour,’ 
answers an obliging soldier. 'Let me show you the 
way.’ 

Passing from trench to trench, the soldier led the 
way to a cutting in the trench. A sailor sat there 
smoking a pipe. Behind him was a door through a 
chink in which a light shone. 

‘Can I go in?’ 

‘I’ll announce you at once,’ and the sailor went in 
at the door. 
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Two voices were heard talking inside. 

‘If Prussia remains neutral,’ said one voice, ‘Austria 
will too. .. > 

'What docs Austria matter?’ said the other, ‘when 
the Slavonic lands. . . . Well, ask him in.’ 

Kozeltsdv had never been m this casemate and was 
struck by its elegance. It had a parquet floor and a 
screen in front of the door, two beds stood against the 
walls, and in a corner of the room there was a large 
icon—the Mother of God with an embossed gilt cover 
—with a pink lamp alight before it. A naval officer, 
fully dressed, was lying asleep on one of the beds. On 
the other, before a table on which stood two uncorked 
bottles of wine, sat the speakers—the new regimental 
commander and his adjutant. Though Kozeltsov was 
far from being a coward and was not at all guilty 
of any offence either against the government or the 
regimental commander, soil he felt abashed in the 
presence ol his former comrade the colonel, so proudly 
did that colonel rise and give him his attention. 

[And the adjutant who was silting there also made 
Kozeltsov feel abashed by his pose and look, that 
seemed to say: ‘I am only a friend of your regimental 
commander's. You have not come to present yourself 
to me, and I can’t and don’t wish to demand any 
deference from you.’] 

‘How strange!’ thought Kolzeltsdv as he looked at 
his commander, ‘It’s only seven weeks since he took 
the command, and yet all his surroundings—his dress, 
manner, and looks—already indicate the power a regi¬ 
mental commander has: [a power based not so much 
on his age, seniority, or military worth, as on his 
wealth as a regimental commander.] It isn’t long 
since this same Batrishchev used to hobnob with us, 
wore one and the same dark cotton print shirt a whole 
week, ate rissoles and curd dumplings every day, 
never asking any one to share them—but look at him 
now 1 [A fine linen shirt showing from under his wide- 
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sleeved cloth coat, a ten-ruble cigar in his hand, a six- 
ruble bottle of claret on the table—all bought at in¬ 
credible prices through the quartermaster at Sim¬ 
feropol—and] in his eyes that look of the cold pride 
of a wealthy aristocrat, which says: though as a regi¬ 
mental commander of the new school I am your com¬ 
rade [don’t forget that your pay is sixty rubles once 
in four months, while tens of thousands pas-s through 
my hands, and] believe me 1 know very well dial you’d 
give half your life to be m my place!’ 

‘You have been under treatment a long time,’ said 
the colonel, with a cold look at Kozellsbv. 

‘I have been ill, Colonel. The wound is not 
thoroughly closed even now.’ 

'Then it’s a pity you've come,’ said the colonel, 
looking suspiciously at the ollker’s solid iigure. ‘But 
still, you are capable of taking duty?’ 

‘Certainly sir, 1 am.’ 

‘I am very glad to hear it. Then you’ll lake over 
from Ensign Zaytsev the Ninth Company that you 
had before. You will receive your orders at once.’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 

‘Be so good as to send the regimental adjutant to 
me when you go.’ The commander finished with a 
slight bow, thereby intimating that the audience was 
at an end. 

On leaving the casemate Kozcltsdv muttered some¬ 
thing to himself several times, and shrugged his 
shoulders as if he were hurt, or uncomfortable, or 
provoked—and provoked not with the colonel (he had 
no ground to be so) but with himself, and he felt 
dissatisfied with everything around him. 

[Discipline and the subordination that goes with it, 
like every legalized relationship, is pleasant only when 
it rests on a mutual consciousness of its necessity, and 
of a superiority in experience, military worth, or 
simply on a moral superiority recognized by the in¬ 
ferior. But if the discipline is founded on arbitrary 
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or pecuniary considerations, as is often the case among 
us, it always turns into pretentiousness on the one side 
and into suppressed envy and irritation on the oilier, 
and instead of a useful influence uniting the mass into 
one whole it produces a quite opposite effect. A man 
who does not feel that he can inspire respect by his 
own worth, instinctively fears intimacy with his sub¬ 
ordinates and tries by ostentation to keep criticism 
at a distance. The subordinates, seeing only this 
external side which is offensive to themselves, suppose 
(often unjustly) that there is nothing good behind it.] 

XVI 

Before going to join his fellow officers Kozeltsov 
went to greet the men of his company and to see where 
it was stationed. The breastworks of gabions, the plan 
of the trenches, the cannon he passed, and even the 
fragments and bombs he stumbled over on the way, 
all lit up incessantly by the flashes of the firing, were 
quite familiar to him. All tins had vividly impressed 
itself on his memory three months before, when he 
had spent two consecutive weeks at this bastion. 
Though there was much that was dreadful in the 
recollection, a certain charm of old times was mingled 
with it anil he recognized all the familiar plates and 
objects with pleasure, as if the fortnight spent there 
had been an agreeable one. His company was 
stationed against the wall of defence on the side 
towards the Sixth Bastion. 

Kozeltsbv entered a long bomb-proof, quite open 
on the entrance side, where he was told he would find 
die Ninth Company. There was literally no room to 
set one’s foot in the whole shelter: it was crowded with 
soldiers from the very entrance. At one side burned 
a crooked tallow candle which a soldier, lying on the 
ground, held over the book another was reading from, 
spelling out the words. Through the smoky atmo- 
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sphere of the place, in the dim light near the candle, 
heads were visible, raised eagerly to listen to the 
reader. The book was a primer, and orf entering the 
bomb-proof Kozellsov heard the following: 

‘Pra-yer af-tei les-sons. We Thank Thee, O 
Cre-a-tor. . . 

‘Snull the candle!’ said a voiie. ‘It’s a fine book.’ 

‘God . . . is’ . . . continued the reader. 

When Kozellsov asked for the sergeant-major the 
reader stopped and the soldiers began moving, cough¬ 
ing and blowing their noses, as is usual after a 
restrained silence. The sergeant-major, buttoning 
his unifoim, rose not far from the reader's group, and 
stepping over and onto the legs ol those who could 
not get out of lus way for lac k ol room, came up tea the 
officer. 

‘Good evening, fnend! Is tins the whole of our 
company?’ 

‘We wish your honour health. Welcome bac k, your 
honour!’ answered the sergeant-major with a cheerful 
and friendly look at Ko/eltsciv. ‘How is your health 
getting on, your honour? Thank God you’re better! 
We have missed you.’ 

It was easy to see that Kozellsov was liked by his 
company. 

Far back in the bomb-proof voices were heard say¬ 
ing: ‘Our old company-commandcr has come back!’ 
‘Him that was wounded.’ ‘Kozeltsdv.’ ‘Michael 
Semenich,’ and so on. Some men even moved nearer 
to him, and the drummer greeted him. 

‘How do you do, Obantchuk?’ said Kozellsdv. ‘Still 
whole ? Good evening, lads!’ he added, raising his voice. 

The answer, ‘Wish your honour health!’ resounded 
through the casemate. 

'How are you getting on, lads?’ 

‘Badly, your honour. The French are getting the 
better of us. They give it us hot from behind their 
'trenchments, but don’t come out into the open.’ 
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‘Perhaps it will be my luck to see them coming out 
into the open, lads,’ said Kozeitsdv. ‘It won’t be the 
first time .. *. you and I will give them a thrashing.’ 

‘We’ll do our best, your honour,’ several voices 
replied. 

‘Yes, he’s really brave!’ said a voice. 

‘Awfully brave!’ said the drummer to another 
soldier, not loud but so as to be heard, and as if 
justifying the commander’s words to himself and 
proving that there was nothing boastful or unlikely 
in what he had said. 

From the soldiers, Kozeltsov went to join his fellow 
officers in the Defence Barracks. 


XVII 

In the large caserne there was a crowd of naval, 
artillery, and infantry officers. Some slept, others 
talked, sitting on a chest of some kind and on the 
carriage of a garrison gun, but the largest and noisiest 
group sat on two Cossack cloaks spread out on the 
floor beyond the arch, and were drinking porter and 
playing cards. 

‘Ah, Kozcltsdv! Kozeltsdv! ... So you’ve come! 
That’s good. . . . You’re a brick. . . . How’s your 
wound?’ It was evident that he was liked here also, 
and that his return gave pleasure. 

When he had shaken hands with those he knew, 
Kozeltsov joined the noisy group of officers playing 
cards. With some of them he was acquainted. A thin, 
dark, handsome man, with a long thin nose and large 
moustaches which joined his whiskers, was keeping 
the bank and dealt the cards with thin white fingers 
on one of which he wore a large seal-ring with a crest. 
He dealt straight ahead and carelessly, being evidently 
excited about something, and only trying to appear 
at ease. On his right lay a grey-haired major leaning 
on his elbows who with affected coolness kept staking 
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half-rubles and paying at once. On his left squatted 
an officer with a red perspiring face, smiling un¬ 
naturally and joking. When his card* lost he kept 
fumbling with one hand in his empty trouser pocket. 
He was playing high, but evidently no longer for 
ready money, and it was this that upset the handsome 
dark man. A bald, thin, pale officer with a huge nose 
and mouth paced the room with a large bundle of 
paper money in his hand and continually staked 
va-banque for ready money and won. Kozeltsdv drank 
a glass of vodka and sat down with the players. 

‘Stake something, Michael Semenich!' said the 
banker. 'Youmust have brought back heapsof money.’ 

'Where should I get money? On the contrary, 
what I had I’ve spent in the town.’ 

‘Never! . . . You've surely cleared someone out in 
Simferopol!’ 

‘I’ve really very little,’ said Koseltsdv, but evidently 
not wishing to be believed he unbuttoned his uniform 
and took up an old pack of cards. 

‘Well, suppose I have a try! Who knows what the 
devil may do for one? Even a mosquito, you know, 
wins his battles sometimes. But I must have a drink 
to keep up my courage.’ 

And having drunk another glass of vodka and some 
porter he soon lost his last three rubles. 

A hundred and fifty rubles were noted down against 
the perspiring little officer. 

‘No, I’ve no luck,’ he said, carelessly preparing 
another card. 

‘I’ll trouble you to hand up the money,’ said the 
banker, ceasing to deal the cards for a moment and 
looking at him. 

‘Allow me to send it to-morrow,’ replied the other, 
rising and fumbling with renewed vigour in his empty 
pocket. 

The banker cleared his throat loudly, and angrily 
throwing the cards right and left finished the deal. 



200 


SEVASTOPOL 


'But this won’t do. I give up the bank. This won’t 
do, Zakhar Ivamch,’ he repeated. ‘We were playing 
for cash, not bn credit.’ 

‘What? Don’t you trust me? It’s really too ridicu¬ 
lous!’ 

‘Who am I to receive from?’ muttered the major, 
who was quite drunk by this time and had won some 
eight rubles. 'I have paid up more than twenty rubles 
and when I win I get nothing.’ 

‘What am I to pay with,’ said the banker, ‘when 
there’s no money on the board?’ 

‘That’s not my business,’ shouted the major, rising. 
‘I’m playing with you, with honest people, and not with 
him.’ 

The perspiring officer suddenly flared up: 

‘I shall pay to-morrow, I tell you. How dare you 
insult me?’ 

‘I shall say what I please! Honest people dont behave 
like that. So there!’ shouted the major. 

‘That’s enough, Fedor Fedorich!’ said everybody, 
trying to parity him. 

But let us hasten to drop the curtain on this scene. 
To-morrow or to-day, perhaps, each of these men will 
cheerfully and proudly go to face death, and die 
steadfastly and calmly; but the only relief in these 
inhuman conditions, horrible even to the coldest 
imagination and from which there is no hope of 
escape, is to forget and to suppress consciousness. 
Deep in each soul is a noble spark capable of making 
its possessor a hero, but it wearies of burning brightly 
—till a fateful moment comes when it will Hash into 
flame and illumine great deeds. 

XVIII 

The bombardment continued with equal vigour 
the next day. At about eleven o’clock Volodya 
Kozeltsov was sitting among the officers of his battery 
whom he was already beginning to get used to. He 
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was examining the new faces, observing, asking ques¬ 
tions, and talking. The modest conversation, with 
some pt etension to knowledge, of these artillery ollkers 
inspired hint with respect and pleased him, and on 
the other hand, Volodya’s bashlul and mnorent good 
looks inclined the ofliceis m Ins fa\our. The senior 
of the battery, a capiain, a short man with reddish 
hair standing up in a tuft above his forehead and 
brushed smooth on his temples, brought up in the old 
artillery traditions, a Indus' man with pictcnsions to 
si lentific knowledge, questioned Volodya about what 
he knew of artillery and new inventions, joked in a 
lnendly manner about his south and Ins pretly lace, 
and in general treated him like a son -and tins pleased 
Volodya very much. Sub-lieutenant Dyadcnko, a 
young olliccr who spoke with an I’kramian accent 
and who wore a torn cloak and had dishevelled hair 
—though h< talked loudly,.snatt lied every opportunity 
to begin a hot dispute, and was abrupt in Ins move¬ 
ments—nevertheless seemed attractive lo Volodya, 
for he could not help seeing that a very kind heart 
and much that was good lay beneath lias rough 
exterior. Dyadcnko kept offering to be ol use to 
Volodya, and demonstrating to him that none ol the 
guns m Sevastopol were placed according to rule 
The only one Volodya did not like was Lieutenant 
Tchernovltski with Ins arched eyebrows, though he 
was the most polite of them all, and wore a coat which 
was clean enough and neatly patched if not very new, 
and though he displayed a gold chain over his satin 
waistcoat. He kept asking what the Emperor and the 
Minister of War were doing, and told him with un¬ 
natural rapture of feats of valour performed in Sevasto¬ 
pol, regretted [the ill-advised arrangements that were 
being made, and] that there were so few real patriots, 
and in general displayed much knowledge, intelli¬ 
gence, and noble feeling; but for some reason it all 
seemed unnatural and unpleasant. Voiddya noticed in 
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particular that the other officers hardly spoke to Tcher- 
novltski. Cadet Viang, whom Volbdya had disturbed 
the night before, was also there. He did not speak, 
but sitting modestly in a corner laughed when there 
was anything funny, helped to recall anything that 
was forgotten, handed the vodka bottle, and made 
cigarettes for all the officers. Whether it was the 
modest, courteous manner ofVolddya,who treated him 
as an officer and did not order him about as if he were 
a boy, or whether Volodya's attractive appearance 
charmed VlAnga (as the soldiers called him, giving 
a feminine form to his name), at any rate he did not 
take his large kindly eyes from the new officer, foresaw 
and anticipated his wants, and was all the time in 
a state of enamoured ecstasy which of course the 
officers noticed and made fun of. 

Before dinner the lieutenant-captain was relieved 
from the bastion and ]omed them. Lieutenant- 
Captain Kraut was a fair-haired, handsome, vivacious 
officer with big sandy moustaches and whiskers. He 
spoke Russian excellently, but too accurately and 
elegantly for a Russian. In the service and in his life 
he was just the same as in his speech: he served 
admirably, was a first-rate comrade, most reliable in 
money matters, but as a man he seemed to lack some¬ 
thing just because everything about him was so satis¬ 
factory. Like all Russo-Gennans, in strange contra¬ 
distinction to the idealist German-Germans, he was 
praktisch in the extreme. 

‘Here he comes—our hero!’ said the captain, as 
Kraut entered the room swinging his arms and jingling 
his spurs. 'What will you take, Friedrich ChrisUinich, 
tea or vodka?’ 

‘I have already ordered some tea,’ answered Kraut, 
'but meanwhile I do not mind taking a drop of vodka 
as a refreshment for my soul.... Very pleased to make 
your acquaintance. I hope you will favour me with 
your company and your friendship,’ he added, turning 
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to Volddya, who rose and bowed to him. ‘Lieutenant- 
Captain Kraut.... The master-gunner at our bastion 
told me yesterday that you had arrived.’ 

T am very grateful to you for your bed: I slept 
on it.’ 

‘But were you comfortable? One of the legs is 
broken; no one has time to mend it in this state of 
siege, it has to be propped up.’ 

‘Well, what luck have you had on duly?’ asked 
Dyidenko. 

‘Oh, all right; only Skvortsdv was hit, and yesterday 
we had to mend a gim-carriago—thc check was blown 
to shivers.’ 

He rose and began to walk up and down. It was 
evident that he was under the influence of that 
pleasant feeling men experience who have just left 
a post of danger. 

‘Well, Dmitri Gavrilich,’ he said, shaking the cap¬ 
tain by his knee, ‘how arc you getting on? What of 
your recommendation? Is it still silent?’ 

'There’s no news as yet.’ 

‘And there won’t be any,’ began Dyddrnko. ‘I told 
you so before.’ 

‘Why won’t there be?’ 

‘Because the report was not written pro]>ei ly ’ 

‘Ah, you wrangler! You wrangler!’ said Kraut, 
smiling meirily. ‘A real obstinate Ukrainian! There 
now, just to spite you you’ll get a lieutenancy.’ 

‘No I shan’t!’ 

‘Viang, get me my pipe and fill it,’ said Kraut, 
turning to the cadet, who rose at once and readily ran 
for the pipe. 

Kraut brightened them all up: he talked of the 
bombardment, asked what had been going on in his 
absence, and spoke to everybody. 
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XIX 

‘Well, have* you established yourself satisfactorily 
among us 5 ' Kraut asked Volodya. ‘Excuse me, what 
is your name and patronymic? You know that’s our 
custom in the artillery. . . . Have you a horse?’ 

‘No,’ said Volodya, ‘I don’t know what I’m to do. 
I was telling the captain ... I have no horse nor any 
money until I get my forage-monev and travelling 
expenses paid. I thought meanwhile of asking the 
commander of the battery to let me have a horse, but 
I’m afraid lie’ll refuse.’ 

‘Apollon Scrgcich . . .?’ and Kraut made a sound 
with his lips expressive of stiong doubt, and looking 
at the captain added, ‘Hardly 1 ’ 

‘Well, if he does refuse there’ll be no hairn done,’ 
said the captain. ‘To tell you the truth, a horse is not 
much wanted here, hull, it’s worth trying. I will ask 
him to-day.’ 

‘How little you know him,’ Dyadenko put in: ‘he 
might reluse any thing else, but not that. . . . Will you 
bet?’ 

'Oh, we know vou can’t help contradicting!’ 

‘I eonliadict because I know. He's close in other 
matters, but he’ll give a horse because he gams 
nothing by refusing.’ 

‘Gams nothing when oats arc eight rubles?’ said 
Kraut. ‘The gam is not having to keep an extra 
hone.’ 

‘You ask for Skvorcts, Vladimir Semenich,’ said 
Viang, returning with Kraut’s pipe. ‘He’s a capital 
horse.’ 

‘Off which you fell into a ditch in Soroki, eh, 
Vlinga?’ remarked the lieutenant-captain. 

‘What does it matter if oats are eight rubles, when 
in his estimates they figure at ten and a half? 1 That’s 

1 Referring to the custom of charging tire government 
more than the actual price of supplies, and thereby 
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whrrr the gain comes in,' said Dyadenko, continuing 
to argue. 

‘Well naturally you can’t expect him tcxkcop nothing. 
When you’re commander of a battery I daiesay you 
won’t let a man have a horse to ride into town.’ 

‘When I’m commander of a battery my horses will 
get four measures each and I shan’t make an income, 
no fear!’ 

‘We shall see if we live . . .’ said the lieutenant- 
captain. ‘You’ll act in just the same way—and so 
will he,’ pointing to Volodya. 

‘Why do you think that he too would wish to make 
a profit?’ said Tchernovltski to Kraut. ‘He may have 
private means, then why should he want to make 
a profit?’ 

‘Oil no, I . . . excuse me, Captain,' said Volodya, 
blushing up to his ears, 'but I should think such a 
tiling dishonourable.’ 

‘Dear me! What a severe fellow he is!’ said Kraut. 

‘No, I only mean that I think that if the money is 
not mine I ought not to take it.’ 

‘But I’ll tell you something, young man,’ began the 
lieutenant-captain in a more serious tone. ‘Do you 
know that if you are commanding a battery you have 
to conduct things properly, and that’s enough. Hie 
commander of a battery doesn’t interfere with the 
soldiers' supplies: that’s always Ixrn the custom in 
the artillery. If you arc a bad manager you will have 
no surplus. But you have to spend over and above 
what’s in the estimates: for shoeing—that’s one’ (he 
bent down one finger), ‘and for medicine—(hat’s 
two’ (and he bent down another finger), Tor oliice 
expenses—that’s three: then for ofT-horses one has to 
pay up to live hundred rubles my dear fellow—that’s 
four: you have to supply the soldiers with new 

making an income which was supposed to go for the benefit 
of the regiment, but part of which frequently remained 
unaccounted for. 
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collars, spend a good bit on charcoal for the samovars, 
and keep open table for the officers. If you are in 
command of'a battery you must live decently: you 
must have a carriage and a fur coat, and one thing 
and another. . . . It’s quite plain!’ 

‘And above all,’ interrupted the captain, who had 
been silent all the time, ‘look here, Vladimir Semenich 
—imagine a man like myself say, serving for twenty 
years with a pay of first two hundred, then three 
hundred rubles a year. Can one refuse him a crust 
of bread in his old age, after all his service?’ 

‘Ah, what’s the good of talking,’ began the lieu* 
tenant-captain again. ‘Don’t be in a hurry to judge, 
but live and serve.’ 

Volodya felt horribly confused and ashamed of what 
he had so thoughtlessly said. He muttered something, 
and then listened in silence while Dyadenko began 
very irritably to dispute and to argue the contrary of 
what had been said. The dispute was interrupted by 
the colonel’s orderly who came to call them to dinner. 

‘Ask Apollbn Sergcich to give us some wine to-day,’ 
said Tcliernovitski to the captain, buttoning his 
umlorm. ‘Why is he so stingy? If we get killed, it will 
all be wasted.’ 

‘Ask him yourself.’ 

‘Oh no, you’re the senior officer. We must observe 
order in everything.’ 

XX 

In the room where Volddya had presented himself 
to the colonel the evening before, the table had been 
moved away from the wall and covered with a dirty 
table-cloth. To-day the commander of the battery 
shook hands with him and asked him for the Peters¬ 
burg news, and about his journey. 

‘Well, gentlemen, who takes vodka? Please help 
yourselves.... Ensigns don’t take any,’ he added with 
a smile. 
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Altogetner he did not seem at all as stern as the 
night before; on the contrary he seemed a kind and 
Hospitable host and an elder comrade imong fellow 
officers. But in spile of it all, the officers from the old 
captain down to Ensign Dyadenko showed him great 
respect, if only by the way they addressed him, politely 
looking him straight in the eyes, and by the timid way 
they came up one by one to the side-table to drink 
their glass of vodka. 

'1 he dinner consisted of Polish cutlets with mustard, 
dumplings with butter that was not \eiy fresh, and 
a large tureen of cabbage-soup in which floated pieces 
ot fat beef with an enormous quantitv of pepper and 
bay-leaves. There were no napkins, die spoons were 
oi tin or wood, there were only two tuinblns, and 
tncrc was oniy water on the table, in a bottle with 
a broken ncot; nut the meal was not doll and ihe 
conversation never flagged. At iirst they talked about 
the battle of Inkci man, in which the battery had taken 
part, and earn gate his own impressions of it and 
reasons for our reverse, but ail wete silent as soon .is 
the commander spoke. Then the conversation natur¬ 
ally passed to the insufficient calibre of our hold-guns, 
and to the subject of the new lighter guns, which 
gave Volbdya an opportunity to show his knowledge 
of artillery. But the conversation never touched on 
the present terrible condition of Sevastopol: it was as 
if each man had thought so mucit on this subject that 
he did not w ish to speak of it. Nor to VoIrSdya’s great 
surprise and regret was there any mention at all of 
the duties ot the service he would have to perform. 
It was as tl he had come to Sevastopol solely to discuss 
lighter guns and to dine with the commander of the 
battery. During dinner a bomb fell near the house 
they were in. The floor and walls shook as if from an 
earthquake, and the windows were darkened by the 
powder smoke. 

‘You didn’t see that sort of thing in Petersburg, 
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I Jancy, but here we get many such surprises,’ said 
the commander of the battery. ‘Viang, go and see 
where it burst.’ 

Viang went out to see, and reported that it had fallen 
in the square, and no more was said about the bomb. 

Just before dinner ended, a little old man, the 
battery clerk, came into the room with thiee sealed 
envelopes and handed them to the commander: ‘This 
one is very important: a Cossack has just brought it 
from the Chief of the At tillery.’ 

The officers all watched with eager impatience as 
the commander with practised fingers broke the seal 
and drew out the very important paper. ‘What can it 
be?’ each one asked himself. It might be an order to 
retire from Sevastopol to recupeiate, or the whole 
battery might be oidered to the bastions. 

‘Again!’ said the commander, anenly throwing tne 
paper on the table. 

‘What is it, Apolldn Scrgeich?' asked the senior 
officer. 

‘They order an olhccr and men to some mortar- 
battery or othei . . . As it is I have only lour officers, 
and not enough men for the gun detachments,’ 
grumbled the c ommander of the battery, ‘and here 
they aie taking more away. .. . However, gentlemen, 
some one will have to go,’ lie said after a short silence, 
’die order is, to be at the outposts at seren. Send the 
sergeant-major to me. Well, who will go? Decide, 
gentlemen.’ 

‘There’s your man—he’s not been anywhere yet,' 
said Tchrmovltski, pointing to Volodya. 

The commander of the battery did not answer. 

‘Yes, I should like to go,’ said Volodya, feeling a cold 
sweat break out on his back and neck. 

‘No, why should he?’ interrupted the captain. ‘Of 
course no one would refuse, but one need not offer 
oneself either: if Apollon Serg&h leaves it to us, let 
o> cast lots as we did last time.’ 
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All agreed. Kraut cut up some paper, rolled up 
the pieces, and threw them into a cap. The captain 
joked and on this occasion even venturdi to ask the 
colonel for some wine—to keep up their courage, as 
he said. Dyidenko sat looking grim, something made 
VolAdya smile. Tihernovitski dedared he was sure 
to draw it. Kraut was perfectly calm. Volodya was 
allowed to draw first. He took a roll of paper a bit 
longer than the others but then decided to change it, 
and taking a thinner and shorter one unrolled it and 
read, ‘Go.’ 

‘It’s I,’ he said with a sigh. 

‘Well, God be with you! You’ll get your baptism 
of flic at once,’ said the commander, looking at the 
ensign’s perturbed face with a kindly snnle. ‘But 
make haste and get ready, and to make it more 
cheerful for you, Viang shall go with you as gun- 
seigeant.’ 

XXI 

Viang was extremely pleased with his appointment, 
ran off quickly to get ready, and when dressed t attic 
to help Volodya, trying to persuade hint to take with 
him a lied, a fur coat, some back numbers 0 (Fatherland 
Records, the coffee-pot with the spirit lamp, and other 
unnecessary things. The captain advised Volodya to 
read up in the Handbook (Bezik’s Artillery UJfictr's 
Handbook) about firing mortars, and espei tally to copy 
out the tables in it. Volodya set to work at once and 
nouced to his surprise and joy that his fear of the 
danger and even greater fear that he was a coward, 
though it still troubled him a little, was far from 
what it had been the night before. This was partly 
the effect of daylight and activity, but was chiefly due 
to the fact that fear, like every strong feeling, rannot 
long continue with the same intensity. In short he 
had already had time to live through the worst of it. 
At about seven o’clock, just as the sun la gan to 
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disappear behind the Nicholas Barracks, the sergeant- 
major came and announced that the men were ready 
and waiting 

‘I have given Vl&nga the list, your honour will 
please receive it from him,’ said he. 

About twenty artillerymen, with side-arms only, 
stood behind the corner of the house. Volodya and 
the cadet walked up to them. ‘Shall I make them a 
little speech or simply say “Good-day lads,” or say 
nothing at all?’ he thought. ‘But why not say “Good- 
day lads”, it is even right that I should,’ and he cried 
boldly with his ringing voice, 'Good-day lads!’ The 
soldiers answered gaily. The fresh young voice sounded 
pleasantly in the ears of each. Volddya went briskly 
in front of the soldiers, and though his heart beat as 
fast as if he had run full-speed for miles his step was light 
and his face cheerful. As they approached the Mala¬ 
khov Redoubt and mounted the hill he noticed that 
Viang, who kept close to him all the time and had 
seemed so brave before leaving the house, was con¬ 
tinually dodging and stooping, as if all the bombs and 
cannon-balls, which whistled past very frequently 
here, were flying straight at him. Some of the soldiers 
did the same, and in general most of the faces expressed 
uneasiness if not exactly alarm. These circumstances 
emboldened Volddya and completely comforted him. 

‘So here am I too on the Malakhov mound, which 
I fancied a thousand times more terrible. And I get 
along without bowing to the balls, and am even much 
less Lightened than the others. So I am no coward,’ 
he thought with pleasure, and even with a certain 
self-complacent rapture. 

This feeling however was quickly shaken by a sight 
he came upon in the twilight at the Kornilov Battery 
while looking for the commander of the bastion. Four 
sailors stood by the breastwork holding by its arms 
and legs the blood-stained corpse of a man without 
boots or coat and swinging it before heaving it over. 
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(On the second day of this bombardment it was found 
impossible in some parts to clear away the corpses 
from the bastions, and they were therefore thrown out 
into the ditch so as not to be in the way at the 
batteries.) Volodya felt stunned for a moment when 
he saw the body bump on the top of the breastwork 
and then roll down into the ditch, but luckily for him 
the commander of the bastion met him just then and 
gave him his ordera and a guide to show him the way 
to the battery and to the bomb-proof assigned to his 
men. We will not speak of all the dangers and dis- 
enchantmcnts our hero lived through that evening: 
how—instead of the firing he was used to on the 
Volkov held amid conditions of perfect exactitude 
and order which he had expected to meet with here 
also—he found two damaged mortars, one with its 
muzzle battered in by a ball, the oilier standing on the 
splinters of its shattered platlorm; how he could not 
get workmen before the morning to mend the plat¬ 
form; how not a single charge was of the weight 
specified m the Handbook; how two of the men under 
him were wounded, and how he was twenty times 
within a hair’s-breadth of death. Fortunately a 
gigantic gunner, a seaman who had served with the 
mortars since the commencement of the siege, had 
lieen appointed to assist Volodya, and convinced him 
of the possibility of using the mortars. By the light of 
a lantern this gunner showed him all over the battery 
as he might have shown him over his own kitchen- 
garden, and undertook to have everything nght by 
the mormng. The bomb-proof to which his guide led 
him was an oblong hole dug in the rocky ground, 
twenty-five cubic yards in size and covered with oak 
beams two and a half feet thick. He and all his 
soldiers installed themselves in it. 

As soon as he discovered the little door, not three 
feet high, Viang rushed in headlong before anyone 
else, and at the risk of breaking his limbs against the 
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stone bottom squeezed into the farthest corner and 
remained there. Volodya, when all the soldiers had 
settled on the ground along the walls and some had 
lit their pipes, made up his own bed in a corner, lit 
a candle, and after lighting a cigarette, lay down. 

The reports of continuous firing could be heard 
overhead but not very distinctly, except from one 
cannon which stood quite close and shook the bomb¬ 
proof with its thunder. In the bomb-proof all was 
quiet, except when one or other of the soldiers, still 
rather shy in the presence of the new officer, spoke, 
asking a neighbour to move a little or to give him a 
light for his pipe, when a rat scratched somewhere 
among the stones, or when Viang, who had not yet 
recovered and was still looking wildly around him, 
heaved a deep sigh. 

Volodya, on Ins bed in this quiet corner crammed 
with people and lighted by a solitary candle, expe¬ 
rienced a sensation of cosiness such as he had felt 
as a child when, playing hide-and-seek, he used to 
creep into a cupboard or under his mother’s skirt and 
sit listening in breathless silence, afraid of the dark 
yet conscious of cn|oyment. It felt rather uncanny, 
yet his spirits were high. 

XXII 

After ten minutes or so the soldiers grew bolder and 
began to talk. The more important ones—two non¬ 
commissioned officers: an old grey-haired one with 
every possible medal and cross except the St. George, 
and a young one, a Cantonist , 1 who was smoking 
cigarettes he had rolled himself—settled nearest to the 
light and to the officer’s bed. The drummer had as 
usual assumed the duty of waiting upon the officer. 
The bombardiers and those who had medals came 

1 The Gantomsts, under serfdom, which still prevailed 
at the time of the Crimean War, were the sons of soldiers, 
condemned by law and heredity to be soldiers also. 
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next, and farther off, in the shadow nearer the en¬ 
trance, sat the humbler folk. It was these last who 
started a conversation, caused by the Yioise a man 
made who came tumbling hurriedly into the bomb¬ 
proof. 

‘Hullo, old fellow! Why don’t you stay outside? 
Don’t the lasses play merrily enough out there?’ said 
a voice. 

‘They’re playing such tunes as we never bear in our 
village,’ laughingly replied the man who had just 
run in. 

‘Ah, Vasin don’t like bombs—that he don't!’ said 
some one in the aristocratic corner. 

‘If it was necessary, that would be a diflerent 
matter,’ replied Vasin slowly, and when he spoke all 
the others were silent. ‘On the 2,)th we were at least 
firing, but why grumble at me now 3 The authorities 
won’t thank the likes of us for getting killed uselessly.' 

At these words everyone laughed. 

’There’s Melnikov—he's out there now, I fancy,’ 
said someone. 

‘Go and send Melnikov in here,' said the old 
sergeant, ‘or else he really will get killed uselessly.’ 

‘Who is Melnikov?’ asked Volodya. 

‘Oh, he’s a poor silly soldier of ours, your honour. 
He's just afraid of nothing, and he's walking about 
outside now. You should have a look at him, he’s just 
like a bear.’ 

’He knows a rharin,’ came Vasin’s long-drawn 
accents from the other corner. 

Melnikov entered the bomb-proof. He was stout 
(an extremely rare thing among soldiers), red-haired 
and red-faced, with an enormous bulging forehead 
and prominent pale-blue eyes. 

‘Aren’t you afraid of the bombs?’ asked Volodya. 

'What’s there to be afraid of in them bombs?’ 
answered Melnikov, wriggling and scratching himself. 
"They won’t lull me with a bomb, I know.’ 
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‘So you'd like to live here?’ 

"Course I should. It’s jolly here,’ he said and burst 
out laughing! 

‘Oh, then they should take you for a sortie! Shall 
I speak to the general about it?’ said Volodya, 
though he did not know a single general in the place. 

‘Like, indeed! ’Course I should!’ And Melnikov 
hid behind the others. 

‘Let’s have a game of “noses” lads! Who has the 
cards?’ his voice was heard to say hurriedly. 

And soon the game had started in the far comer: 
laughter could be heard, and noses being smacked and 
trumps declared. The drummer having heated the 
samovar for him, Volodya drank some tea, treated 
the non-commisdoned officers to some, and, wishing 
to gain popularity, joked and talked with them and 
felt very pleased at the respect paid him. The 
soldiers, seeing that the gentleman gave himself no 
airs, became talkative too. One of them explained 
that the siege of Sevastopol would not last much 
longer, because a reliable fellow in the fleet had told 
him that Constantine, the Tsar’s brother, was coming 
with the ’merican licet to help us, and also that there 
would soon be an agreement not to fire for a fortnight, 
but fo have a rest, and that if anyone did fire, he’d 
have to pay a f ine of seventy-five kopeks for each shot. 
Vasin, who was a small man with whiskers and large 
kind eyes, as Volodya had already noticed, related, 
first amid general silence and then amid roars of 
laughter, how lie had gone home on leave and at first 
everyone was glad to sec him, but then his father 
had begun sending him to work while the forester- 
lieutenant sent a hoisc and trap to fetch his wife! All 
this amused Volddya very much. He not only felt 
no fear or annoyance because of the overcrowding 
and bad air in the bomb-proof, but on the contrary 
felt exceedingly bright and contented. 

Many of the soldiers were already snoring. Viang 
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had also stretched himself out on the floor, and the 
old sergeant having spread his cloak on the ground 
was crossing himself and muttering prayers before 
going to sleep, when Volddya felt moved to go out 
of the bomb-proof and see what was happening 
outside. 

‘Draw in your legs!’ the soldiers called to one 
another as soon as he rose, and the legs were drawn 
in to make room for him. 

Viang, who had seemed to be asleep, suddenly 
raised his head and seized Volbdya by the skirts of 
his cloak. 

‘Don’t go! Don't go—how can you?’ he began in 
a tearfully persuasive voice. ‘You don’t know what 
it’s like. Cannon-balls are falling all the time out 
there. It’s better in here.’ 

But in spite of Viang’s entreaties Volbdya made his 
way out of the bomb-proof and sat down on the 
threshold, where Melnikov was already sitting making 
his feet comfortable. 

The air was pure and fresh, especially after that 
of the bomb-proof, and the night was dear and calm. 
Mingling with the booming of the cannon could be 
heard the rumbling of the wheels of carts bringing 
gabions, and voices of men at work in the powder- 
vault. High overhead stretched the starry sky, across 
which the fiery trails of the bombs ran incessantly. 
On the left was another bomb-proof, through the 
three-foot opening of which the legs and backs of the 
sailors who lived there could be seen and their voices 
heard. In front was the roof of the powder-vault, 
past which flitted the figures of stooping men, while 
on the top of it, under the bullets and bombs that kept 
flying past, was a tall figure in a black cloak with ils 
hands in its pockets, treading down the earth the 
others carried up in sacks. Many a bomb flew past 
and exploded very near the vault. The soldiers who 
were carrying the earth stooped and stepped aside, 



216 SEVASTOPOL 

but the black figure continued calmly to stamp the 
earth down with its feet and remained on the spot in 
the same pocition. 

‘Who is that black fellow there?’ said Volddya to 
Melnikov. 

‘Can’t say. I’ll go and sec.’ 

‘No, don’t. There’s no need.’ 

But Melnikov rose without heeding him, approached 
the black figure, and for a long lime stood beside it 
just as indifferent and immovable. 

‘That’s the powder-master, your honour!’ he said 
when he returned. ‘The vault has been knocked in 
by a bomb, so the infantry are carrying earth there.’ 

Now and then a bomb seemed to ily straight at 
the door of the bomb-proof. Then Volodya pressed 
behind the coiner, but soon crept out again looking 
up to see if another was coming that way. Though 
Viang from inside the bomb-proof again and again 
entreated him to come in, Volodya sat at the threshold 
for about three hours, linding a ktnd of pleasure in 
tempting late and watching the flying bombs. By the 
end of the evening he knew how many guns were 
firing, from which positions, and whete their shots 
fell. 


XXIII 

The next morning, 27 August, Volodya, fresh and 
vigorous after ten hours’ sleep, stepped across the 
threshold of the bomb-proof. Viang too came out, 
but at the first sound of a bullet rushed wildly back 
to the entrance, pushing his way through the crowd 
with his head amid the general laughter of the 
soldiers, most of whom had also come out into the 
fresh air. 

Viang, the old sergeant, and a few others only 
came out into the trench at rare intervals, but the 
rest could not be kept inside: they all crept out of the 
stuffy bomb-proof into the fresh morning air and in 
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spite of the firing, which continued as violently as 
on the day before, settled themselves—some by the 
threshold of the bomb-proof and som$ under the 
breastwork. Melnikov had been strolling about from 
battery to battery since early dawn, looking calmly 
upwards. 

.Near the threshold sat two old soldiers and one 
young curK-haned one, a Jew transferred to the 
battery from ail infantry regiment. 1 his latter had 
picked up one of the bullets that were lying about, and 
after llattening it out on a stone with the fragment of 
a bomb, was now caiving out a cross like the Older 
ol St. Geoige. The others sat talking and watching 
Ins work 1 lie cross was really turning out \cry well. 

‘I sav,’ said one of them, 'if we Slav hire much 
longer we shall all have served our time and get dis¬ 
charged when thne ’s peace.’ 

‘You’re right. Why I had only four years leit to 
serve, and I’ve been live months already in Sevastopol.’ 

‘That won't be reckoned specially towards our 
disc barge, it seems,’ said another. 

At that moment a cannon-ball flew over the heads 
of the speakers and fell a couple of feet from Melnikov, 
who was coming towards them through the treni h 

‘ That one nearly killed Melnikov,’ said one of them. 

‘It won’t kill me,’ said Melnikov. 

‘Then I present you with this cross for your com age,’ 
said the young soldier, giving him the truss lie had 
made. 

‘ ; . . . No, my lad, a month’s serwte here counts as 
a year for everything—that was said in the proclama¬ 
tion,’ continued one of the soldiers. 

‘You may *ay what you like, but when we have 
peace we’re sure to have an Imperial review at 
Warsaw, and then if we don’t all get our discharge 
we shall be put on the permanent reserve.’ 

Just then a shrieking, glancing rifle-bullet flew just 
over die speakers’ heads and struck a stone. 
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‘Look out, or you’ll be getting your discharge in 
full before to-night,’ said one of the soldiers. 

They all laughed. 

And not only before night, but before two hours had 
passed, two of them had got their discharge in full and 
five more were wounded, but the rest went on joking 
just the same. 

By the morning the two mortars had really been 
put into such a condition that they could be fired, and 
at ten o’clock Volodya called out his company and 
marched with it to the battery, in accordance with 
the order he had received from the commander of the 
bastion. 

Not a trace of the fear noticeable the day before 
remained among the men a3 soon as they were 
actively engaged. Only Viang could not master 
himself, but hid and ducked in the same old way, and 
Vasin lost some of his composure, fidgetted, and kept 
dodging. Volddya was in ecstasies, the thought of 
danger never entered his head. Joy at fulfilling his 
duty, at finding that not only was he no coward but 
that he was even quite brave, the sense of command¬ 
ing and being in the presence of twenty men who 
were he knew watching him with curiosity, made 
him quite valiant. He was even vain of his courage 
and showed off before the soldiers, climbing out onto 
the banquette and unfastening his cloak on purpose 
to be more conspicuous. The commander of the 
bastion making the round of his ‘household’ as he 
expressed it, accustomed as he had grown during the 
last eight months to courage of all kinds, could not 
help admiring this handsome lad, with his coat un¬ 
buttoned showing a red shirt fitting close to his 
delicate white neck, who with Hushed face and shining 
eyes clapped his hands, gave the order, ‘One—two!’ 
in ringing tones, and ran gaily onto the breastwork 
to see where his bombs were failing. At half-past 
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eleven the firing slackened on both sides, and at 
twelve o’clock precisely the storming of the Malakhov 
Redoubt, and of the Second, Third (theftedan), and 
Fifth Bastions, began. 

XXIV 

On the North Side of the Roadstead, towards mid¬ 
day, two sailors were standing on the telegraph hill 
between Inkerman and the Northern entrenchment: 
one of them, an officer, was looking at Sevastopol 
through the telescope fixed there. Another officer 
with a Cossack had just ridden up to the signal-post. 

The sun shone brightly high above the Roadstead, 
and with its warm bright light played on the station¬ 
ary vessels, the flapping sails, and the rowing boats. 
A light wind scarcely swayed the withering leaves of 
the oak-scrub near the telegraph post, filled the sails 
of the boats, and rallied the waves. Sevastopol, still 
the same, with its unfinished church, its column, its 
quay, its boulevard showing green on the hill, and the 
elegant building of its library; with its little azure 
creeks bristling with masts, the picturesque artlies of 
its aqueducts, and with clouds of blue powder-smoke 
now and then lit up by red flashes from the guns— 
this same beautiful, fesuve, proud Sevastopol, sur¬ 
rounded on one side by yellow smoking hills and on 
the other by the bright blue sea playing m the sun¬ 
light—could still be seen on the opposite side of the 
Roadstead. Above the rim of the sea, along which 
spread a streak of black smoke horn a steamer, drifted 
tong white clouds that portended rain. Along the 
whole line of entrenchments, especially on the lulls to 
the left, compressed puffs of thick white smoke con¬ 
tinually appeared several at a time, accompanied by 
flashes that sometimes gleamed like lightning even in 
the noontide light; and these pufls grew larger and 
assumed various shapes, rising and seeming darker 
against the sky. 
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They started now here now there from the hills, 
from the enemy's batteries, from the town, and high 
up in the sky. The noise of the reports never ceased, 
and mingling with one another they shook the air. 

Towards noon the cloudlets of smoke showed less and 
less often and the air was less shaken by the booming. 

‘There now, the Second Bastion doesn’t reply at 
all!’ said the mounted hussar officer. ‘It’s absolutely 
knocked to bits. It’s terrible!’ 

‘Yes, and the Malakhov hardly fires one shot for 
three of theirs,' replied the man who was looking 
Ihiough the telescope. ‘It makes me mad that ours 
are silent. They are firing straight into the Kornilov 
Battery and it doesn’t reply at all.’ 

‘But look here, I told you they always stop bom¬ 
barding at noon. And it’s the same to-day. We’d 
better go to lunch . . . they’ll be waiting for us as it is. 
. . . There's nothing to look at now.’ 

‘Wait a bit! Don’t bothri me!’ said the man in 
possession of the telescope, looking eagerly at Sevas¬ 
topol. 

‘What is it? What?’ 

‘A movement in the trenches—dense columns ad¬ 
vancing.’ 

‘Yes, one can see it with the naked eye,’ said the 
sailor. 'They are advancing m columns. We must 
give the alarm.’ 

‘Look! Look! They have left the trenches.’ 

And one could really see with the naked eye what 
seemed like daik spots coming down the hill, across 
the ravine from the French batteries towards our 
bastions. In front of these spots, dark streaks could 
already be seen near our lines. From our bastions 
white cloudlets of firing burst out at different points 
as if crossing one another. The wind brought a sound 
of small-arm firing, like rain pelting against window- 
panes. The dark streaks were moving nearer and 
nearer right amid the smoke. The sounds of firing 
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grew louder and louder and merged into a prolonged 
rumbling peal. The smoke, rising more and more 
ofien, spread rapidly along the lines *and at last 
merged into one light-purple cloud curling and un¬ 
curling, amid which here and there flashes just 
flickered and dark dots appeared: all the separate 
sounds blended into one thundering crash. 

‘An assault!’ said the officer, growing pale and 
letting the sailor have the telescope. 

Cossacks galloped down the road, officers on horse¬ 
back passed by, and the commander-in-chief in a 
carriage accompanied by his suite On every face 
there was an cxpicssion of painful agitation and 
expectancy. 

'They can’t have taken it!’ cried the mounted oifirer. 

‘By God, a standard! Look! Look!’said the officer, 
panting and moving awav from the telescope—‘A 
French standard on the Malakhov!’ 

‘Impossible!’ 

XXV 

The elder Kozeltsbv, who had found time that 
night to win hark his money and to lose it all again, 
including the gold pieces sewn in his cull', was lying 
towards morning m a heavy, unhealthy, and deep 
sleep in the Defence Barracks of the Fifth Bastion, 
when a desperate erv arose, repeated by many voices— 

‘The alarm!’ 

‘Why are you sleeping, Michael Sememe h’ We 
are attacked!’ shouted someone. 

‘It must he a hoax,’ he said, opening Ins eyes in¬ 
credulously. 

Then he saw an officer running from one corner 
of the barracks to the other without anv apparent 
reason and with such a pale face that he realized it all. 
The thought that they might take him for a coward 
who did not wish to Ice with his company at a critical 
moment upset him terribly, and he rushed full speed 
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to join it. The artillery firing had ceased, but the 
clatter of musketry was at its height. The bullets did 
not whistle as single ones do but came in swarms like 
a flock of autumn birds flying overhead. 

The whole place where his battalion had been 
stationed the day before was hidden in smoke, and 
enemy shouts and exclamations could be heard. As 
he went he met crowds of wounded and unwounded 
soldiers. Having run another thirty paces he saw his 
own company pressed to the wall. 

‘The Schwartz Redoubt is taken!’ said a young 
officer, whose teeth were chattering. ‘All is lost!’ 

‘Nonsense!’ said Kozeltsbv angrily, and [wishing 
to rouse himself by a gesture] he drew his blunt little 
iron sword and cried: 

‘Forward, lads! Hurrah!’ 

His voice sounded loud and clear and roused 
Koreltsov himself. He ran forward along the traverse, 
and about fifty soldiers ran shouting after him. From 
the tiaterse he ran out into the open ground. The 
bullets fell just like hailstones. Two hit him, but where, 
and what they had done—bruised him or wounded 
him—he had no time to determine. Before him 
through the smoke he could already see blue coats 
and red trousers, and hear shouts that were not 
Russian. One Frenchman stood on the breastwork 
waving his cap and shouting something. Kozeltsdv 
felt sure he would be killed, and this increased his 
courage. He ran on and on. Several soldiers outran 
him, others appeared from somewhere else and also 
ran. The blue uniforms were always at the same 
distance from him, running back to their trenches, but 
there were dead and wounded on the ground under 
his feet. When he had run to the outer ditch, every¬ 
thing became blurred in Kozeltsdv's eyes and he felt 
a pain in his chest. 

Half an hour later he was lying on a stretcher near 
the Nicholas Barracks and knew that he was wounded, 
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but felt hardly any pain. He only wished for some¬ 
thing cool to drink, and to lie more comfoitably. 

A plump little doctor with large black whiskers 
came up to him and unbuttoned his cloak. Kozeltsbv 
looked over his chin to see the doctor’s face and what 
he was doing to his wound, but he still felt no pain. 
The doctor covered the wound with the shirt, wiped 
his fingers on the skirt of his cloak and silently, without 
looking at the wounded man, passed on to another 
patient. Kozeltsbv unconsciously watched what was 
going on around him and, lemembenng what had 
happened at the Fifth Bastion with exceedingly joylul 
self-satisfaction, felt that he had performed his duty 
well—that for the iirsl time in the whole of his service 
he had acted as well as it was possible to act, and that 
he had nothing to reproach himself with. The doctor, 
bandaging another man, pointed to Kozehsbv and 
said something to a priest with a large icd beard, who 
stood near by with a cross. 

‘Am I dying?’ asked Kozeltsbv when the priest 
approached him. 

The priest did not reply, but said a prayer and held 
a cross to the wounded man’s lips. 

Death did not frighten Kozellsov. He took the cross 
with his weak hands, pressed it to his lips, and began 
to weep. 

‘Were the French driven back?’ he asked the priest 
firmly. 

* I'he victory is ours at all points,’ answered the 
latter to console the wounded man, concealing trom 
him the fact that a French standard was already 
w aving from the Malhkhov Redoubt. 

‘Thank God 1 ’ exclaimed the dying man, not feeling 
the tears that ran down his checks, [and experiencing 
inexpressible delight at the consciousness ol having 
performed an heroic deed.] 

The thought of his brother Hashed through his 
brain. ‘God grant him as good a fate!’ thought he. 
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XXVI 

But a djlTcrcnt fate awaited Volodya. He was 
listening to a tale Visin was telling when he heard the 
cry ‘The French are coming!’ The blood suddenly 
rushed to his heart and he felt his cheeks grow cold 
and pale. He remained immovable for a moment, 
but glancing round saw the soldiers fastening their 
uniforms and crawling out one after the other fairly 
coolly. One of them—Melnikov probably—even 
joked, saying, ‘Take them some bread and salt.’ 1 

Volodya, and Viang who followed him like a 
shadow, climbed out of the bomb-proof and ran to 
the battery. There was no artillery firing at all trom 
cither side. The coolness of the soldiers did less to 
rouse Volodya than the pitiful cowardice of the cadet. 
‘Can I possibly be like him?’ he thought, and rar. 
gaily to the breastwork where his mortars stood. He 
could plainly see the French miming straight towards 
him across the open ground, and crowds of them 
moving in the nearer trenches, their bayonets glitter¬ 
ing in the sunshine. One short, broad-shouldered 
fellow in a Zouave uniform was running in front, 
swotd in hand, jumping across the pits. 

'Fire case-shot!’ cried Volodya, running back from 
the banquette, but the soldiers had already arranged 
matters without him and the metallic ring of the 
dist barged case-shot whistled over his head first from 
otic moitar and then from the other. ‘One—Two!’ 
otdered Volodya, running the distance between the 
two mortars and quite forgetting the danger. From 
one side and near at hand was heard the clatter of the 
musketry of our supports, and excited cries. 

Suddenly a wild cry of despair arose on the left. 
‘They’re behind us! Behind us!’ repeated several 
voices. Volodya looked round. About twenty French- 

1 It is a Russian custom to offer bread and salt to new 
arrivals. 
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men appeared behind him. One of them, a handsome 
man with a black beard, was in front of the rest, but 
having run up to within ten pares of th{ battery he 
stopped, fired point-blank at Volodya, and then again 
started running towards him. For a moment Volodva 
stood petrified, unable to believe his eyes. When he 
recovered and glanced round he saw Trench untfoims 
on the breastwork before him; two Frenchmen were 
even spiking a cannon some ten paces from him. No 
one was near but Melnikov, who had fallen at his side 
killed by a bullet, and Viang, who had seized a lin¬ 
stock and was rushing forward with a furious look on 
lus face, rolling his eyes and shouting. 

‘Follow me, Vladimir Semenith! . . . F'oilow me!* 
he cried in a desperate voice, brandishing his linstock 
at the Frenchmen who had appeared from behind. 
The furious figure of the cadet perplexed them. Viang 
hit the front one on the head, the others involuntarily 
hesitated, and he ran to the trench where our infantry 
lay firing at the French, continually looking back 
and shouting desperately, ‘Come with me, Vladimir 
Srmemch! Why arc you stopping 5 Run!’ Having 
jumped in, he climbed out again to see what his 
adored ensign was doing. Something in a cloak lay 
prostrate where Volodya had stood, and that whole 
place was occupied by Frenchmen tiring at our men. 


xxv n 

Viang found his battery at the second line of defence. 
Of the twenty soldiers belonging to the mortar 
battery only eight were left. 

Towards nine in the evening Viang crossed over 
with the battery to the North Side on a steamer 
crowded with soldiers, cannon, horses, and wounded 
men. There was no firing anywhere. The stars shone 
aj brightly in the sky as they had done the night 
before, but the sea was rocked by a strong wind. On 
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the First and Second Bastions flames kept bursting 
up along the ground, explosions rent the air and lit 
up strange dark objects and the stones flying in the air 
around them. Something was burning near the docks 
and the red glare was reflected on the water. The 
bridge thronged with people was illuminated by a fire 
at the Nicholas Battery. A large flame seemed to 
stand above the water on the distant little headland 
of the Alexander Battery, lighting up from below the 
clouds of smoke that hung above it, and quiet, bold 
lights gleamed over the sea, as they had done yester¬ 
day, from the distant enemy fleet, and the fresh wind 
raised waves in the Roadstead. By the glaring light 
of the conflagration one could see the masts of our 
sinking ships as they slowly descended deeper and 
deeper into the water. There was no talking on 
board, only words of command given by the captain, 
the snorting and stamping of the horses on the vessel, 
and the moaning of the wounded, could be heard 
above the steam and the regular swish of the parting 
waters. Viang, who had had nothing to eat all day, 
look a piece of bread from his pocket and began 
munching it, but suddenly remembering Volddya he 
began to sob so loud that the soldiers near him 
heard it. 

‘Look! He’s eating bread and yet he’s sobbing, is 
our Vlanga!’ said Vasin. 

‘That’s queer!’ said another. 

‘Look! Our barrack’s been set on fire too,’ he 
continued with a sigh. ‘What a lot of the likes of us 
perished there; and now the Frenchmen have got it 
ior nothing.’ 

‘At all events we have got off alive, thank God!’ 
said Visin. 

‘All the same, it’s a shame.’ 

‘Where’s the shame? D’you think they’ll get a 
chance of amusing themselves there? See if ours don't 
retake it. No matter how many of the Ukes of us are 
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lost; if the Emperor gives the word, as sure as there’s 
a God we’ll take it back. You don’t suppose we’ll 
leave it like that? No fear! There, take the bare 
walls.... The ’trenchmenls are all blown up. . . . Yes, 
I daresay. . . . He's stuck his flag on the mound, but 
he’s not shoved himself into the town. . . . You wait 
a bit! The real reckoning will come yet—only watt a 
bit!’ he concluded, admonishing the French. 

‘Of course it will!’ said another with conviction. 

Along the whole line of the Sevastopol bastions— 
which for so many months had been seething with 
such extraordinary life and energy, for so many months 
had seen heroes relieved by death as they fell one after 
another, and for so many months had aroused the 
fear, the hatred, and at last the admiration of the 
enemy—no one was now to be seen: all was dead, 
ghastly, terrible. But it was not silent: destruction was 
still going on. Everywhere on the ground, blasted and 
strewn around by fresh explosions, lay shattered gun- 
carriages crushing the corpses of foes and Russians 
alike, cast-iron cannons thrown with terrific force into 
holes and half-buried in the earth and silenced for 
ever, bombs, cannon-balls and more dead bodies; 
then holes and splintered beams of what had been 
bomb-proofs, and again silent corpses in grey or blue 
uniforms. All this still shuddered again and again, 
and was lit up by the lurid flames of the explosions 
that continued to shake the air. 

The enemy saw that something incomprehensible 
was happening in awe-inspiring Sevastopol. The 
explosions and the deathly stillness on the bastions 
made them shudder, but under the influence of the 
strong and firm resistance of that day they did not 
yet dare to believe that their unflinching foe had 
disappeared, and they awaited the end of the gloomy 
night silently, motionless and anxious. 

The Sevastopol army, surging and spreading like 
the sea on a rough dark night, its whole mass anxiously 
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palpitating, slowly swayed through the thick dark¬ 
ness by the bridge over the Roadstead and onto 
the North Side, away from the place where it was 
leaving so many brave comrades, from the place 
saturated with its blood, the place it had held for 
eleven montlis against a far stronger foe, but which 
it was now ordered to abandon without a struggle. 

The first effect this command had on every Russian 
was one of oppressive bewilderment. The next feeling 
was a fear of pursuit. The men felt helpless as soon 
as they had left the places where they were accustomed 
to fight, and crowded anxiously together in the dark¬ 
ness at the entrance to the bridge which was rocked 
by the strong wind. With bayonets clashing, regi¬ 
ments, vehicles, and militia crowded together and 
pressed forward to the bay. While mounted officers 
pushed through with orders, the inhabitants wept, 
orderlies carrying forbidden luggage entreated, and 
artillery with rattling wheels hurried to get away. 
Notwithstanding the diversion resulting from their 
various and bustling occupations, the instinct of self- 
preservation and the desire to get away as quickly as 
possible from this dreadful place of death was present 
in the soul of each. It was present in the mortally 
wounded soldier who lay among the five hundred 
other wounded men on the pavement of the Pavlov 
Quay praying to God for death; in the militiaman 
pushing witli all his might among the dense crowd 
to make way for a general who was riding past; in the 
general who conducted the crossing, firmly restraining 
the impetuosity of the soldiers; in the sailor who, 
having got among a moving battalion, was squeezed 
by the swaying crowd till he could scarcely breathe; 
in the wounded officer whom four soldiers had been 
carrying on a stretcher, but stopped by the throng 
had put down on the ground near the Nicholas 
Battery; in the artilleryman who having served with 
the same gun for sixteen years was now, in obedience 
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to an officer’s order quite incomprehensible to him, 
with the help of his comrades pushing that gun down 
the steep bank into the Roadstead, and in the sailors 
of the fleet who, having just siutlled their ships, were 
briskly rowing away from them in the long-boats. On 
reaching the North Side and leas ing the bridge almost 
every man took oil' his cap and crossed himself. But 
behind this feeling of self-preservation there was 
another, a deeper (eehng, sad and gnawing, akin to 
remorse, shame, and anger. Almost every soldier 
looking back at the abandoned town from the North 
Side, sighed with inexpressible bitterness in his heart 
and made a menacing gesture towards the enemy. 
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MEETING A MOSCOW ACQUAINTANCE 

Gusk6v, nicknamed Guskantini, condemned for punish 
ment to serve as a private. 

Paul DmItrich, Adjutant. 

Nicholas IvAnich S—, Lieutenant-Captain; a good 
natured officer. 

NiKfrA, an Orderly. 

Makatyuk, another Orderly. 

Alexey IvAnich, a Captain. 

Andreev, a soldier. 



MEETING A MOSCOW ACQUAIN¬ 
TANCE IN THE DETACHMENT 

W E were out with a detachment. The work in 
hand was almost done, the cutting through the 
forest was nearly finished, and we were expecting 
every dav to receive orders from head-quarters to 
retire to the fort. 

Our division of the battery guns was placed on the 
slope of a steep mountain range which strcti hed down 
to the rapid little mountain river Mcrhik, and we had 
to command the plain in front. Occasionally, especi¬ 
ally towaids evening, on this picturesque plain beyond 
the range of our guns, groups of peaceable moun¬ 
taineers on horseback appeared here and there, 
curious to see the Russian ramp The evening was 
clear, quiet, and fresh, as December evenings usually 
are in the Cautasus. The sun was setting behind the 
steep spur of the mountain range to the loft, and threw 
rosy beams on the tents scattered over the mountain 
side, on the moving groups of soldiers, and on our 
two guns, standing as if with outstretched necks, 
heavy and motionless, on the earthwork battery close 
by. 'I he infantry picket, stationed on a knoll to our 
left, was sharply outlined against the clear light of the 
sunset, with its piles of arms, the figure of its sentry, 
its group of soldiers, and the smoke ol us dying camp- 
tire. To right and to left, hall-way down the hill, white 
tents gleamed on the trodden black earth, and beyond 
the tents loomed the bare black trunks of the plane 
forest, where axes continually rang, tires crackled, and 
trees fell crashing down. On all sides the pale bluish 
smoke rose in columns towards the frosty blue sky. 
Beyond the tents, and on the low ground by the stream, 
Cossacks, dragoons, and artillery drivers trailed along, 
returning from watering their stamping and snorting 
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horses. It was beginning to freeze; all sounds were 
heard with unusual distinctness, and one could see 
far into the plain through the clear rarefied air. The 
groups of natives, no longer exciting the curiosity of 
our men, rode quietly over the light-yellow stubble 
of the maize-fields. Here and there through the trees 
could be seen the tall posts of Tartar cemeteries, and 
the smoke of their aouLs. 

Our tent was pitched near the guns, on a dry and 
elevated spot whence the view was specially extensive. 
By the tent, close to the battery, we had cleared a 
space for the games of Gorodki 1 or Choushki. Here 
the attentive soldiers had erected for us rustic seats 
and a small table. Because of all these conveniences 
our comrades the artillery officers, and some of the 
infantry, liked to assemble at our battery, and called 
this place ‘The Club’. 

It was a beautiful evening, the best players had 
come, and we were playing Gorodki. I, Ensign D., 
and Lieutenant O. lost two games running, and to 
the general amusement and laughter of the onlooking 
officers, and of soldiers and orderlies who were watch¬ 
ing us from their tents, we twice carried the winners 
pick-a-back from one end of the ground to the other. 
Specially amusing was the position of the enormous, 
fat Lieutenant-Captain S., who puffing and smiling 
good-humouredly, with his feet trailing on the ground, 
rode on the back of the small and puny Lieutenant O. 
But it was growing late. The orderlies brought three 
tumblers of tea without any saucers for the whole 
six of us, and having finished our game we came to 
the rustic seats. Near them stood a short, bandy- 

1 Gorodki is a game in which short, thick sticks are 
arranged in certain figure* within squares Each side has 
its own square, and each player in turn throws a stick to 
try to clear out the enemy’s square. The side wins which 
fint accomplishes this with the six figures in which the 
sticks are successively arranged. 
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legged man whom we did not know, dressed in a 
sheepskin coat and with a large, white, long-woolled 
sheepskin cap on his head. As soon as we approached 
him he hesitatingly took off and put on his cap several 
times and repeatedly seemed on the point of coming 
up to us, but then stopped again. But probably having 
decided that he could no longer remain unnoticed, 
this stranger again raised his cap, and passing round 
us approached Lieutenant-Captain S. 

‘Ah, Guskantini! Well, what is it, old chap?’ said 
S., still continuing to smile good-humouredly after 
his ride. 

Guskantini, as S. called him, put on his cap at 
once, and made as if to put his hands in the pockets 
of his sheepskin coat; but on the side turned to me 
I could see it had no pocket, so that his little red hand 
remained in an awkward position. I tried to make 
up my mind what this man could be (a cadet or an 
officer reduced to the ranks?), and without noticing 
that my attention (the attention of an unknown officer) 
confused him, I looked intently at his clothing and 
general appearance. He seemed to be about thirty. 
His small round grey eyes seemed to look sleepily and 
yet anxiously from under the dirty white wool which 
hung over his face from his shaggy cap. The thick 
irregular nose between the sunken cheeks accentuated 
his sickly, unnatural emaciation. His bps, only slightly 
covered by thin light-coloured moustaches, were 
continually in motion, as if trying to put on now one, 
now another expression. But all these expressions 
seemed unfinished; his face still kept its one pre¬ 
dominant expression of mingled fear and hurry. His 
thin scraggy neck was enveloped in a green woollen 
scarf, partly hidden under his sheepskin coat. The coat 
was worn bare and was short; it was trimmed with 
dog's fur round the collar and at the false pockets. 
He had greyish check trousers on, and soldier’s boots 
with short unblacked top*. 
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‘Please don’t trouble,’ said I, when he again raised 
his cap, looking timidly at me. 

He bowed with a grateful look, put on his cap, and 
taking from his trouser pocket a dirty calico tobacco- 
pouch tied with a cord, began to make a cigarette. 

It was not long since I myself had been a cadet; 
an old cadet who could no longer act the good- 
humoured attentive younger comrade to the officers, 
and a cadet without means. Understanding, there¬ 
fore, all the wretchedness of such a position for a 
proud man no longer young, I felt for all who were 
in that state, and tried to discern their characters and 
the degree and direction of their mental capacities, 
in order to be able to judge the extent of their moral 
suffering. This cadet, or degraded officer, judging 
by his restless look and the purposely varying expres¬ 
sion of his face, seemed to be far from stupid, but 
very self-conscious, and therefore very pitiable. 

I.ieutenant-Captain S. proposed another game of 
Gorodki, the losers, besides carrying the winners 
pick-a-back, to stand a couple of bottles of claret, with 
rum, sugar, cinnamon, and cloves, to make mulled 
wine, which was very popular in our detachment 
that winter because of the cold weather. Guskantim, 
as S. again called him, was also asked to join, but 
before beginning, evidently wavenng between the 
pleasure this invitation gave him and fear of some 
kind, he led Lieutenant-Captain S. aside and whis¬ 
pered something into his ear. The good-natured 
Lieutenant-Captain slapped him on the stomach with 
the palm of his big fat hand, and answered aloud, 
‘Never mind, old chap, I’ll give you credit!' 

When the game was finished, and when, the side 
of the lower-giade stranger having won, he should 
have ridden on one of our officers, Ensign D., the 
latter blushed, turned aside to the scats, and offered 
the stranger some cigarettes by way of ransom. When 
the mulled wine had been ordered, and one could hear 
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Nikita’s bustling arrangements in the orderlies’ tent 
and how he sent a messenger for cinnamon and cloves, 
and could then see his back, first here and then there, 
bulging the dirty sides of the tent,—we, the seven of 
us, sat down by the little table, drinking tea in turns 
out of the three tumblers and looking out over the 
plain, which began to veil itself m evening twilight, 
while we talked and laughed over the different 
incidents of the game. The stranger in the sheepskin 
coat took no part in the conversation, persistently 
refused the tea { repeatedly offered him, and, sitting 
on the ground Tartar-fashion, made cigarettes one 
after the other out of tobacco-dust, and smoked them 
evidently not so much for his own pleasure as to give 
himself an appearance of being occupied. When it 
was mentioned that a retreat was expected next day, 
and that perhaps we should have a fight, he rose to 
his knees and, addressing only Lieutenant-Captain S., 
said that he had just been at home with the Adjutant 
and had himself written out the order to move next 
day. We were all silent while he spoke, and, though 
he was evidently abashed, we made him repeat this 
communication—highly interesting to us. He re¬ 
peated what he had said, adding, however, that at 
the time the order arrived, he was with, and sat with, 
the Adjutant, with whom he hied. 

‘Mind, if you are not telling us a lie, old chap, 
I must be off to my company to give some orders for 
to-morrow,’ said Lieutenant-Captain fj. 

‘No. . . . Why should? ... Is it likely? ... It is 
certain ...’ began the stranger, but stopped suddenly, 
having evidently determined to feel hurt, frowned 
unnaturally and, muttering something between his 
teeth, again began making cigarettes. But the dregs 
of tobacco-dust that he could extract from his pouch 
being insufficient, he asked S. to favour him with the 
loan of a cigarette. We long continued among ourselves 
that monotonous military chatter familiar to ail who 
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have been on campaign. We complained, ever in 
the same terms, of the tediousness and duration of 
the expedition; discussed our commanders in the 
same old way; and, just as often before, we praised 
one comrade, pitied another, were astonished that 
So-and-so won so much, and that So-and-so lost so 
much at cards, and so on and so on. 

‘Our Adjutant has got himself into a mess, and no 
mistake,’ said Lieutenant-Captain S, ‘He always used 
to win when he was on the staff—whoever he sat 
iown with he’d pluck clean—but now these last two 
months he docs nothing but lose. He has not hit it off 
n this detachment! I should think he’s lost 1,000 
■ubles in money, and things for another 500: the 
:arpet he won of Mukhin, Nikitin’s pistols, the gold 
vatch from Sada’s that Vorontsov gave him—have 
ill gone.’ 

‘Serves him right,’ said Lieutenant O.; ‘he gulled 
iverybody, it was impossible to play with him.’ 

‘He gulled everybody, and now he himself is 
travelled,’ and Lieutenant-Captain S. laughed good- 
laturedly. ‘Guskov, here, lives with him—the Ad- 
utant nearly lost him one day at cards! Really! Am 
not right, old chap?’ he said, turning to Guskov. 
Guskov laughed. It was a pitifully sickly laugh 
vhich completely changed the expression of his face. 
This change suggested to me the idea that I had seen 
nd known the man before, besides, Guskov, his real 
lame, was familiar to me. But how and when I had 
een him I was quite unable to remember. 

‘Yes,’ said Guskov, who kept raising his hand to 
.is moustaches and letung it sink again without 
ouching them, ‘Paul Dmitnch has been very unlucky 
his campaign: such a veins de malheur ,' 1 he added, in 
arefully spoken but good French, and I again thought 
had met, and even often met, him somewhere. ‘I 
now Paul Dmitnch well; he has great confidence in 

1 Run of ill luck. 
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me, 1 continued he; ‘we are old acquaintances—I 
mean he is fond of me,’ he added, evidently alarmed 
at his own too bold assertion of being aa old acquain¬ 
tance of the Adjutant, 'l’aul Dmitrich plays remark¬ 
ably well, but now it is incomprehensible what has 
happened to him; he seems quite lost —la chanci a 
tourrU’ 1 he said, addressing himself chiefly to me. 

At first we had listened to Uuskov with condescend¬ 
ing attention, but as soon .as he uttered this second 
French phrase we all lnvoluntauly turned away from 
him. 

‘I have played hundreds of times with him,’ said 
Lieutenant O., ‘and you won’t deny that it is strange 
(he put a special emphasis on the word ‘strange’), 
‘remarkably strange, that I never once won even a 
twenty-kopek piece of him. How is it I win when 
playing with others?’ 

‘Paul Dmitrich plays admirably: I have long known 

him,’said I. I had really known the Adjutant for some 
years; had more than once seen him playing for stakes 
high in proportion to the officers’ means; and had 
admired his handsome, rather stern, and always 
imperturbably calm face, his slow Ukrainian pro¬ 
nunciation, his beautiful things, his horses, his leisurely 
Ukrainian disposition, and especially his ability to 
play with self-control—systemaUcally and pleasantly. 

I confess that more than once when looking at his 
plump white hands with a diamond ring on the first 
finger as he beat my cards one after the other, I was 
enraged with this ring, with the white hands, with the 
whole person of the Adjutant, and evil thoughts con¬ 
cerning him rose in my mind. But on thinking matters 
over in cool blood I became convinced that he was 
simply a more sagacious player than all those with 
whom he happened to play. I was confirmed in this 
by the fact that when listening to his general reflec¬ 
tions on gaming—how, having been lucky starting 
‘ The luck has turned. 
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with a small stake, one should follow up one’s luck; 
how in certain cases one ought to stop playing; that 
the first rule was to play for nady-money, &c., &c.—it 
was clear that he always won simply because he was 
cleverer and more self-possessed than the rest of us. 
And it now appeared that this self-possessed, strong 
player had, in the detachment, lost completely, not 
only money, but other belongings as well—which 
among officers indicates the lowest depth of loss. 

‘He was always devilish lucky when playing against 
me,’ continued Lieutenant O.; ‘I have sworn never 
to play with him again.’ 

‘What a queer fellow you are, old man!’ said S., 
winking at me so that his whole head moved while 
he addressed O.; ‘you have lost some 300 rubles to 
him—lost it, haven’t you?’ 

‘Morel’ said the Lieutenant crossly. 

‘And now you’ve suddenly come to your senses; 
but it's too late, old chap! Everyone else has long 
known him to be the sharper of our regiment,' said 
S., hardly able to refrain Irom laughter and highly 
delighted at his invention. 

‘Heie’s Guskov himself—he prepares the cards for 
him. That is why they are friends, old chap! . . .’ 
And Lieutenant-Captain S. laughed good-humouredly 
so that he shook all over and spilt some of the mulled 
wine he held in his hand. A faint tinge of colour 
seemed to rise on Guskov’s thm, yellow face; he 
opened his mouth repeatedly, lilted Ins hands to his 
moustache and let them drop again to the places 
where his pockets should have been, several umes 
began to rise but sat down again, and at last said in 
an unnatural voice, turning to S.: 

‘This is not a joke, Nicholas Ivanich, you are saying 
such things l And in the presence of people who don’t 
know me and who see me in a common sheepskin 
coat.. . because .. .’ His voice failed him, and again 
the little red hands with their dirty nails moved from 
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his coat to his face, now smoothing his moustaches or 
hair, now touching his nose, rubbing his eye, or un¬ 
necessarily scratching his cheek. • 

‘What’s the good of talking; everyone knows it, 
old chap!’ continued S., really enjoying his joke and 
not in the least noticing Guskov’s excitement, Guskov 
again muttered something, and leaning his right elbow 
on his left knee in a most unnatural position, looked 
at S. and tried to smile contemptuously 

‘Yes,’ thought I, watching that smile, ‘I have no' 
only seen him before, but have spoken with him 
somewhere.’ 

‘We must have met somewhere before,’ I said to 
him when, under the influence of the genera! silence, 
S.’s laughter began to subside. 

Guskov’s mobile face suddenly brightened, and his 
eyes, taking for the first time a sincerely pleased ex¬ 
pression, turned to me. 

‘Certainly; I knew you at once!’ lie began in French. 
‘In '48 I had the pleasure of meeting you rather 
often in Moscow at rnv sister’s—the Ivashins.’ 

I apologized for not having recognized him in his 
present costume. He rose, approached me, and with 
his moist hand irresolutely and feebly pressed mine. 
Instead of looking at me, whom he professed to lie so 
glad to see, he looked round in an unpleasantly boast¬ 
ful kind of way at the other officers. Either because 
he had been recognized by me who had seen him 
some years before in a drawing-room in a dress-coat, 
or because that recollection suddenly raised him in 
his own esteem, his face and even his movements, as 
it seemed to me, changed completely. They now 
expressed a lively intellect, childish self-satisfaclion 
at the consciousness of that intellect, and a kind of 
contemptuous indifference. So that I admit, not¬ 
withstanding the pitiful position he was in, my old 
acquaintance no longer inspired me with sympathy, 
but with an almost inimical feeling. 
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I vividly recalled our first meeting. In 1848, during 
my stay in Moscow, I often visited Ivashin. We had 
grown up together and were old fi lends. His wife was 
a pleasant hostess and what is considered an amiable 
woman, but I never liked her. The winter I visited 
them she often spoke with ill-concealed pride of her 
brother, who had lately finished his studies and was, 
it seemed, among the best-educated and most popular 
young men in the best Petersbuig society. Knowing 
by reputation Guskov's father, who was very rich 
ana held an important position, and knowing his 
sister’s leanings, I was prejudiced before I met 
Guskov. One evening, having come to see Ivashin, I 
found there a very pleasant-looking young man, not 
tall, in a black swallow-tail coat and white waistcoat 
and tie; but the host forgot to introduce us to one 
another. The young man, evidently prepared to go 
to a ball, stood hat in hand in front of Ivashin, hotly 
but politely arguing about a common acquaintance 
of ours wiio had recently distinguished himself in the 
Hungarian campaign. He was maintaining that this 
acquainlance of ours was not at all a hero or a man 
bom for war, as was said of him, but merely a clever 
and well-educated man. I remember that I took part 
against Guskov in the dispute and went to an extreme, 
even undertaking to show that intelligence and educa¬ 
tion were always in inverse ratio to bravery; and I 
remember how Guskov pleasantly and cleverly argued 
that bravery is an inevitable result of intelligence 
and of a certain degree of development, with which 
view (considering myself to be intelligent and well 
educated) I could not help secretly agreeing. I re¬ 
member also how, at the end of our conversation, 
Ivashin’s wife introduced us to one another and how 
her brother, with a condescending smile, gave me 
his little hand on which he had not quite finished 
dt awing a kid glove, and pressed mine in the same 
feeble and irresolute manner as he did now. Though 
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prejudiced against Guskov, I could not then help 
doing him the justice of agreeing with his sister that 
he really was an intelligent and pleasant young man 
who ought to succeed in society. He was exceedingly 
neat, elegantly dressed, fresh looking, and had sclf- 
confidently modest manners and a very youtliful, 
almost childlike, appearance which made one un¬ 
consciously forgive the expression of self-satisfaction 
and of a desire to mitigate the degree of his superiontv 
over you, which his intelligent face, and especially his 
smile, always showed. It was reported that he had 
great success among the Moscow ladies that winter. 
Meeting him at his sister’s 1 could only infer the 
amount of truth in these reports from the expression 
of pleasure and satisfaction he alwavs wore, and from 
the indiscreet stones he sometimes told. We met some 
half-dozen times and talked a good deal, or rather he 
talked a good deal and I listened. He usually spoke 
French, in a very correct, fluent, and ornamental style, 
and knew how to interrupt others in conversation 
politely and gently. In general he treated me and 
everyone rather condescendingly; and as always 
happens to me with people who arc firmly convinced 
that I ought to be treated with condescension and 
whom I do not know well, I felt that he was quite 
right in so doing. 

Now, when he sat down beside me and gave me his 
hand of his own accord, I vividly recalled his former 
supercilious expression, and thought that he, as one of 
inferior rank, was making a rather unfair use of the 
advantage of his position by questioning me, an officer, 
in an off-hand manner, as to what I had been doing 
all this time and how I came to be here. Though I 
answered in Russian every time, he always began 
again in French, in which it was noticeable that he 
no longer expressed himself as easily as formerly. 
About himself he only told me in passing that after 
that unfortunate and stupid affair of bis (I did not 
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know what this affair was, and he did not tell me) he 
had been three months under arrest, and was after¬ 
wards sent'to the Caucasus to the N-Regiment 

and had now served three years as a private. 

‘You would not believe,’ said he, in French, ‘what 
I have suffered at the hands of the officer sets! It 
was lucky I formerly knew this Adjutant we have just 
been talking about: he is really a good fellow,’ lie 
remarked condescendingly. ‘I am living with him, 
and it is after all some mitigation. Ou i, mon cher, Its 
jours se suivent, mats ne si ressemblent pas,'' he added, but 
suddenly became confused, blushed, and rose from 
his scat, having noticed that the Adjutant we had been 
talking about was approaching us. 

‘It is such a consolation to meet a man like you,’ 
whispered Guskov as he was leaving my side; ‘there is 
very very much I should like to talk over with you ’ 

I told him I should be very glad, though I confess 
that in reality Guskov inspired me with an unsym¬ 
pathetic, painful kind of pity. 

I foresaw that I should feel uncomfortable when 
alone with him, but I wanted to hear a good many 
things fiom him, especially how it was that, while 
his lather was so wealthy, he was poor, as his clothes 
and habits showed. 

The Adjutant greeted us all except Guskov, and 
sat down beside me where the latter had been. 

Paul Dmitrich, whom 1 had always known as a 
calm, deliberate, strong gambler and a moneyed man, 
was now very different from what he had been in the 
flourishing days of his card-playing. He seemed to 
be in a hurry, kept looking round at everybody, and 
before five minutes were over he, who always used 
to be reluctant to play, now proposed to Lieutenant O. 
that the latter should start a ‘bank’. 

Lieutenant O. declined, under pretext of having 

1 Yes, my dear fellow, the dayi follow, but do not re¬ 
semble one another. 
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duties to attend to; his real reason being that, 
knowing how little money and how few things Paul 
Dmitrich still possessed, he considered i> unwise to 
risk his three hundred rubles against the hundred or 
less he might win. 

‘Is it true, Paul Dmitrich,’ said the Lieutenant, 
evidently wishing to avoid a repetition of the request, 
‘that we are to leave here to-mortow?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ replied Paul Dmitrich, 'but the 
orders are, to be ready! But really we’d better have 
a game: I would stake my Kabarda 1 horse.’ 

‘No, to-day . . .’ 

‘The grev one. Come what may! Or else, if you 
like, we’ll play for money. Well?' 

'Oh, but I—I would readily —you must not think—’ 
began Lieutenant O., answering his own doubts, ‘but 
you know, we may have an attack or a march before 
us to-morrow and I want to have a good sleep.’ 

The Adjutant rose, and putting his hands in his 
pockets began pacing up and down. His face assumed 
the usual cold and somewhat proud expression which 
I liked in him. 

'Won’t you have a glass of mulled wine?’ I asked. 

T don’t mind if I do,’ he said, coming towards me. 

But Guskov hurriedly took the tumbler out of my 
hand and carried it to the Adjutant, trying at the 
same time not to look at him. But he did not notice 
one of the cords with which the tent was fastened, 
stumbled over it, and letting the tumbler drop, fell 
on his hands. 

’What a muff!’ said the Adjutant, who had already 
stretched out his hand for the tumbler. Everyone 
burst out laughing, including Guskov, who was 
rubbing his bony knee which he could not have hurt 
in falling. 

1 Kabardi is a district in the i errk Territory of the 
Caucasus, and Kabardi horses are famous for their powers 
of endurance. 
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‘That’s the way the bear served the hermit,’ con¬ 
tinued the Adjutant, ‘It’s the way he serves me every 
day! He has wrenched out all the tent-pegs stumbling 
over them.’ Guskov, paying no heed to him, apolo¬ 
gized, looking at me with a scarcely perceptible, sad 
smile, which seemed to say that I alone could under¬ 
stand him. He was very pitiable, but the Adjutant, 
his protector, seemed for some reason to be angry 
with his lodger and would not let him alone. 

‘Oh yes, he’s a sharp boy, turn him which way 
you will.’ 

‘But who does not stumble over those pegs, Paul 
Dmitrich?' said Guskov; ‘you yourself stumbled the 
day before yesterday.’ 

‘I, old fellow, am not in the ranks; smartness is not 
expected of me.’ 

‘He may drag his feet,’ added Lieutenant-Captain 
S., ‘but a private must skip. . . 

‘What curious jokes! . . .’ said Guskov, almost in 
a whisper, with eyes cast down. The Adjutant evi¬ 
dently did not feel indifferent to his lodger, he watched 
keenly every word he uttered. 

‘He’ll have to be sent to the ambuscades again,’ he 
said, addressing S., and winking towards the degraded 
one. 

‘Well, then, tears will flow again,’ said S., laughing. 

Guskov no longer looked at me, but pretended to 
be getting tobacco from the pouch which had long 
been empty. 

'Get ready to go to the outposts, old chap,’ said S., 
laughing, ‘the scouts have reported that the camp will 
be attacked tonight, so reliable lads will have to be 
told off.’ 

Guskov smiled undecidedly, as if preparing to say 
something, and cast several imploring looks at S. 

‘Well, you know I have been before, and I shall 
go again if 1 am sent,’ muttered he. 

‘Yes, and you will be sent!’ 
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•Well, and I’ll go. What of that?’ 

‘Yes, just as you did at Argun—ran away from the 
ambuscade and threw away your musket,’ said the 
Adjutant, and turning away from him began telling 
us about the order for the next day. 

It was true that the enemy was expected to fire 
at the camp in the night, and a movement of some 
sort was to take place next day. After talking for 
a while on various subjects of general interest, the 
Adjutant, as if he had suddenly chanced to recollect 
it, proposed to Lieutenant O. to have a little game. 
The Lieutenant quite unexpectedly accepted and they 
went with S. and the Ensign to the Adjutant’s tent, 
where a green folding-table and cards were to be 
found. The Captain, who waj commander of our 
division, went to his tent to sleep, the other gentlemen 
also went away and Guskov and I were lelt alone. 

I had not been mistaken; I really felt uncomfort¬ 
able alone with him, and I could not help rising and 
pacing up and down the battery. Guskov walked 
silently by my side, turning round hurriedly and ner¬ 
vously so as neither to lag behind nor pass before me. 

‘I am not in your way?’ he said, in a meek, sad 
voice. As far as I could judge in the darkness his 
face seemed deeply thoughtful and melancholy. 

‘Not at all,’ I answered, but as he did not begin to 
speak, and I did not know what to say to him, we 
walked a good while in silence. 

T he twilight was now quite replaced by the dark¬ 
ness of night, but over the black outlines ol the moun¬ 
tains the sheet-lightnings so common there in the 
evening flashed brightly. Above our heads tiny sun 
twinkled in the pale-blue frosty sky, and the red 
flames of smoking camp-fires glared all around: the 
tents near us seemed grey, and the embankment of 
our battery a gloomy black. From the fire nearest to 
us, round which our orderlies sat warming themselves 
and talking low, a gleam now and then fell on the 
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brass of our heavy guns and made visible the figure of 
the sentry, as, with his cloak thrown over his shoulders, 
he walked with measured steps along the embank¬ 
ment. 

‘You can’t think what a relief it is to me to talk to 
a man like you!’ said Guskov, though he had not yet 
spoken to me about anything. ‘Only a man who has 
been in my position can understand it.’ 

I did not know what to answer, and again we were 
silent, though it was evident that lie wished to speak 
out and I wished to hear him. 

‘For what were you. . . . What was the cause of 
your misfortune?’ I asked at last, unable to think of 
any better way to start the conversation. 

‘Did you not hear about the unfortunate affair with 
Mctenin?’ 

‘Oh yes; a duel, I think. I heard some reference 
to it,’ I answered. ‘You sec, I have been some time 
in the Caucasus.’ 

‘No, not a duel, but that stupid and terrible affair! 
I will tell you all about it if you have not heard it. 
It was the same year that you and I used to meet 
at my sister’s. I was then living in Petersburg. But 
first I must tell you that I then had what is called 
tint position dam It mondt and a tolerably lucrative if 
not biilliunt one. Mon pin mt donnail 10,000 par an . 1 
In ’49 I was promised a place in the embassy at 
Turin; an uncle on my mother’s side had influence 
and was always ready to give me a lift. It’s now a 
thing of the past. J'flats rt(u dam la meilitun soaeti dt 
Piltrsbourg: jt pouvais priltndn ! to make a good match. 
I had learnt—as we all learn at school; so that I 
possessed no special education. It is true I read a good 
deal afterwards, mats favais surtout, you know, ct 

1 A position in the world. 

1 My father allowed me 10,000 rubles a year. 

* I was received in the best society of Petersburg; I could 
aspir- . . . 
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jargon du mondr,' and, whatever the cause, I was con¬ 
sidered one of the leading young men m Petersburg. 
What raised me most in the general estimation, cist 
cette liaison avec Mme D —which was much talked 
of in Petersburg. But I was awfully young at the time 
and set little value on these advantages. 1 was simply 
young and foolish. What mote did I need? At that 
time m Petersburg that fellow Metemn had a reputa¬ 
tion. . . .’ And Guskov continued 111 this maimer to 
tell me the story of his misfortune, which, being quite 
uninteresting, I will here omit. 

‘ 1 'wo months,’ continued he, T was under arrest 
and quite alone. 1 don’t know what did not pass 
through my mind in that tunc; but, do you know, 
when it was ail over, when it seemed as il evmy link 
with the past was severed, it became easier lor me. 
Mon plre, corn en avez entendu parin' surely he is a man 
with an iron will and firm convictions; 1 1 m'a deshentf 4 
and ceased all intercourse with me. According to Ins 
(onvictions it was the proper thing to do, and I do 
not blame him at all, il a tie consequent.' And I also 
did not take a step to induce him to change Ins mind. 

My sister was abroad. Mme I)-was the only one 

who wrote to me when letters were allowed, and she 
offered me help; but you will understand that 1 could 
not accept it, so that I had none of those trillrs which 
somewhat mitigate such a position, you know—no 
books, no linen, no private food, nothing. Many, 
very many thoughts passed through nn hram at that 
time and I began to look at everything with oilier 
eyes; for instance, all that noise and gossip about me 
in Petersburg society no longer interested or flattered 
me in the least; it all seemed ridiculous. I felt 1 was 
myself to blame; I had been careless and young and 

1 But in particular I spoke the society jargon. 

1 Was that liaison with Mme D-. 

1 My father, you will have heard him spoken of. 

4 He disinherited me. 1 He has been consistent. 
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had spoilt my career, and my only thought was how 
to retrieve it. And I felt I had strength and energy 
enough to do it. After my arrest was over, I was, 

as I told you, sent to the Caucasus to the N- 

Regiment. 

'I thought that here, in the Caucasus,’ he continued, 
growing more and more animated, ‘la vii de camp,' 
the simple, honest men with whom I should be in 
contact, the war, the dangers—all this would just 
suit my frame of mind and I thought I should begin 
life anew. On me vcrra aufcu 1 —people would like me, 
would respect me not for my name only; then I should 
receive a cross, become a non-commissioned officer 
and at last be pardoned and should return, el, vous 
savci, avic ce prestige du malheur ! 1 But quel dhcnchanle- 
ment!* You can’t think how I was mistaken! .. . You 
know the officer set of our regiment?’ He paused 
for some time, probably expecting me to say that I 
knew how bad the society of officers here is; but I did 
not reply to him. I was disgusted that—on account, 
no doubt, of my knowing French—he should suppose 
that I ought to despise the officer set, which on the 
contrary I, having lived long in the Caucasus, had 
fully learnt to appreciate, and which I esteemed a 
thousand times more than the society Mr. Guskov 
had left. I wished to tell him so, but his posihon 
restrained me. 

‘In the N-Regiment the officer set is a thousand 

times worse than here,’ he continued— 'J’espire que 
e'est beaucoup dire ,'—so that you can't imagine what 
it is like! Not to menUon the cadets and the soldiers— 
it was just awful! At first I was well received, that’s 
perfectly true, but afterwards, when they saw I 
couldn't help despising them—when in those scarcely 

* Camp life. 1 I should be seen under fire. 

* You know, with the prestige that misfortune gives. 

4 (But) what a disenchantment! 

4 I hope that is saying a good deal. 
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noticeable everyday relations, you know, they saw 
that I was a totally different sort of man standing on 
a far higher level than they—they were exasperated 
with me and began to retaliate by subjecting me to 
all kinds of petty indignities. C> que fai eu d soujfrtr, 
vous ne vous failes pas me uUe.' Then, being obliged to 
associate with the cadets; and above all, me Us pelils 
moyms que j'avail, je manquais de lout , 1 I had only what 
my sister sent me. A proof of what I have suffered is 
that I, with my character, avtc ma jierU,fa 1 icrit d mon 
pin , 1 imploring him to send me something, however 
little. ... I can understand how after five years of 
such a life one may become like our cashiered officer 
Dromov, who drinks with the soldiers and writes 
notes to all the officers begging them to lend him three 
rubles, and signs himself, “ foul d vous, Dromov.” One 
needs a character like mine in order not to sink quite 
into the mire in this terrible position.’ He then walked 
silently by my side for a long time. ‘Avez-vous un 
papiros?’* he said at last. ‘Yes,. .. where had I got to? 
Oh yes, I could not stand it. I don’t mean physically, 
for although it was bad enough and I suffered from 
cold and hunger and lived like a soldier, yet the officers 
still had a sort of regard for me. I still had a kind of 
prestige in their eyes. They did not send me to do 
sentry duty or drill. I could not have borne that. 
But morally I suffered terribly, and above all I could 
see no escape from this position. 1 wrote to my uncle 
imploring him to transfer me to this regiment, which 
Is at least on active duty, and I thought that here Paul 
Dmurich, qrn esl U fils de I'mtendant de mon plre,' would 
be ot use to me. My uncle did this much for me, and 
I was transferred. After that other regiment this 

‘ You can have no idea of what I had to sutler. 

* With the small means I had, 1 lacked everything. 

1 With my pride, I wrote to my father. 

‘ Have you a cigarette? 

■ Who is the son of my father's steward 



252 MEETING A MOSCOW ACQUAINTANCE 

seemed an assembly of courtiers. And Paul Dmitrich 
was here; lie knew who I was, and I was capitally 
received—at tny uncle's request. . . . Guskov, vous 
savez . But I noticed that these people, without educa¬ 
tion or rultuie, cannot respect a man nor show him 
respect when lie is not surrounded by an aureole of 
wealth and rank. I noticed how, little by little, when 
they saw that I was poor, their behaviour to me be¬ 
came more and more careless, and at last almost con¬ 
temptuous. It is dreadful, but it is perfectly true. 

‘Here I have been in action, have fought, on m'a 
i iu au feu ’ 1 he continued, ‘but when will it end? Never, 
I think! And my strength and energy are beginning 
to (ail. And then I had imagined la guerre , la vie de 
campf but it turns out to be quite different from what 
I expected: dressed in a sheepskin, in soldier’s boots, 
unwashed, you are sent to the outposts and lie all 
night in a ditch with some Antonov or other who has 
been sent into the army for drunkenness, and at any 
moment you may be shot from behind a bush—you 
or Antonov, all the same. . . . That is not courage! 
It is horrible. C'est ajfreux, pa lue ' 1 

‘Well, but you may be made a non-commissioned 
officer tor this expedition, and next year may become 
an ensign,’ I said. 

Acs, possibly. I was promised it, but that would 
he another two years and it is very doubtful. And 
does any one realize what two surh years mean 5 Just 
imagine the life with this Paul Dmitrich: gambling, 
rough jokes, dissipation. . . . You want to speak out 
about something that has risen in your soul, but you 
arc not understood or you are laughed at. They talk 
to you not to communicate their thoughts, but to make 
a fool of you if possible. And it’s all so vulgar, coarse, 
horrid; and all the Ume you feel you are a private— 
they always make you feel that. That is why you 

1 I have been seen under fire. ‘ War, camp-life. 

* It u dreadful, it u lulling. 
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can’t imagine what a pleasure it is to talk d ctrur 
ouverl' to a man like you!’ 

I could not imagine what sort of a man I was 
supposed to be and therefore did not know how to 
reply to him. 

‘Will you have supper?' at this moment asked 
Nikita, who had approached unseen in the darkness, 
and who, I noticed, was not pleased at the presence 
of my visitor: ‘there’s nothing but dumplings and 
a little beef left.’ 

‘And has the captain had his supper?’ 

‘He’s asleep long ago,’ said Nikita, crossly. 

On my telling him to bring us something to eat and 
some vodka, he muttered discontentedly and went 
slowly to his tent. However, after grumbling there 
a bit, he brought us the cellaret, on which he placed 
a candle (round which he first tied a piece of paper 
to keep the wind off), a saucepan, a pot ol mustard, 
a tin cup with a handle, and a bottle of vodka bitters. 
Having arranged all this, Nikita stocxl some time near 
us and watched with evident disapproval while 
Guskov and I drank some of the spmt. By the dim 
light of the candle shining through the paper the only 
things one could see amid the surrounding darkness 
were the sealskin with which the cellaret was covered, 
the supprr standing on it, and Guskov's face, hu 
sheepskin coat, and the little red hands with winch he 
took the dumplings out of the saucepan All around 
was black, and only by looking intently could one 
discern the black battery, the equally lilac k figure 
of the sentry visible over the breastwork, the camp¬ 
fires around, and the reddish stars above, Guskov 
smiled just perceptibly in a sad and bashlul way as if 
it were awkward for him to look me in the eyes afler 
his confession. He drank another cup of vodka and 
ate greedily, scraping out the saucepan. 

‘Yes, it must at any rate be some relief to you,’ 
1 Quite frankly. 
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I remarked, in order to say something, 'to be ac¬ 
quainted with the Adjutant; I have heard he is a very 
decent fellow.! 

‘Yes,’ he answered, 'he is a kind-hearted man, but 
he can’t help being what he is; he can’t be a man, 
with his education one can’t expect it,’ and he sud¬ 
denly seamed to blush. ‘You noticed his coarse jokes 
to-day about the ambuscades.’ And Guskov, in spite 
of my repeated efforts to turn the conversation, began 
to justify himself to me and to demonstrate that he 
did not run away from the ambuscades, and that he 
was not a coward as the Adjutant and Captain S. 
wished to imply. 

‘As I told you,’ he said, wiping his hands on his 
sheepskin, ‘people of that kind can’t be considerate 
to a man who is a private and who has but little 
money: that is beyond them. And these last five 
months, during which it has somehow happened that 
I have received nothing from my sister, I have 
noticed how they have changed towards me. This 
sheepskin 1 bought of a soldier, and which is so worn 
that there is no wainith in it’ (here he showed me the 
bare skirt of the coat), ‘does not inspire him with 
sympathy or respect for my misfortunes, but only 
contempt which he is unable to conceal. However 
great my need, as, for instance, at the present time, 
when I have nothing to cat except the soldiers’ buck¬ 
wheat, and nothing to wear,’ he continued, seemingly 
abashed, and pouring out for himself yet another cup 
of vodka, ‘he does not think of offering to lend me any 
money, although he knows that I should certainly 
repay him, but he waits that I, in my position, should 
ask him for it. You understand what it would mean 
for me to have to go to him. Now, to you, for instance, 
I could say quite straight: Vous (Us au-dessus de ala, 
man cher,jt n'ai pas Is sou.' And do you know,’ said he, 

1 You are above that fi.e. above despising me for my 
misfortunes], my dear fellow, I have not a halfpenny. 
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looking desperately into my eyes, ‘I tell you straight, 
I am now in terrible difficulties; Pouveg-vous nu prlltr 
d\x roubles argent ? * My sister must send m« something 
by the next mail, et mon pere. . . 

‘Oh, with pleasure,’ said I, though on the contrary 
it was painful and vexatious, especially because, 
having lost at cards the day befoie, I myself had only 
a little over five rubles and they were in Nikita’s 
possession. ‘Directly,’ I said, rising, ‘I will go and 
get them from the tent.’ 

‘No, it will do later, ne volts derangez pas .’ 1 

But without listening to him I crept into the closed 
tent where my bed stood and where the captain lay 
asleep. 

‘Alexey Ivanich, please lend me ten rubles till our 
allowances are paid,’ said I to the captain, shaking 
him. 

‘What! cleared out again? And it’s only yesterday 
you resolved not to play any more!’ said the captain, 
still half-asleep. 

‘No, I have not been playing! But I want it— 
please lend it me.’ 

‘Makatyuk!’ shouted the captain to his orderly, 
‘get me the money-box and bring it here.’ 

‘Hush, not so loud,’ I said, listening to Guskov’s 
measured footsteps outside the tent. 

‘What! ... Why not so loud?’ 

'Oh, that fellow in the ranks asked me for a loan. 
He’s just outside.’ 

‘If I had known that, I would not have given it 
you,’ remarked the captain. ‘I have heard about him, 
he’s the dirtiest young scamp.’ 

Still the captain let me have the money all the 
same, ordered the money-box to be put away and 
the tent properly closed, and again repeating, ‘If I 
had known what it was for I would not have given it 
1 Can you lend me ten rubles? 

■ Do not trouble yourself. 
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you,’ he wrapped himself, head and all, in his blanket. 
'Remember you owe me thirty-two now!’ he shouted 
after me. 

When I came out of the tent Guskov was pacing 
up and down in front of the little seats, his short 
bandy-legged figure in the ugly cap with the long 
white wool disappearing in the darkness and re¬ 
appearing as he passed in and out of the candle-light. 
He pretended not to notice me. I gave him the paper- 
money. He said ‘Mem,’ and crumpling it up lie put 
it in his trouser-porket. 

‘I suppose play is in full swing at Paul Dmitrich’s 
now!’ he then began. 

‘Yes, I suppose so.’ 

‘He plays so queerly, always d reborns,' and does not 
hedge. When you have luck it is all right, but when 
it goes against you you may lose terribly. He is a 
proof of it. On this expedition he has lost more than 
fifteen hundred rubles, counting the things he has 
lost. And with what self-control he used to play 
formerly! So that that officer of yours seemed even 
to doubt his honesty.’ 

‘Oh, he did not mean anything. . . . Nikita, have 
we any Caucasian wine left?’ I asked, very much 
relieved by Guskov’s loquacity. Nikita grumbled 
again, but brought us the wine all the same, and 
again crossly watched Guskov emptying his cup. In 
Guskov’s manner the former nonchalance again be¬ 
came apparent. I wished him to go away, and thought 
he stopped only because he did not like to go im¬ 
mediately after receiving the money. I was silent. 

‘How could you, with means at your disposal and 
no necessity, de gateti dt earn 1 make up your mind to 
come and serve in the Caucasus? That is what I 
don’t understand,’ he said. 

I tried to justify myself for this step that seemed to 
him so strange. 

* Reversing. * From light-heartedness. 
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‘I can imagine how uncongenial the society of these 
officers must be to you: men without an idea of 
education. It is impossible for you and them to 
understand one another. Why, you may live here for 
ten years, and except cards and wine and talk about 
rewards and campaigns, you will see notlung and 
hear nothing.’ 

I did not like his being so certain that I shared 
his opinion, and I assured him with perfect sincerity 
that I was very fond of cards and wine, and of talks 
about campaigns, and that I did not wish for lietter 
comrades than those I had. But he would not 
believe me. 

‘Oh, you do not really mean it,’ he continued; ‘and 
the absence of women—I mean femmes comm tl faul'— 
is not that a terrible privation? I don’t know what 
I wouldn’t give to transport myself into a drawing¬ 
room now, and take a peep, though but through a 
crack, at a charming woman.’ 

He was silent a moment and drank another cup of 
wine. 

‘O God, O God! It is still possible we may some 
day meet again m Petersburg among men, live with 
human beings, with women.’ 

He emptied the bottle and said: ‘Oh, pardon, per¬ 
haps you would have taken some more, 1 am 10 
terribly absent-minded. And I’m afraid I have drunk 
too much, el je n’ai pas la tile forte.' There was a time 
when I lived on the Morskaya 1 au rez^le-chaunee.* I 
had a delightful Utile flat and furniture—you know 
I had a knack for arranging things elegandy and not 
too expensively. It is true mon plre gave me the 
crockery, and plants, and excellent silver plate. Le 
matin je sortais , ! then calls, at five o’clock uguliirement 

' Women of good breeding. 

1 And 1 have not a strong head. 

> Morskaya—one of the best streets in Petersburg. 

4 On the ground floor. * In the morning I went out, 

aos 1 
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I went to dine with her, and often found her alone. 

II faut avouer que c'itait urn femme ravissantel' Did you 
not know licit’ Not at all.-" 

‘No.’ 

‘You know, there was so much of that womanliness 
about her, that tenderness, and then such love! . . . 
O God! I did not know how to value my happiness 
then. ... Or when we returned from the theatre and 
had supper together. It was never dull in her com¬ 
pany, toujuurs £au, toujours aimante . 1 Yes, I did not 
then foresee how rare a joy it was. Et j’ai beaucoup 
<1 me reprocher i in regard to her. Je Vai fail soujfnr, et 
souvenl * I was cruel. Oh, what a delightful time it 
was! But I am wearying you.’ 

‘No, not at all.’ 

‘Then I will tell you about our evenings. I used 
to enter —oh, that staircase, 1 knew every plant-pot 
on it—the very door-handle—all was so nr e, so 
familiar to me—then the ante-room, and then her 
room. . . . No, it will never, never, return! She writes 
to me even now; I can, if you like, even show you 
her letters. But I am no longer what I was—I am 
ruined, 1 am no longer worthy of her. . . . Yes, I am 
completely ruined! Je suis casse 1 have neither energy 
nor pride; nothing, not even nobility. . . . Yes, I am 
mined! and no one will ever understand what I have 
suffeted. Every one is indifferent. I am a lost man! 
I can never rise again, because I have sunk morally 
. . . sunk into the mire . . . sunk. . . And a real, 
deep despair sounded in his voice at that moment; 
he did not look at me, but sat motionless. 

‘Why give way to such despair?’ I said. 

‘Because I am vile; this life has destroyed me; all 

1 It must be admitted that she was a ravishing woman. 

1 Always gay, always loving. 

1 And i have much to reproach myself with. 

* 1 made her sutler, often. 

1 I am broken. 
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that was in me has perished. I no longer suITcr 
proudly, but basely; I iiave no dilute dans It malheur.' 
I am insulted evciy moment and 1 beat* it all, and go 
to meet insults half-way. The mud a delemt sur mm . 1 
I have become coarse nivself, have forgotten what I 
knew, I can’t even speak French now, and I led that 
I am base and despicable. I can’t tight in these sur- 
t windings; it is impossible! I might pci hups have 
been a hero- give me a regiment, gold epaulettes, and 
trumpeters; but to march side by side with some 
uncivilized Antonov Bondatenko or other and to 
think there is no difference between him and me, it 
is all the same whether I get killed 01 lie does that 
is the thought that is killing me. You understand how 
terrible it is that some ragamnllin may kill me - a man 
who thinks and feels - and that he might as well 
kill Antonov by my side, a jrreatuie indistinguishable 
licim a brute, and it is quite likely to happen that it 
is I who will be killed and not Antonov it is always 
so, unefatahte lor all that is lofty or good. I know they 
cull me a coward. Granted that I am a coward. It 
is true I am a coward and cannot help it, but it is 
not enough that I am a cowaid, arroidmg to them 
I am also a beggar and a contemptible lellow. '1 lit re. 

1 have just begged money from you, and you have 
a right to despise me. No, lake back sour money,’ 
and he held out to me the crumpled note; ‘I want you 
to respect me.’ He covered his (are with his hands 
and began to c ry, and I did nut 111 the least know what 
to say or do. 

’Don’t go on like that,’ said I; ‘you arc loo sensi¬ 
tive; you should not take things so much to heart: 
don’t analyse but look at things simply. You say 
sourself that you arc a man of character; fair your 
task, you have not much longer to sulier,’ 1 said to 
him very incoherently, for I was excited both by 
feelings of pity and by a feeling of repentance at 

1 Dignity m misfortune. 3 Has stained me. 
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having allowed myself to condemn a man who wai 
truly and deeply suffering. 

‘Yes,’ he bogan; ‘had I but once since I came into 
this hell heard a single word of advice, sympathy, or 
friendship—a single human word such as I hear from 
you—I might have borne everything calmly, have 
faced my task, and even behaved like a soldier; but 
now it is terrible. . . . When I reason sanely I long 
for death. Why should I care for a life of dishonour, 
or for myself who am dead to all that is good in life? 
But at the least sign of danger I can’t help craving 
for this vile life and guarding it as if it were some¬ 
thing very precious, and I can’t, je ne pins pas,' master 
myself. . . . That is, I can,’ he continued, after a 
moment’s pause; ‘but it costs me too great an effort, 
a tremendous effort when I am alone. When others 
are present, and in ordinary circumstances when 
going into action, I am brave enough— j'ai fail mis 
primes , 1 —because I have self-love and am proud— 
that is my fault—and in the presence of others ... I 
say, let me spend the night with you—they’ll be 
playing all night in our tent. I can sleep anywhere— 
on the ground.’ 

While Nikita was making up a bed we rose, and 
again, in the dark, began walking up and down the 
battery. Guskov must really have had a very weak 
head, for after only two cui>s of vodka and two glasses 
of wine he was unsteady on his feet. When we had 
walked away from the candle I noticed that he put 
the ten-ruble note, which he had held in his hand 
all through the foregoing conversation, back into his 
pocket, trying not to let me see it. He continued to 
say that he felt he might yet rise if he had a man like 
myself to take an interest in him. 

We were about to enter the tent to go to bed when 
suddenly a cannon-ball whistled over us and struck 
into the ground not far off. It was very strange: the 
1 I cannot. * I have shown it. 
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quiet, sleeping camp, our conversation—and suddenly 
the enemy’s ball flying, God knows whence, right in 
among our tents: so strange that it tfas some time 
before I could realize what had happened. But one 
of our soldiers, Andreev, who was pacing up and 
down the battery on guard, came towards me. 

'He’s sneaked within range. There’s the place he 
fired from,’ remarked he. 

‘The captain must be roused,’ said I, and glanced 
at Guskov. 

He had crouched nearly to the earth and stam¬ 
mered, trying to say something, ‘This . . . this . . . 
is unplc . . . this is . . . most , . . absurd.’ He said no 
more, and I did not see how and where he suddenly 
vanished. 

In the captain’s tent a candle was lit and we heard 
him coughing, as he always did on waking; but he 
soon appeared, demanding the linstock to light his 
little pipe with. 

‘What’s the matter, old man?’ said he, smiling. 
‘It seems I am to have no sleep to-night; first you 
come with your “fellow from the ranks’’, and now it’s 
Shamyl. What are we going to do? Shall we reply or 
not? Nothing was mentioned about it in the orders?’ 

‘Nothing at all. There he is again,’ said I; ‘and 
this time with two guns.’ 

And, in fact, before us, a little to the right, two 
fires were seen in the darkness like a pair of eyes, and 
then a ball flew past, as well as an empty shell, 
probably one of our own returned to us - which gave 
a loud and shrill whistle. The soldiers crept out of 
the neighbouring tents and could be heard clearing 
their throats, stretching themselves, and talking. 

‘Hear him a-whistlmg through the fuse-hole just 
like a nightingale!’ remarked an artilleryman. 

‘Call Nikita!’ said the captain, with his usual kindly 
banter. ‘Nikita, don’t go hiding yourself; come and 
listen to the mountain nightingales.’ 
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'Why not, y’r honour?’ said Nikita, as he came up 
and stood by the captain. ‘I have seen tiiem nightin¬ 
gales and amliot afraid of’em; but there’s that guest 
who was here a moment ago drinking your wine, 
he cut his sticks soon enough when he heard ’em; 
went past our tent like a ball, doubled up like some 
animal.’ 

‘Well, someone must ride over to the Chief of 
Artillriy,’ said the captain to me in a grave and 
autlminative tone, ‘to ask whether we are to reply 
to the shots or not. We can’t hit anything, but we 
can shoot for all that. Be so good as to go and ask 
Older a horse to be saddled, you'll get there quicker; 
take my l’olkan, if you like.’ 

Five minutes later the horse was brought, and I 
started to find the Chief of Artillery. 

‘Mind, the watchword is pole,' whispered the care¬ 
ful captain, ‘or you won’t be allowed to pass the 
cordon.’ 

It was butcly half a mile to where the Chief of 
Artillery was stationed. T he whole way lay among 
tents. As soon as I had left the light of our own camp¬ 
fires behind, it was so daik that I could not even see 
my horse’s ears only the camp-fires, which seemed 
now very near, now very far away, dickered before 
my eyes. Having given the horse the rein and let 
him take his own course lor a little, I began to dis¬ 
tinguish the white four-cornered tents, and then the 
black ruts of the road. Half an hour later, after hav¬ 
ing asked my way some tfiioc or four times, twice 
stumbled over tent-pegs and been sworn at each time 
from within the tent, and after having been twice 
stopped by sentries, I reached the duel of Artillery 
at last. 

While on my way I heard two more shots fired at 
our camp, but they did not reach the place where the 
staff was stationed. The Chief of Artillery ordered 
not to fire, especially now that the enemy had ceased 
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firing; so I returned, leading my horse and making 
my way on foot among the infantry tents. More than 
once, while passing a soldier’s tent itr whu li I saw 
a light, I slackened my pace to listen to a tale told by 
some wag, or to a book read out by some ‘literate’ 
prison, to whom a whole company listened, lightly 
packed inside and crowding outside the tent and now 
and then interrupting the reader with their remarks, 
or I caught merely some scrap of conversation about 
an expedition, about home, or about the ollircrs. 

Passing one of the tents of the 3rd battalion, 1 iieard 
Guskov’s loud voice speaking very merrily and con¬ 
fidently. He was answered by young voms, not ol 
privates but of gentlemen, as merry as Ins own I'lus 
was evidently a cadet’s or sergcant-majoi's tent I 
stopped. 

‘1 have long known him,’ Guskov was saving 
‘When I was in Petersburg he often came to see me 
and 1 visited him. He belonged to very goixl society.’ 

‘Whom are you talking about?’ asked a tipsy voice. 

‘About the prince,’ answered Guskov. ‘We are 
related, >011 know, mine than that, we aie old ha nds. 
You know, gentlemen, it is a good thing to have such 
an acquaintance. He is awlully rnh, you see. A 
hundred lubles is nothing to him, so I've taken a little 
of him till my sister sends me some.’ 

‘Well, then send . . .’ 

‘All tight! . . . Savcltch, old boy!’ came Guskov’s 
voice from the tent as he drew near to the intrant<■; 
‘here arc ten rubles, go to the canteen and get two 
bottles of Kahctinsky. . . . What else, genllimen? 
Speak up!’ and Guskov, bare-headed and with hair 
dishevelled, reeled out of the tent. Throwing open 
Ins sheepskin and thrusting lus hands into the poekets 
of his greyish trousers, he stopped at the entrance. 
Though he was m the light and I in the dark, I 
trembled with fear lest he should see me, and moved 
on, trying not to make a noise 
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‘Who’s there?’ shouted Guskov at me in a perfectly 
tipsy voice. The cold air evidently had an effect on 
him. ‘What‘devil is prowling about there with a 
horse?’ 

I did not reply, and silently found my way out on 
to the road. 

1856 
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THE COSSACKS 

CHAPTER I 

A LL is quiet in Moscow. The squeak of wheels is 
■■seldom heard in the snow-covered street. There 
are no lights left in the windows and the street lamps 
have been extinguished. Only the sound of bells, 
borne over the city from the church towers, suggests 
the approach of morning. The streets are deserted. 
At rare intervals a niglit-eabman’s sledge kneads up 
the snow and sand in the street as the driver makes 
his way to another corner where he falls asleep while 
waiting lor a fare. An old woman passes by on her 
way to (hurch, where a few wax candles burn with 
a red light reflected on the gilt mountings of the icons. 
Workmen are already getting up alter the long winter 
night and going to their woik -but for the gentlefolk 
it is still evening. 

from a window m Chevalier’s Restaurant a light— 
illegal at that hour- is still to be seen through a clunk 
in the shutter. At the entrante a carriage, a sledge, 
and a cabman’s sledge, stand t lose together with their 
backs to the turbstone. A thret -horse sledge from the 
post-station is there also.' A vard-porter muffled up 
and pinched with cold is sheltering behind the corner 
of the house. 

‘And what’s the good of all this jawing?’ thinks the 
footman who sits in the hall weary and haggard. 
1 his always happens when I’m on duty.’ from the 
adjoining room are heard the voices of three young 
men, sitting there at a table on which are wine and 
the remains of supper. One, a rather plain, tlun, neat 
little man, sits looking with tired kindly eyes at his 
friend, who is about to start on a journey. Another, 

1 In those pre-rail days traveller* usually relied on 
vehicle* hired at the posting-stations. 
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a tall man, lies on a sofa beside a table on which are 
empty bottles, and plays with his watch-key. A third, 
wearing a shArt, fur-lined coat, is pacing up and down 
the room stopping now and then to crack an almond 
between his strong, rather thick, but well-tended 
fingers. He keeps smiling at something and his face 
and eyes arc all aglow. He speaks warmly and 
gesticulates, but evidently does not find the words he 
wants and those that occur to him seem to him in¬ 
adequate to express what has risen to his heart. 

‘Now I can speak out fully,’ said the traveller. ‘I 
don't want to defend myself, but I should like you at 
least to understand me as I understand myself, and 
not look at the matter superficially. You say I have 
treated her badly,’ he continued, addressing the man 
with the kindly eyes who was watching him. 

‘Yes, you arc to blame,’ said the latter, and his look 
seemed to express still more kindliness and weariness. 

‘I know why you say that,’ rejoined the one who was 
leaving. ‘To be loved is in your opinion as great a 
happiness as to love, and if a man obtains it, it is 
enough for his whole life.’ 

‘Yes, quite enough, my dear fellow, more than 
enough!’ confirmed the plain little man, opening and 
shutting his eyes. 

‘But why shouldn’t the man love too?’ said the 
traveller thoughtfully, looking at his friend with some¬ 
thing like pity. ‘Why shouldn’t one love? Because 
love doesn’t come. . . . No, to be beloved is a mis¬ 
fortune. It is a misfortune to feel guilty because you 
do not give something you cannot give. O my God!’ 
he added, with a gesture of his arm. ‘If it all happened 
reasonably, and not all topsy-turvy—not in our way 
but in a way of its own! Why, it’s as if I had stolen 
that love! You think so too, don’t deny it. You must 
think so. But will you believe it, of all the horrid and 
stupid things I have found time to do m ray life— 
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and there are many—this is one I do not and cannot 
repent of. Neither at the beginning nor afterwards 
did I lie to myself or to her. It seemed to me that 
I had at last fallen in love, but then I saw that it was 
an involuntary falsehood, and that that was not the 
way to love, and I could not go on, but she did. Am 
I to blame that I couldn’t? What was I to do?’ 

‘Well, it’s ended now!’ said his friend, lighting a 
cigar to master his sleepiness. ‘The fact is that you 
have not yet loved and do not know what love is.’ 

The man in the fur-lined coat was going to speak 
again, and put his hands to his head, but could not 
express what he wanted to say. 

'Never loved! . . . Yes, quite true, I never have! 
But after all, I have within me a desire to love, and 
nothing could be stronger than that desire! But then, 
again, does such love exist? There always remains 
something incomplete. Alt well! What’s the use of 
talking? I’ve made an awful mess of life! But any¬ 
how it's all over now; you are quite right. And I feel 
that I am beginning a new life.’ 

‘Which you will again make a mess of,’ said the 
man who lay on the sofa playing with his watch-key. 
But the traveller did not listen to him. 

‘I am sad and yet glad to go,’ he continued. ‘Why 
I am sad I don't know.’ 

And tlie traveller went on talking about himself, 
without noticing that this did not interest the others 
as much as it did him. A man is never sudi an 
egotist as at moments of spiritual ecstasy. At such 
times it seems to him that there is nothing on catth 
more splendid and interesting than himself. 

‘Dmitn Andreich! The coachman won’t wait any 
longer!’ said a young serf, entering the room in a 
sheepskin coat, w ith a scarf tied round his head. ‘The 
horses have been standing since twelve, and it’s now 
four o’clock!’ 

Dmitri Andreich looked at his serf, Vanyusha. The 
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scarf round Vanyusha’s head, his felt boots and 
sleepy face, seemed to be calling his master to a new 
life oflaboul, hardship, and activity. 

‘True enough! Good-bye!’ said he, feeling for the 
unlastened hook and eye on Ins coat. 

In spite of advice to mollify the coachman by 
another tip, he put on his cap and stood in the middle 
ol the room. The friends kissed once, then again, and 
after a pause, a third time. The man in the (ur-hned 
coat approached the table and emptied a champagne 
glass, tin n took die plain little man’s hand and blushed. 

‘All well, I will speak out all the same ... I must and 
will be fiank with you because I am fond ofyou.... Of 
course you love her I always thoughts© -don’tyou?’ 

‘Yes,’ answered Ins It tend, smiling still more gently. 

‘And pet haps . . .’ 

‘Please sir, 1 have oidcrs to put out the randies,’ 
said the sleepy attendant, who had been listening to 
die last pait of the cometsation and wondering why 
gentlefolk always talk about one and the same thing. 
‘To whom shall 1 make out the bill? To you, sir?’ he 
added, knowing whom to addtess and tinning to the 
tall man. 

To me,’ replied the tall man. ‘How much?’ 

‘Twenty-six rubles ’ 

The i.ill man considered for a moment, but said 
nothing and put the bill in his pocket. 

The other two continued their talk, 

‘Good-bye, you are a capital fellow!’ said the short 
plain man with the mild eyes. 

Tears tilled the eyes of both. They stepped into the 
porth. 

‘Oh, by the by,’ said the traveller, turning with 
a blush to the tall man, ‘will you settle Chevalier’s 
bill and write and let me know?’ 

‘All right, all right!’ said the tall man, pulling on 
his gloves. ‘How I envy you!’ he added quite un¬ 
expectedly when they were out in the poich. 
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The traveller got into his sledge, wrapped his coat 
about him, and said: ‘Well then, come along!' He 
even moved a little to make room in the sledge for the 
man who said he envied him— Ins voice trembled. 

‘Good-bye, Mitya 1 I hope that with God’s help 
vou . . said the tall one. But Ins wish was that the 
other would go awav quickly, and so he could not 
finish the sentence. 

1 hoy weie silent a moment. Then someone again 
said, ‘Good-bye,’ and a voice cried, 'Ready,’ and the 
toachman touched up the horses. 

‘Hy, ElisAr!’ one of the incnds called out, and the 
other coachman and the slcdgc-drivcis began moving, 
i licking their tongues and pulling at the reins Then 
'he stiffened carnage-wheels rolled squeaking over 
the frozen snow. 

‘A fine fellow, that Olenin!’ said one of the friends. 
‘But what an idea to go to the Caucasus —as a tadet, 
too! I wouldn't do it lor anything... . Are you duung 
at the club to-moirow?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

They separated. 

The traveller felt warm, his fur coat seemed too 
hot. He sat on the bottom of the sledge and un¬ 
fastened his coat, and the three shaggy post-horses 
dragged themselves out of one dark street imoauother, 
past houses he had never Wore seen. It seemed to 
Olenin tnat only travellers starting on a long journey 
went through those streets. All was dark and silent 
and dull around him, but his soul was full of memories, 
love, regrets, and a pleasant tearful feeling. 

CHAPTER II 

‘I’m fond of them, very fond! . . . First-rate fellows! 

. . . Fine!’ he kept repeating, and felt ready to cry. 
But why he wanted to cry, who were the first-rate 
fellows lie was so fond of—was more than he quite 
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knew. Now and then lie looked round at some 
house and wondered why it was so curiously built; 
sometimes he began wondering why the post-boy and 
Vanyusha, who were so different from himself, sat so 
near, and together with him were being jerked about 
and swayed by the tugs the side-horses gave at the 
frozen traces, and again he repeated: ‘First rate . .. 
very fond!’ and once he even said: ‘And how it seizes 
one . . . excellent!’ and wondered what made him 
say it. ‘Dear me, am I drunk: 1 ’ he asked himself. He 
had had a couple of bottles of wine, but it was not the 
wine alone that was having this effect on Olenin. He 
remembered all the words of friendship heartily, bash¬ 
fully, spontaneously (as he believed) addressed to him 
on his departure. He remembered the clasp of hands, 
glances, the moments of silence, and the sound of 
a voice saying, ‘ Good-bye , Mitya!' when he was already 
in the sledge. He remembered his own deliberate 
frankness. And all this had a touching significance 
for him. Not only friends and relatives, not only 
people who had been indifferent to him, but even 
those who did not like him, seemed to have agreed 
to become fonder of him, or to iorgive him, before his 
departure, as people do before confession or death. 
‘Perhaps I shall not return from the Caucasus,’ he 
thought. And he felt that he loved his friends and 
some one besides. He was sorry for himself. But it was 
not love for liis friends that so stirred and uplifted his 
heart that he could not repress the meaningless words 
that seemed to rise of themselves to liis lips; nor was 
it love for a woman (he had never yet been in love) 
that had brought on this mood. Love for himself, love 
full of hope—warm young love for all that was good 
in his own soul (and at that moment it seemed to him 
that there was nothing but good in it)—compelled 
him to weep and to mutter incoherent words. 

Olinin was a youth who had never completed his 
university course, never served anywhere (having 
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only a nominal post in some government office or 
other), who had squandered half his fortune and had 
reached the age of twenty-four without-having done 
anything or even chosen a career. He was what in 
Moscow society is termed rnjeutu homme. 

At the age of eighteen he was free—as only rich 
young Russians in the ’forties who had lost their 
parents at an early age could be. Neither physical 
nor moral fetters of any kind existed for him; he could 
do as he liked, lacking nothing and bound by nothing. 
Neither relatives, nor fatherland, nor religion, nor 
wants, existed for him. He believed in nothing and 
admitted nothing. But although he believed in 
nothing he was not a morose or blase young man, nor 
self-opinionated, but on the contrary continually let 
himself be carried away. He had come to the con¬ 
clusion that there is no such thing as love, yet his 
heart always overflowed in the presence of any young 
and attractive woman. He had long been aware that 
honours and position were nonsense, yet involuntarily 
he felt pleased when at a ball Prince Sergius came 
up and spoke to him affably. But he yielded to 
his impulses only in so far as they did not limit his 
freedom. As soon as he had yielded to any influence 
and became conscious of its leading on to labour and 
struggle, he instinctively hastened to free himself from 
the feeling or activity into which he was being drawn 
and to regain his freedom. In this way he experi¬ 
mented with society-life, the civil service, farming, 
music—to which at one time he intended to devote 
his life—and even with the love of women in which 
he did not believe. He meditated on the use to which 
he should devote that power of youth which is granted 
to man only once in a lifetime: that force which give* 
a man the power of making himself, or even—as it 
seemed to him—of making the universe, into anything 
he wishes: should it be to art, to science, to love of 
woman, or to practical activities? It is true that some 
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people are devoid of this impulse, and on entering life 
at once place their necks under the first yoke that 
offers itself and honestly labour under it for the rest 
of their lives. But Olenin was too strongly conscious of 
the presence of that all-powerful God of Youth— 
of that (apacily to be entirely transformed into an 
aspiration or idea— -the rapacity to wish and to do 
—to throw oneself headlong into a bottomless abyss 
W'ithout knowing why or wherefore. He bore this 
consciousness within himself, was proud of it and. 
without knowing it, was happy in that consciousness 
Up to that time he had loved only himself, and could 
not help loving himself, for he expected nothing but 
good of himseif and had not yet had time to be dis¬ 
illusioned. On leaving Moscow he was in that happy 
state of mind in which a young man, const ions of past 
mistakes, suddenly says to himself, ‘That was not the 
real thing.' All that had gone before was accidental 
and unimportant. Till then he had not really tried 
to live, but now with his departure from Moscow a 
new life was beginning—a life in which there would 
be no mistakes, no remorse, and certainly nothing 
but happiness. 

It is always the case on a long journey that till the 
first two or three stages have been passed imagination 
continues to dwell on the place left behind, but with 
the first morning on the road it leaps to the end of the 
journey and there begins building castles in the air. 
So it happened to Oleum. 

After leaving the town behind, he gazed at the 
snowy fields and felt glad to be alone in their midst. 
Wrapping himself in his fur coat, he lay at the bottom 
of the sledge, became tranquil, and fell into a doze. 
The parting with his friends had torn lied him deeply, 
and memories of that last winter spent in Moscow and 
images of the past, mingled with vague thoughts and 
regrets, rose unbidden in his imagination. 

He remembcied (he friend who had seen him off 
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and his relations with the girl they had talked about. 
The girl was rich. ‘How could he love her knowing 
that she loved me?’ thought he, and evil suspicions 
crossed his mind. ‘There is mu<h dishonesty m men 
when one comes to rellect.’ Then lie w.is conhonted 
by the question' ‘But really, how is it 1 have never 
been in love? Every one tells me that 1 never have. 
Can it be that I am a moral monstrosity?’ And he 
began to recall all his infatuations. He retailed his 
entry into society, and a friend's sister with whom he 
spent several evenings at a table with a lamp on it 
which lit up her slender fingers busy with needlework, 
and the lower part of her pretty debt ate lace. He 
recalled their conversations that dragged on like the 
game in which one passes on a stick which one keeps 
alight as long as possible, and the general awkward¬ 
ness and restraint and his continual feeling of re¬ 
bellion at all that conventionality. Some voice had 
always whispered: ‘That’s not it, that’s not it,’ and 
so it had proved. Then he remembered a hall and 

the mazurka he danced with the beautiful D-. 

‘How much in love I was that night and bow happy I 
\nd how hurt and vexed 1 was next morning when 
I woke and felt myself still free! Why does not love 
rome and bind me hand and foot ‘‘ thought be. ‘No, 
there is no such tiling as love! T hat neighbour who 
used to tel! me, as she told Dubrovin and the Marshal, 
that she loved the stars, was not it either ’ And now 
his farming and work in the country recurred to his 
nund. and in those rccollcr turns also there was nothing 
to dwell on with pleasure. ‘Will they talk long of my 
departure?’ came into his head; but who ‘they’ were 
he did not quite know. Next came a thought that 
made him wince and mutter incoherently. 11 was the 
recollection of M. Cappele the tailor, and the six 
hundred and seventy-eight rubles he still owed him, 
and he recalled the words in which he had begged him 
to wait another year, and the look of perplexity and 
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resignation which had appeared on the tailor's face. 
‘Oh, my God, my God!’ he repeated, wincing and 
trying to drive away the intolerable thought. ‘All the 
same and in spite of everything she loved me,’ thought 
he of the girl they had talked about at the farewell 
supper. ‘Yes, had I martied her I should not now 
be owing anything, and as it is I am in debt to 
Vasilyev.’ Then he remembered the last night he had 
played with Vasilyev at the club (just after leaving 
her), and he recalled his humiliating requests for 
another game and the other’s cold refusal. ‘A year’s 
economizing and they will all be paid, and the devil 
take them! . . . But despite this assurance he again 
began calculating his outstanding debts, their dates, 
and when he could hope to pay them off. ‘And 
I owe something to Morell as well as to Chevalier,’ 
thought he, recalling the night when he had run up 
so large a debt. It was at a carousal at the gipsies 
arranged by some lellows from Petersburg: Sdshka 

B-, an aide-de-camp to the Tsar, Prince D-, 

and that pompous old-. ‘How is it those gentle¬ 

men are so self-satisfied?’ thought he, ‘and by what 
right do they form a clique to which they think others 
must be highly flattered to be admitted? Can it be 
because they are on the Emperor’s staff? Why, it’s 
awful what fools and scoundrels they consider other 
people to be! But 1 showed them that I at any rate, 
on the contrary, do not at all want their intimacy. 
All the same, I fancy Andrew, the steward, would 
be amazed to know that I am on familiar terms with 
a man like Sishka B——, a colonel and an aide-de- 
camp to the Tsar! Yes, and no one drank more than 
I did that evening, and I taught the gipsies a new 
song and everyone listened to it. Though I have 
done many foolish things, all the same I am a very 
good fellow,’ thought he. 

Morning found him at the third post-stage. He 
drank tea, and himself helped Vanyiisha to move 
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his bundles and trunks and sat down among them, 
sensible, erect, and precise, knowing where all hii 
belongings were, how much money he bad and where 
n was, where he had put his passport and the post- 
horse requisition and toll-gale papers, and it all 
seemed to him so well arranged that he grew quite 
cheerful and the long journey before him seemed an 
extended pleasure-trip. 

All that morning and noon he was deep in calcula¬ 
tions of how many vents he had travelled, how many 
remained to the next stage, how many to the next 
town, to the place where he would dine, to the place 
where he would drink tea, and to Stavropol, and what 
fraction of the whole journey wax already accom¬ 
plished. He also calculated how much money he had 
with him, how much would be left over, how much 
would pay off all his debts, and what proportion of 
his income he would spend each month. Towards 
evening, after tea, he calculated that to Stavrdpol 
there still remained seven-elevenths of the whole 
journey, that his debts would require seven months’ 
economy and one-eighth of his whole fortune; and 
then, tranquillized, he wrapped himself up, lay down 
in the sledge, and again dozed off. His imagination 
was now turned to the future: to the Caucasus. All 
his dreams of the future were mingled with pictures 
of Amalat-Beks,' Circassian women, mountains, preci¬ 
pices, terrible torrents, and perils. All these things 
were vague and dim, but the love of fame and the 
danger of death furnished the interest ol that future. 
Now, with unprecedented courage and a strength 
that amazed everyone, he slew and subdued an in¬ 
numerable host of hillsmen; now he was himself a 
hillsman and with them was maintaining their inde¬ 
pendence against the Russians. As soon as he pictured 
anything definite, familiar Moscow figures always 

1 Amalet-Bek, a character in a Russian novel of the 
Caucasus by Bcsuizbcv-Marlinsky. 
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appeared on the scene. Sdshka B-fights with the 

Russians or the hillsmen against him. Even the tailor 
Cappele in some strange way takes part in the con¬ 
queror’s triumph. Amid all this he remembered his 
former humiliations, weaknesses, and mistakes, and 
the recollection was not disagreeable. It was clear that 
there among thcmountains, waterfalls, fair Circassians, 
and dangers, such mistakes could not recur. Having 
once made full confession to himself there was an end 
of it all. One other vision, the sweetest of them all, 
mingled with the young man’s every thought of the 
future—the vision of a woman. And there, among the 
mountains, she appeared to his imagination as a 
Circassian slave, a fine figure with a long phut of hair 
and deep submissive eyes. He pictured a lonely hut 
in the mountains, and on the threshold she stands 
awaiting him when, tired and covered with dust, 
blood, and fame, he returns to her. He is conscious 
of her kisses, her shoulders, her sweet voice, and her 
submissiveness. She is enchanting, but uneducated, 
wild, and rough. In the long winter evenings he begins 
her education. She is clever and gifted and quickly 
acquires all the knowledge essential. Why not.’’ She 
can quite easily learn loieign languages, lead the 
French masteipieces and understand them: Notre 
Dame de Pans, for instance, is sure to please her. She 
can also speak French. In a drawing-room she can 
show more innate dignity than a lady of the highest 
society. She can sing, simply, powerfully, and passion¬ 
ately. . . . 'Oh, what nonsense!’ said he to himself. 
But here they reached a post-station and he had to 
change into another sledge and give some tips. But 
his fancy again began searching for the 'nonsense’ he 
had relinquished, and again iair Circassians, glory, 
and his return to Russia with an appointment as aide- 
de-camp and a lovely wife rose before his imagination. 
‘But there’s no such thing as love,’ said he to himself. 
'Fame is all rubbish. But the six hundred and sesenty- 
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eight rubles? . . . And the conquered land that will 
bring me more wealth than I need for a lifetime ’ 
It will not be right though to keep all that wealth 
formyself. I shall have todistubutc it. Butlowhom J 
Well, six hundred and seventy-eight rubles to Cappele 
and then we’ll see.’. . . Quite vague visions now cloud 
his mind, and only Vanyusha’s voire and (he inter¬ 
rupted motion of the sledge bleak his healthy youthful 
slumber. Scarcely conscious, he i lianges into another 
sledge at the next stage and continues his journey 
Next morning cvciytlung goes on just the same: 
the same kind of post-stations and tea-drinking, the 
same moving horses’ cruppers, the same shot I talks 
with Vanyusha, the same vague dreams and drowsi¬ 
ness, and the same tired, healthy, youthlul sleep at 
night. 

CHAPTER III 

Thf. farther Olenin travelled from Central Russia 
the farther he left his memories behind, and the 
nearer he drew to the Caucasus the lighter his heart 
became. ‘I’ll stay away lor goixl and never r< turn 
to show myself in society,’ was a thought that some¬ 
times occurred to him. ‘These people whom I see 
here are not people. None of them know me and none 
of them can ever enter the Mosi ow sock ty I was in 
or find out about my past. And no one m that 
society will ever know what I am doing, living among 
these people.’ And quite a new feeling ol lieidom 
from Ins whole past came over him among the rough 
beings he met on the road whom he did not consider 
to be people in die sense that his Moscow ac quaintances 
were. The rougher the people and the fewer the 
signs of civilization the freer he felt. .Stavropol, 
through which he had to pass, irked him. The sign¬ 
boards, some of them even in French, ladies in 
carriages, cabs in the market-place, and a gentleman 
wearing a fur cloak and tall hat who was walking 
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along the boulevard and staring at the passers-by, 
quite upset him. ‘Perhaps these people know some 
of my acquaintances,’ he thought; and the club, his 
tailor, cards, society . . . came back to his mind. But 
after Stavropol everything was satisfactory—wild and 
also beautiful and warlike, and Olenin left happier 
and happier. All the Cossacks, post-boys, and post¬ 
station masters seemed to him simple folk with whom 
he could jest and converse simply, without having 
to consider to what class they belonged. They all 
belonged to the human race which, without his think¬ 
ing about it, all appeared dear to Olenin, and they 
all treated him in a friendly way. 

Already in the province of the Don Cossacks his 
sledge had been exchanged for a cart, and beyond 
Stavrdpol it became so warm that Olenin travelled 
without wearing his fur coat. It was already Spring— 
an unexpected joyous Spring for Olenin. At night hr 
was no longer allowed to leave the Cossack villages, 
and they said it was dangerous to travel in the even¬ 
ing. Vanyusha began to be uneasy, and they carried 
a loaded gun in the cart. Olenin became still happier. 
At one of the post-stations the post-master told of a 
terrible murder that had been committed recently 
on the high road. They began to meet armed men. 
‘So this is where it begins!’ thought Olifnin, and kept 
expecting to see the snowy mountains of which men¬ 
tion was so often made. Once, towards evening, the 
Nogiy driver pointed with his whip to the mountains 
shrouded in clouds. Olenin looked eagerly, but it was 
dull and the mountains were almost hidden by the 
clouds. Olenin made out something grey and white 
and fleecy, but try as he would he could find nothing 
beautiful in the mountains of which he had so often 
read and heard. The mountains and the clouds 
appeared to him quite alike, and he thought the 
special beauty of the snow peaks, of which he had so 
often been told, was as much an invention as Bach’s 
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mttiic and the love of women, in which he did not 
Ix'lieve. So he gave up looking forward to seeing the 
mountains. But early next morning, being awakened 
in his cart by the freshness of the air, he glanced 
carelessly to the right. The morning was perfectly 
dear. Suddenly he saw, about twenty paces away 
as it seemed to him at first glance, pure white gigantic 
masses with delicate contours, the distinct fantastic 
outlines of their summits showing sharply against the 
far-off sky. When he had realized the distance between 
himself and them and the sky and the whole im¬ 
mensity of the mountains, and felt the infinitude of 
all that beauty, he became afraid that it was but 
a phantasm or a dream. He gave himself a shake to 
rouse himself, but the mountains were still the same. 

‘What’s that! What is it?’ he said to the driver. 

'Why, the mountains,’ answered the N’ogiy driver 
with indifference. 

‘And I too have been looking at them for a long 
while,’ said Vanyusha. ‘Aren't they fine? 'llicy 
won’t believe it at home.’ 

The quick progress of the three-horsed cart along 
the smooth road caused the mountains to appear to 
be running along the horizon, while their rosy crests 
glittered in the light of the rising sun. At first Olenin 
was only astonished at the sight, then gladdened by 
it; but later on, gazing more and more intently at that 
snow-peaked chain that seemed to rise not from 
among other black mountains, but straight out of the 
plain, and to glide away into the distance, he began 
by slow degrees to be penetrated by their beauty and 
at length to Jetl the mountains. From that moment 
all he saw, all he thought, and all he felt, acquired 
for him a new character, sternly majestic like the 
mountains! All his Moscow reminiscences, shame, 
and repentance, and his trivial dreams about the 
Caucasus, vanished and did not return. ‘Now it has 
begun,’ a solemn voice seemed to say to him. The 
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road and the Terek, just becoming visible in the 
distance, and the Cossack villages and the people, all 
no longer appeared to him as a joke. He looked 
at himself or Vanyusha, and again thought of the 
mountains. . . . Two Cossacks ride by, their guns in 
their cases swinging rhythmically behind their backs, 
the white and bay legs of their horses mingling con¬ 
fusedly . . , and the mountains! Beyond the Terek 
rises the smoke from a Tartar village . . . and tin 
mountains! The sun has risen arid glitters on the 
Tdrek, now visible beyond the reeds . . . and the 
mountains! From the village comes a Tartar wagon, 
and women, beautiful young women, pass by . . . and 
the mountains! ‘Abreks' canter about the plain, and 
here am I driving along and do not tear tile m! 1 hav< 
a gun, and strength, and youth . . . and the moun¬ 
tains!’ 

CHAPTER IV 

That whole part of the Trick line (about fills 
miles) along which he the villages of the Grebcnsk 
Cossacks is uniform in character both as to country 
and inhabitants. The 'l'crck, which separates the 
Cossacks from the mountaineers, still flows luibid and 
rapid though already broad and smooth, always 
depositing gieyish sand on its low reedy right bank 
and washing away the steep, though not high, loll 
bank, with its roots of century-old oaks, its rotting 
plane tiers, and young biushwood. On the right bank 
lie tile villages ot pio-Russian. though slid somewhat 
restless, Tailats. Along the left bank, back hall a 
mile from the riser and standing five 01 six nulcs apart 
from one another, are Cossack Milages. In olden 
times most of these villages were situated on the banks 
of the riser; but the Tack, shifting northward from 
the mountains year by year, washed away those 

' Hostile Chechens who cross over to the Russian bank 
of the Terek to thieve and plunder. 
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banks, and now there remain only the ruins of the 
old villages and of the gardens of pear and plum tries 
and poplars, all overgrown with blaekbfrry bushes 
and wild vines. No one lives there now, and one only 
sees the tracks of the deer, the wolves, the hares, and 
the pheasants, who have learned to love these places. 
From village to village runs a road cut through the 
forest as a cannon-shot might fly. Along the roads 
are cordons of Cossacks and watch-towers with senti¬ 
nels in them. Only a narrow strip about seven 
hundred yards wide of fertile wooded soil belongs to 
the Cossacks. To the north of it begin the sand-drifts 
of the Nogay or Mozdbk steppes, which stretch far 
to the noith and run, Heaven knows where, into the 
rrukhmen, Astrakhan, and Kirglifz-K.usatsk steppes. 
To the south, beyond the Terek, arc the I,real 
Chechnya river, the Kochk.-ilov range, the Hlatk 
Mountains, yet another range, and at last the snowy 
mountains, whuh ran just be seen but have never yet 
been scaled. In this fertile wooded snip, ruh in 
vegetation, has dwelt as f.n back as mentor, rims the 
line warlike and prosperous Russian tribe lx brnging 
to the sect of Old Believers,' and called the Grcbcnsk 
Cossai ks. 

l.ong long ago their Old Believer ancestors fled 
hom Russia and settled beyond the 'Icick among the 
Chechens on the Greben, the first range ol wooded 
mountains of Chechnya. Living among the Chechens 
the Cossacks intermarried with them and adopted the 
manners and customs of the hill tribes, though they 
still retained the Russian language m all its purity, 
as well as their Old Faith. A tradition, still fresh 
among them, declares that Tsar Ivan the limbic 
came to the Terek, sent for their Elders, and gave 

1 Old Believer is a general name for the seels that 
separated from the Russo-Greck Church in the seventeenth 
century. Tobacco is one of the things prohibited by their 
rules. 
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them the land on this side of the river, exhorting them 
to remain friendly to Russia and promising not to 
enforce his fule upon them nor oblige them to change 
their faith. Even now the Cossack families claim 
relationship with the Chechens, and the love of 
freedom, of leisure, of plunder and of war, still form 
their chief characteristics. Only the harmful side of 
Russian influence shows itself—by interference at 
elections, by confiscation of church bells, and by the 
troops who are quartered in the country or march 
through it. A Cossack is inclined to hate less the 
dzhigit' hillsman who maybe has killed his brother, 
than the soldier quartered on him to defend his 
village, but who has defiled his hut with tobacco- 
smoke. He respects his enemy the hillsman and 
despises the soldier, who is in his eyes an alien and an 
oppressor. In reality, from a Cossack’s point of view 
a Russian peasant is a foreign, savage, despicable 
creature, of whom he sees a sample in the hawkers 
who come to the country and in the Ukrainian immi¬ 
grants whom the Cossack contemptuously calls ‘wool- 
beaters’. For him, to be smartly dressed means to be 
dressed like a Circassian. The best weapons are 
obtained from the hiilsmen and the best horses are 
bought, or stolen, from them. A dashing young 
Cossack likes to show ofT his knowledge of Tartar, 
and when carousing talks Tartar even to his fellow 
Cossack. In spite of all these things this small Christian 
clan stranded in a tiny corner of the earth, sur¬ 
rounded by half-savage Mohammedan tribes and 
by soldiers, considers itself highly advanced, acknow¬ 
ledges none but Cossacks as human beings, and 
despises everybody else. The Cossack spends most 
of his time in the cordon, in action, or in hunting and 
fishing. He hardly ever works at home. When he 

1 Among the CWchens a dtfngil is much the same as 
a bract among the Indians, but the word is inseparably 
connected with the idea of skilful horsemanship. 
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stays in the village it is an exception to the general 
rule and then he is holiday-making. All Cossacks 
make their own wine, and drunkenness is not so 
much a general tendency as a rite, the non-fulfilment 
of which would be considered apostasy. The Cossack 
looks upon a woman as an instrument for his welfare; 
only the unmarried girls are allowed to amuse them¬ 
selves. A married woman has to work for her husband 
from youth to very old age: his demands on her are 
the Oriental ones of submission and labour. In conse¬ 
quence of this outlook women are strongly developed 
both physically and mentally, and though they are— 
as everywhere in the East—nominally in sub]ection, 
tin y possess far greater influence and importance in 
lamily-hfe than Western women. Their exclusion from 
public life and inurement to heavy male labour give 
the women all the more power and importance in the 
household. A Cossack, who before strangers con¬ 
siders it improper to speak affectionately or needlessly 
to his wife, when alone with her is involuntarily 
conscious of her superiority. His house and all his 
property, in fact the entire homestead, has been 
acquired and is kept together solely by her labour and 
care. Though firmly convinced that labour is de¬ 
grading to a Cossack and is only proper for a Nogiy 
labourer or a woman, lie is vaguely aware ot the iacl 
that all he makes use of and calls liis own is the result 
"f that toil, and that it is in the power of the woman 
(his mother or his wife) whom he considers his 
slave, to deprive him of all he possesses, besides, 
the continuous performance of man’s heavy work 
and the responsibilities entrusted to her have endowed 
the Grebensk women with a peculiarly independent 
masculine character and have remarkably developed 
their physical powers, common sense, resolution, and 
stability. The women are in most cases stronger, more 
intelligent, more developed, and handsomer than the 
men. A striking feature of a GreWrak woman’s 
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beauty is the combination of the purest Circassian 
type of face with the broad and powerful build of 
Northern women. Cossack women wear the Cir¬ 
cassian dress—a Tartar smock, beshmet,' and soft 
slippeis—but they tie their kerchiefs round their heads 
in the Russian lasluon. Smartness, cleanliness and 
elegance in dress and m the arrangement of their huts, 
are with them a custom and a necessity. In their 
relations with men the women, and especially the 
unmarried girls, enjoy perlert freedom. 

Novomlinsk village was considered the very heart 
of Gtcbcnsk Cossatkdom In it more than elsewhere 
the customs of the old Grcbensk population have been 
preserved, and its women have fiom time immemorial 
been renowned all o\er the Caucasus for their beauty, 
A Cossack’s livelihood is derived fiom vineyards, 
ftuit-gaidcns, water melon and pumpkin plantations, 
from lulling, limiting, mai/c and millet glowing, and 
from war plunder. Novomllnsk village lies about 
two and a hall miles away horn the Terek, from which 
it is separated by a dense forest. On one side of the 
load which iuns through the village is the river; on 
the other, green vineyards and oichards, beyond 
which are seen the dnllsands of the Nogay Steppe. 
The village is suirounded by earth-banks and prickly 
bramble hedges, and is entered bv tall gates hung 
between posts and covered with little rccd-thatchcd 
roofs. Reside them on a wooden gun-carriage stands 
an unwieldy cannon captured by the Cossacks at 
some time or other, and which has not been filed for 
a hundred years. A uniformed Cossack sentinel with 
dagger and gun sometimes stands, and sometimes 
does not stand, on guard Ix-side the gates, and some¬ 
times presents arms to a passing officer and sometimes 
docs not. Below the ioof of the gateway is written in 
black letters on a white board: ‘Houses 266: male 
inhabitants 897: female 1012.’ The Cossacks’ house" 
1 Beshmet, a Tartar garment with s!ec\ es. 
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arc all raised on pillars two and a half feet from the 
ground. They are carefully thatched with reeds and 
have laige carved gables. If not new thcv,are at least 
all straight and clean, with high port lies ofdtlferent 
shapes; and they ate not built <los>- together but have 
ample space around them, and ate all picturesquely 
placed along broad streets and lanes. In liont of the 
large bright windows of many til the houses, beyond 
the kitchen gardens, dark green poplars and at anas 
with their delicate pale \cidurr and stented white 
blossoms overtop the houses, and In side them glow 
Haunting yellow sunflowers, creepers, and grape vines. 
In the broad open square are lluoc shops where 
diaper), sunflower and pumpkin seeds, locust beans 
and gingerbreads are sold; and surrounded by a tall 
fence, loftier and latger than the other houses, stands 
the Regimental CommandcTs dwelling with its case¬ 
ment windows, behind a row of tall poplars. lew 
people are to be seen in the slrtets til the village on 
week-days, especially in summer. 1 he young men 
are on duty in the 1 unions or on military expeditions; 
the old ones are fishing or helping the women in the 
orchards and gardens. Only the very old, the sick, 
and the children, remain at home. 

CHAP 1 HR V 

It was one of those wonderful evenings that otcur 
only in the Caucasus. I he sun had sunk behind the 
mountains but it was still light The evening glow 
had spread met a third of the sky, and against its 
brilliancy the dull white immensity of the mountains 
was sharply defined. The air was rarefied, motion¬ 
less, and full of sound The shadow of the mountains 
reached for several miles over the steppe. The steppe, 
the opposite side of the river, and the roads, were all 
deserted. If very occasionally mounted men appeared, 
the Cossacks in the cordon and the Chechens in their 
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aotils (villages) watched them with surprised curiosity 
and tried to guess who those questionable men could 
be. At nightfall people from fear of one another flock 
to their dwellings, and only birds and beasts fearless 
of man prowl in those deserted spaces. Talking 
merrily, the women who have been tying up the 
vines hurry away from the gardens before sunset. 
The vineyards, like all the surrounding district, are 
deserted, but the villages become very animated at 
that time of the evening. From all sides, walking, 
riding, or driving in their creaking carts, people move 
towards the village. Girls with their smocks tucked 
up and twigs in their hands run chatting merrily to 
the village gates to meet the cattle that are crowding 
together in a cloud of dust and mosquitoes which they 
bring with them from the steppe. The well-fed cows 
and buff aloes disperse at a run all over the streets and 
Cossack women in coloured bishmets go to and fro 
among them. You can hear their merry laughter and 
shrieks mingling with the lowing of the cattle. There 
an armed and mounted Cossack, on leave from the 
cordon, rides up to a hut and, leaning towards the 
window, knocks. In answer to the knock the hand¬ 
some head of a young woman appears at the window 
and you can hear caressing, laughing voices. There 
a tattered Nogay labourer, with prominent cheek¬ 
bones, brings a load of reeds from the steppes, turns 
his creaking cart into the Cossack captain’s broad and 
clean courtyard, and lifts die yoke off the oxen that 
stand tossing their heads whde he and his master 
shout to one another in Tartar. Past a puddle that 
reaches nearly aaoss the street, a barefooted Cossack 
woman with a bundle of firewood on her back makes 
her laborious way by clinging to the fences, holding 
her smock high and exposing her white legs. A 
Cossack returning from shuoting calls out in jest: 
‘Lift it higher, shameless thing!’ and points his gun 
at her. The woman lets down her smock and drop* 
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the wood. An old Cossack, returning home from 
lulling with his trousers tucked up and his hairy grey 
chest uncovered, has a net across his shoulder contain¬ 
ing silvery fish that are still struggling; and to take a 
short cut climbs over his neighbour’s broken fence and 
gives a tug to his coat which has caught on the fence. 
There a woman is dragging a dry branch along and 
lrom round the comer comes the sound of an axe. 
Cossack children, spinning iheir tops wherever there 
is a smooth place in the street, are shrieking; women 
are climbing over fences to avoid going round. 
From every chimney rises the odorous kuyak' smoke. 
From every homestead comes the sound of increased 
bustle, precursor to the stillness of night. 

Granny Ulitka, the wife of the Cossack cornet who 
is also teacher in the regimental school, goes out to 
the gates of her yard like the other women, and w-aits 
lor the cattle which her daughter Maryanku 13 driving 
along the street. Before she has had time fully to open 
the wattle gate in the fence, an enormous buffalo cow- 
surrounded by mosquitoes rushes up bellowing and 
squeezes in. Several well-fed cows slowly follow her, 
their large eyes gazing with recognition at their mis¬ 
tress as they swish their sides with their tails. The 
beautiful and shapely Maryinka enters at the gate 
and throwing away her switch quickly slams the gate 
to and rushes with all the speed of her nimble feet to 
separate and drive the cattle into their sheds. ' Fake 
off your slippers, you devil’s wench!’ shouts her 
mother, ’you’ve worn them into holes!’ Maryinka 
is not at all offended at being called a 'devil's wench’, 
but accepting it as a term of endearment cheerfully 
goes on with her task. Her face is covered with a 
kerchief tied round her head. She is wearing a pink 
smock and a green beshmel. She disappears inside the 
lean-to shed in the yard, following the big fat cattle; 
and from the shed comes her voice as she speaks 
* Kisyak , fuel made of straw and manure. 
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gently and persuasively to the buffalo: ‘Won t she 
stand still? What a creature! Come now, come old 
dear!’ Soon,the girl and the old woman pass from 
the shed to the dairy carrying two large pots ol milk, 
the day’s yield. From the dairy chimney rises a thin 
cloud ot kisyak smoke, the milk is being used to make 
into clotted cream. The girl makes up the fire while 
her mother goes to the gate. Twilight has fallen on 
the village. 1 he air is full of the smell of vegetables, 
rattle, and scented kisyak smoke. From the gates and 
along the streets Cossack women come running, carry¬ 
ing lighted rags. From the yards one hears the snorting 
and quiet chewing of the cattle eased ol their milk, 
while in the street only the voices of women and 
children sound as they call to one another. It is rare 
on a week-day to hear the drunken voice of a man. 

One of the Cossack wives, a tall, masculine old 
woman, approaches Granny Clitka fiom the home¬ 
stead opposite and asks her for a light. In her hand 
me holds a rag. 

‘Have you i leared up, Granny ?’ 

‘The girl is lighting the (ire. Is it fire you want?’ 
says Granny Ulitka, proud of being able to oblige her 
neighbour. 

Both women enter the hut, and coarse hands un¬ 
used to dealing with small articles tremblingly lift the 
lid of a match-box, winch is a rarity m the Caucasus. 
The masculine-looking new-comer sits down on the 
doorstep with the evident intention of having a chat. 

‘And is your man at the school. Mother?’ she 
asked. 

‘He's always teaching the youngsters, Mother. 
But he writes that he’ll come home for the holidays,’ 
laid the cornet’s wife. 

‘Yes, he’s a clever man, one secs; it all comes 
useful.’ 

‘Of course it does.’ 

‘And my Lukashka is at the cordon; they won’t 
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let him come home,’ said (he visitor, though the 
cornet’s wife had known all this long ago. She 
wanted to talk about her LukAslika whom she had 
lately fitted out for snvire in (lie Cossack legiment, 
and whom she wished to lnniry to the comet’s 
daughter, Muryanka. 

‘So lie’s at the toulon?’ 

‘He is, Mother. He’s not been home sinre last 
holidays T he other day 1 sent him some shirts by 
I'dmushkm. He says he’s all light, and that Ins 
superiors ate satisfied. He says tin y arc looking out 
lor abreks again. LukAslika is quite happy, he says.’ 

‘Ah well, (hank Gcxl,’ said the comet's wife. 
‘“Snalclar” is certainly the only word lor him.’ 
LukAslika was surnanicd ‘the Snail her’ because of 
his hiavfiy in snatching a boy from a watery grave, 
and the cornet’s wife alluded lo ibis, wishing in her 
turn to say something agreeable to LukAshka's mother. 

’I thank God, Mother, that he’s a good son! He’s 
a fine fellow, everyone praises him,’ says LukAshka’s 
mother. ‘All I wish is to get him married; then I 
could die in peace.’ 

‘Well, aren’t there plenty of young women in the 
village?’ answered the cornet’s wife slyly as she care¬ 
fully replaced the lid of the match-box with her 
horny hands. 

‘Plenty, Mother, plenty,’ remarked LukAshka’s 
mother, shaking her head. ‘There’s your girl now, 
your Muryanka - that’5 the sort of girl! You’d have 
to scaich through the whole place to Imd such 
another!’ 

The cornet’s wife knows what LukAshka’s mother 
is after, but though she liehcves him to lie a good 
Cossack she hangs hack: first because she is a cornet’s 
wife and rich, while LukAshka is the son of a simple 
Cossack and fatherless, secondly because she does 
not want to part with her daughter yet, but chiefly 
because propriety demands it. 
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‘Well when Marydnka grows up she’ll be marriage¬ 
able too,’ she answers soberly and modestly. 

‘I’ll send the matchmakers to you—I’ll send them! 
Only let me get the vineyaid done and then we’ll 
come and make our bows to you,’ says Lukdshka’s 
mother. ‘And we’ll make our bows to Elias Vasllich 
too.’ 

‘Elias, indeed!’ says the comet’s wife proudly. ‘It’s 
to me you must speak! All in its own good time.’ 

Lukishka’s mother sees by the stem face of the 
comet’s wife that it is not the time to say anything 
more just now, so she lights her rag with the match 
and says, rising; 'Don’t refuse us, think of my words. 
I’ll go, it is time to light the fire.’ 

As she crosses the road swinging the burning rag, 
she meets Maryinka, who bows. 

‘Ah, she’s a regular queen, a splendid worker, that 
girl!’ she thinks, looking at the beautiful maiden. 
‘What need for her to grow any more? It’s time 
she was married and to a good home; married to 
Lukishka!’ 

But Granny Ulltka had her own cares and she 
remained sitting on the threshold thinking hard about 
sometliing, till the girl called her. 

CHAPTER VI 

The male population of the village spend their time 
on military expeditions and in the cordon—or ‘at their 
posts', as the Cossacks say. Towards evening, that 
same Lukishka the Snatcher, about whom the old 
women had been talking, was standing on a watch- 
tower of the Nfzhni-Protdtsk post situated on the very 
banks of the Tirek. Leaning on the railing of the 
tower and screwing up his eyes, he looked now far 
into the distance beyond the Tirek, now down at his 
fellow Cossacks, and occasionally he addressed the 
latter. The sun was already approaching the snowy 
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range that gleamed white above the fleecy cloiidj. 
The clouds undulating at the base of the mountains 
grew darker and darker. The clearness of evening 
was noticeable in the air. A sense of freshness came 
from the woods, though round the post it was still hot. 
The voices of the talking Cossacks vibrated more 
sonorously than before. The moving mass of the 
Terek’s rapid brown waters contrasted more vividly 
with its motionless banks. The waters were beginning 
to subside and here and there the wet sands gleamed 
drab on the banks and in the shallows. 1'lic other 
side of the river, just opposite the cordon, was 
deserted; only an immense waste of low-growing 
reeds stretched far away to the very foot of the moun¬ 
tains. On the low bank, a little to one side, could be 
seen the fiat-roofed clay houses and the funnel-shaped 
chimneys of a Chechen village. The sharp eyes of the 
Cossack who stood on the watch-tower followed, 
through the evening smoke of the pro-Russian village, 
the tiny moving figures of the Chechen women visible 
in the distance in their red and blue garments. 

Although the Cossacks expected abreks to cross over 
and attack them from the Tartar side at any moment, 
especially as it was May when the woods by the 
Terek are so dense that it is difficult to pass through 
them on foot and the river is shallow enough in places 
for a horseman to ford it, and despite the fact 
that a couple of days before a Cossack had arrived 
with a circular from the commander of the regiment 
announcing that spies had reported the intention of 
a party of some eight men to cross the Terek, and 
ordering special vigilance—no special vigilance wai 
being observed in the cordon. The Cossacks, un¬ 
armed and with their horses unsaddled just as if they 
were at home, spent their time some in fishing, some 
in drinking, and some in hunting. Only the horse of 
the man on duty was saddled, and with its feet 
hobbled was moving about by the brambles near the 
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wood, and only the sentinel had his Circassian coat 
on and carried a gun and sword. The corporal, a tall 
thin Cossack, with an exceptionally long back and 
small hands and feet, was sitting on the earth-bank 
of a hut with his beshmet unbuttoned. On his face was 
the lazy, bored expression of a superior, and having 
shut his eyes he dropped his head upon the palm first 
of one hand and then of the other. An elderly Cossack 
with a broad greyish-black beard was lying in his 
shirt, girdled with a black strap, close to the river and 
gazing lazily at the waves of the Terek as they 
monotonously foamed and swirled. Others, also over¬ 
come by the heat and half naked, were rinsing clothes 
in the Terek, plaiting a fishing line, or humming tunes 
as they lay on the hot sand of the river bank. One 
Cossack, with a thin face much burnt by the sun, lav 
near the hut evidently dead drunk, by a wall which 
though it had been m shadow some two hours 
previously was now exposed to the sun’s fierce slant¬ 
ing rays. 

Lukashka, who stood on the watch-tower, was a tall 
handsome lad about twenty years old and very like 
his mother, llis face and whole build, in spite of the 
angularity of youth, indicated great strength, both 
physical and moral. Though lie had only lately 
joined the Cossai ks at tire front, it was evident from 
the expression of his face and the calm assurance of 
his attitude that he had already acquired the some¬ 
what proud and warlike bearing peculiar to Cossacks 
and to men generally who continually carry arms, and 
that lie lelt he was a Cossack and fully knew his own 
value. His ample Circassian coat was torn in some 
places, his cap was on the back of Ins head Chechen 
fashion, and his leggings had slipped below his knees. 
His clothing was not rich, but he wore it with that 
peculiar Cossack foppishness which consists in imi¬ 
tating the Chechen brave. Everything on a real brace 
is ample, ragged, and neglected, only his weapons 
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are costly. But these ragged clothes and these weapons 
are belted and worn with a certain air and matched 
in a certain manner, neither of which cast be acquired 
by everybody and which at once strike the eve of 
a Cossack or a hillsman. Lukashka had this resem¬ 
blance to a brave. With his hands folded under his 
sword, and his eves nearly closed, he kept looking 
at the distant Tartar village. Taken separately his 
features were not beautiful, but anyone who saw Ins 
stately carnage and Ins dark-btowed intelligent face 
would involuntarily say ‘What a fine fellow!' 

‘Look at the women, what a lot of them are walking 
about in the village,’ said he in a sharp voire, languidly 
showing Ins brilliant white teeth and not addressing 
anyone in patltrular. 

Nazarka who was lying below immediately lifted 
Ilia head and remarked' 

‘ They must be going for water,' 

'Supposing one scared them with a gun?’ said 
Lukishka, laughing. ‘Wouldn't they be frightened?' 

‘It wouldn’t reach ' 

‘What! Mine would carry beyond. Just wait a hit, 
and when their feast comes round I'll go and visit 
Girtiy Khan and drink bm.a' there,’ said Lukashka, 
angri!) swishing away the mosquitoes which attached 
themselves to him. 

A rustling in the thicket drew the Cossack’s atten¬ 
tion. A pied mongrel half-setter, searching for a scent 
and violently wagging its scantily furred tail, came 
running to die cordon. Lukishka recognized the dog 
as one belonging to his neighiiour, Uncle Kroshka, a 
hunter, and saw, following it through the thicket, the 
approaching figure of the hunter himself. 

Uncle Eroshka was a gigantic Cossack with a broad, 
snow-white beard and such broad shoulders and cheat 
that in the wood, where there waa no one to compare 
him with, he did not look particularly tall, so well 
1 Tartar beer made of millet. 
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proportioned were his powerful limbs. He wore a 
tattered coat and, over the bands with which his legs 
were swathed, sandals made of undressed deer’s hide 
tied on with strings; while on his head he had a rough 
little white cap. He carried over one shoulder a 
screen to hide behind when shooting pheasants, and 
a bag containing a hen for luring hawks, and a small 
falcon; over the other shoulder, attached by a strap, 
was a wild cat he had killed; and stuck in his belt 
behind were some little bags containing bullets, gun¬ 
powder, and bread, a horse’s tail to swish away the 
mosquitoes, a large dagger in a torn scabbard 
smeared with old bloodstains, and twodead pheasants. 
Having glanced at the cordon he stopped. 

‘Hi, Lyaml’ he called to the dog in such a ringing 
bass that it awoke an echo far away in the wood; and 
throwing over his shoulder his big gun, of the kind 
the Cossacks call a ‘flint’, he raised his cap. 

‘Had a good day, good people, eh?’ he said, 
addressing the Cossacks in the same strong and cheer¬ 
ful voice, quite without effort, but as loudly as if he 
were shouting to someone on the other bank of the 
river. 

‘Yes, yes, Uncle!' answered from all sides the voices 
of the young Cossacks. 

‘What have you seen? Tell us!’ shouted Uncle 
Erbshka, wiping the sweat from his broad red face 
with the sleeve of his coat. 

‘Ah, there’s a vulture living in the plane tree here, 
Uncle. As soon as night comes he begins hovering 
round,’ said Nazbrka, winking and jerking his shoulder 
and leg. 

'Come, come!’ said the old man incredulously. 

‘Really, Uncle! You must keep watch,’ replied 
Nazarka with a laugh. 

The other Cossacks began laughing. 

The wag had not seen any vulture at all, but it 
had long been the custom of the young Cossacks in 
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the cordon to tease and mislead Uncle Erdshka every 
time he came to them. 

‘Eh, you fool, always lying!’ exclaimed Lukishka 
from the tower to Nazirka. 

Nazirka was immediately silenced. 

‘It must be watched. I’ll watch,’ answered the old 
man to the great delight of ail the Cossacks. ‘But 
have you seen any boars?' 

‘Watching for boars, are you?’ said the corporal, 
bending forward and scratching his back with both 
hands, very pleased at the chance of some distraction. 
‘It’s abrtks one has to hunt here and not boars! 
You’ve not heard anything, Uncle, have you?' he 
added, needlessly screwing up his eyes and showing 
his close-set white teeth. 

'Abrtks,' said the old man. ‘No, I haven’t, I say, 
have you any chikhirt' Let me have a drink, there’s 
a good man. I’m really quite done up. When the 
time comes I’ll bring you some fresh meat, I really 
will. Give me a drink!’he added. 

‘Well, and are you going to watch?’ inquired the 
corporal, as though he had not heard what the other 
said. 

‘I did mean to watch to-night,' replied Uncle 
Erbshka. ‘Maybe, with God's help, I shall kill some¬ 
thing for the holiday. Then you shall have a share, 
you shall indeed!’ 

‘Uncle! Hallo, Uncle!’ called out LukAshka sharply 
from above, attracting everybody’s attention. All the 
Cossacks looked up at him. ‘Just go to the upper 
water-course, there’s a fine herd of boars there. I’m 
not inventing, really! The other day one of our 
Cossacks shot one there. I’m telling you the truth,' 
added he, readjusting the musket at his back and in 
a tone that showed he was not joking. 

‘Ah! Lukdshka the Snatcher is here!’ said the old 
man, looking up. ‘Where has he been shooting?’ 

' Home-made Caucasian wine. 
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‘Haven’t you seen? I suppose you’re too young!’ 
said LukAshka. 'Close by the ditch,’ he went on 
seriously with a shake of the head. ‘We were just 
going along the ditch when all at once we heard 
something crackling, but my gun was in its case. 
Elias fired suddenly. . . . But I’ll show you the place, 
it’s not far. You just wait a bit. I know every one 
of their footpaths... . Daddy Mosev,’ said he, turning 
resolutely and almost commandingly to the corporal, 
‘it’s time to relieve guard!’ and holding aloft his gun 
he began to descend from the watch-tower without 
wailing for the order. 

‘Come down!’ said the corporal, after LukAshka 
had started, and glanced round. ‘Is it your turn, 
Gtirka? Then go. . . . True enough your LukAshka 
has become very skilful,’ he went on, addressing the 
old man. ‘He keeps going about just like you, he 
doesn’t stay at home. The other day he killed a boar.’ 

CHAPTER VII 

The sun had already set and the shades of night were 
rapidly spreading from the edge of the wood. The 
Cossacks finished their task round the cordon and 
gathered in the hut for supper. Only the old man still 
stayed under the plane tree watching for the vulture 
and pulling the string tied to the falcon’s leg, but 
though a vulture was really perching on the plane tree 
it declined to swoop down on the lure. I.uk.ishka, sing¬ 
ing one song after another, was leisurely placing nets 
among the very thickest brambles to trap pheasants. 
In spite of his tall stature and big hands every kind 
of work, both rough and delicate, prospered under 
LukAshka’s lingers. 

‘Hallo, Luke!’ came NazArka’s shrill, sharp voice 
calling him from the thicket close by. ‘The Cossacks 
have gone in to supper.’ 

Nazarka, with a live pheasant under his arm, forced 
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his way through the brambles and emciged on the 
footpath. 

‘Oh!’ said Lukashka, breaking oil «n his song, 
‘where did you get that cotk pheasant? I suppose 
it was in my trap?’ 

Nazarka was ol the same age as I.ukfishka and had 
also only been at the front since the prtvious spmig. 

He was plain, tlan and puny, with a shrill voice 
that rang in one’s ears. 'They were neiglibmns and 
comrades, Lukashka was sitting on the grass cross- 
legged like a Taitar, adjusting his nets. 

T don’t know whose it was--yours, 1 rxpc< 

‘Was it br>nnd the pit by the plane tree? Then 
it is mine 1 I set the nets last night.’ 

l.uk.ishka rose and examined Ihetaptured pheasant. 
After Stroking the dark burnished head ol the bird, 
which rolled its eyes and stretched out its neck in 
terror, Lukashka took the pheasant in his hands. 

‘We’ll have it in a pilau’ to-night. You go and kill 
and pluck it,’ 

‘And shall we eat it ourselves or give it to the 
corporal?’ 

‘He has plenty!’ 

‘I don’t like killing them,’ said Na/dika. 

‘Give it here 1 ’ 

Lukashka drew a little knife from under his dagger 
and gave it a swift jet k. Tile bud fluttc red, but before 
it could spread its wings the bleeding head bent and 
quiscred, 

‘1 hat’s how one should do it’’ said Lukashka, 
throwing down the pheasant. ‘It will make a fat pilau.’ 

Naz.iika shuddered as he looked at the bud. 

‘I say, Lukashka, that liend will be sending us to 
the ambush again tonight,’ he s. id. taking up the 

bird. (He was alluding to the corporal.) ‘lie has sent 
Fomushkin to get wine, and it ought to be his turn. 
He always puts it on us.’ 

1 A kind of stew, made with Ixciied rice. 
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Luskishka wont whistling along the cordon. 

‘Take the string with you,’ he shouted. 

NazArka obeyed. 

‘I’ll give him a bit of my mind to-day, I really 
will,’ continued NazArka. ‘Let’s say we won’t go; 
we’re tired out and there’s an end of it! No, really, 
you tell him, he'll listen to you. It’s too bad!’ 

‘Get along with you! What a thing to make a fuss 
about!’ said LukAshka, evidently thinking of some¬ 
thing else. ‘What bosh! If he made us turn out of 
the village at night now, that would be annoying: 
there one can have some fun, but here what is there? 
It’s all one whether we ’re in the cordon or in ambush. 
What a fellow you are!’ 

‘And are you going to the village?’ 

‘I’ll go for the holidays.’ 

‘Gurka says vour DunAyka is carrying on with 
Fbmushkin,’ said NazArka suddenly. 

‘Well, let her go to the devil,’ said LukAshka, show¬ 
ing his regular white teeth, though he did not laugh. 
‘As if I couldn’t find another!’ 

‘Gurka says he went to her house. Her husband was 
out and there was Fbmushkin sitting and eating pie. 
Gurka stopped awhile and then went away, and pass¬ 
ing by the window he heard her say, “He’s gone, the 
fiend. ... Why don’t you eat your pie, my own? You 
needn’t go home for the night,” she says. And Gurka 
under the window says to himself, “That's fine!” 1 

‘You’re making it up.’ 

‘No, quite true, by Heaven!’ 

‘Well, if she’s found another let her go to the devil,’ 
sail LukAshka, after a pause. ‘There’s no lack of 
girls and I was sick of her anyway.’ 

‘Well, see what a devil you are!’ said NazArka. 
‘You should make up to the cornet’s girl, MaryAnka. 
Why doesn’t she walk out with any one?’ 

LukAshka frowned. ‘What of MaryAnka? They’re 
all alike,’ said he. 
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'Well, you just try . . 

‘What do you think? Are girls so scarce in the 
village?’ • 

And Lukishka recommenced whistling, and went 
along the cordon pulling leaves and branches from 
the bushes as he went. Suddenly, catching sight of 
a smooth sapling, he drew the knife from the handle 
of his dagger and cut it down. ‘What a ramrod it 
will make,’ he said, swinging the sapling till it whistled 
through the air. 

The Cossacks were sitting round a low Tartar table 
on the caithen door of the clay-plastered outer room 
of the hut, when the question of whose turn it was to 
lie in ambush was raised. ‘Who is to go to-night?’ 
shouted one of the Cossacks through the open door 
to the corporal in the next room. 

‘Who is to go?’ the corporal shoutrd back. ‘Unde 
Buriak has been and Fomushkin too,’ said he, not 
quite confidently. ‘You two had better go, you and 
NazArka,’ he went on, addressing Lukashka. ‘And 
Ergushov must go too; surely he has slept it oil ?’ 

‘You don’t sleep it oil yourself so why should he?’ 
said NazArka in a subdued voice. 

The Cossacks laughed. 

Ergushov was the Cossark who had been lying 
drunk and asleep near the hut. He had only that 
moment staggered into the room rubbing his eyes. 

LukAshka had already risen and was getting his 
gun ready. 

‘Be quick and go! Finish your supper and go!' said 
the corporal; and without waiting for an expression 
of consent he shut the door, evidently not expecting 
the Cossack to obey. ‘Of course,’ thought he, ‘if I 
hadn’t been ordered to 1 wouldn’t send anyone, but 
an officer might turn up at any moment. As it is, they 
•ay eight abrtks have crossed over.’ 

‘Well, I suppose I must go,’ remarked Ergushdv, 
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‘it’s the regulation. Can’t be helped! The times are 
such. I say, we must go.’ 

Meanwhile' I.ukdslika, holding a big piece of 
pheasant to his mouth with both hands and glancing 
now at Nazarka now at Ergushov, seemed quite in¬ 
different to what passed and only laughed at them 
both. Before the Cossacks were ready to go into 
ambush, Uiirie Kroshka, who had been \ainly waiting 
under the plane tree till night fell, entered the dark 
outer room. 

‘Well, lads,’ his loud bass resounded through the 
low-roofed room dtowning all the other voices, ‘I’m 
going with you. You’ll watch for Chechens and I 
tor boars!’ 

CHAPTER VIII 

It was quite dark when Uncle Proshka and the three 
Cossacks, 111 their cloaks and sliouldenng their guns, 
left the cordon and went towards the place on the 
Tdek where they were to lie in ambush. Nazdrka 
did not want to go at all, but l.ukashka shouted at 
him and they soon started. After they had gone a few 
steps in silence the Cossacks turned aside from the 
ditch and went along a path almost hidden by reeds 
till they reached the user. Oil its bank lay a thick 
black log cast up by the water. The reeds around it 
had been recently beaten down. 

‘Shall we lie here?’ asked Nazarka. 

'Why not?’ answered Luk&shka. ‘Sit down here 
and I’ll be back 111 a minute. I’ll only show Daddy 
where to go.’ 

'This is the best place; here we can see and not be 
seen,’ said Ergushov, ‘so it’s here we’ll he. It’s a 
first-rate place!’ 

Nazarka and Ergushbv spread out their cloaks and 
settled down behind the log, while Lukaslika went on 
with Uncle Eroslika. 

‘It’s not far from here, Daddy,’ said I.ukashka, 



THE COSSACKS 303 

stepping softly in front of the old man; ‘I’ll show you 
where they’ve been—I’m the only one that knows, 
Daddy.’ • 

‘Show me! You’re a fine fellow, a regular Snatcher!’ 
replied the old man, also wlmpenng. 

Having gone a It w steps I.ukashka stopped, stooped 
down over a puddle, and whistled. ‘1 hat’s where 
they come to dunk, d’you see ” He spoke m a state civ 
audible voice, pointing to flesh bool-punts. 

'Christ bless you,’ answered the old man. ‘The 
boar will be in the hollow beyond the dm It,’ he added. 
‘I’ll watch, and you can go.' 

Lukashka pulled Ins t loak up higher and walked 
back alone, tlnowing swill glances now to the left 
at the wall of reeds, now to the Terek rushing by 
below the bank. ‘I daresay he's watt lung or t reepmg 
along somewhere,’ thought he of a possible Chet hi 11 
lullsman Suddenly a loud mslling anti a splash in 
the water made him start anti seize his musket. Tioni 
under the bank a boat leapt u]>—his dark outline 
showing for a moment against the glassy sulfate of 
the water and then disappearing among the teeds. 
Lukashka pulled out Ins gun and aimed, but More 
he could fire the boar bad disappeared m the thuket. 
I.ukashka spat with vexation and went on. On 
approaching the ambuscade he halted again and 
whistled softly. His whistle was answered and he 
stepped up to his comrades. 

Nazarka, all curled up, was already asleep. 
Ergushov sat with his legs crossed and moved slightly 
to make room for LukAshka. 

‘How jolly it is to sit here! It’s really a good place,’ 
said he. ‘Did you take him there?’ 

‘Showed him where,’ answered I.uk&shka, spreading 
out his cloak. ‘But what a big boar I roused just 
now close to the water! I expect it was the very one! 
You must have heard the crash?’ 

‘I did hear a beast crashing through. I knew at 
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once it was a beast. I thought to myself: “Lukdshka 
has roused a beast," ’ Ergushov said, wrapping himself 
up in his cloak. ‘Now I’ll go to sleep,’ he added. 
‘Wake me when the cocks crow. We must have 
discipline. I’ll lie down and have a nap, and then 
you will have a nap and I’ll watch—that’s the way.’ 

‘Luckily I don’t want to sleep,’ answered Lukishka. 

The night was dark, warm, and still. Only on one 
side of the sky the Stan were shining, the other and 
greater part was overcast by one huge cloud stretching 
from the mountain-tops. The black cloud, blending 
in the absence of any wind with the mountains, moved 
slowly onwards, its curved edges sharply defined 
against the deep starry sky. Only in front of him 
could the Cossack discern the Tdrek and the distance 
beyond. Behind and on both sides he was surrounded 
by a wall of reeds. Occasionally the reeds would sway 
and rustle against one another apparently without 
cause. Seen from down below, against the clear part 
of the sky, their waving tufts looked like the feathery 
branches of trees. Close in front at his very feet was 
the bank, and at its base the rushing torrent. A little 
farther on was the moving mass of glassy brown water 
which eddied rhythmically along the bank and round 
the shallows. Farther still, water, banks, and cloud 
all merged together in impenetrable gloom. Along 
the surface of the water Boated black shadows, in 
which the experienced eyes of the Cossack detected 
trees carried down by the current. Only very rarely 
sheet-lightning, mirrored in the water as in a black 
glass, disclosed the sloping bank opposite. The 
rhythmic sounds of night—the rustling of the reeds, 
the snoring of the Cossacks, the hum of mosquitoes, 
and the rushing water, were every now and then 
broken by a shot fired in the distance, or by the 
gurgling of water when a piece of bank slipped down, 
the splash of a big fish, or the crashing of an animal 
breaking through the thick undergrowth in the wood. 
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Once an owl flew past along the Terek, flapping one 
wing against the other rhythmically at every second 
beat. Just above the Cossack’s head it tufned towards 
the wood and then, striking its wings no longer after 
every other flap but at every flap, it flew to an old 
plane tree where it rustled about lor a long time before 
settling down among the branches. At every one of 
these unexpected sounds the watching Cossack listened 
intently, straining his hearing, and screwing up his 
eyes while he deliberately felt for his musket. 

The greater part of the night was past. The black 
cloud that had moved westward revealed the clear 
starry sky from under its torn edge, and the golden 
upturned crescent of the moon shone above the 
mountains with a reddish light. The cold tiegan to 
be penetrating. Nazdrka awoke, spoke a little, and 
fell asleep again, l.uk.ishka feeling bored got up, drew 
the knife from his dagger-handle and Iregan to fashion 
his stick into a ramrod. His head was full of the 
Chdchens who lived over there in the mountains, and 
of how their brave lads came across and were not 
afraid of the Cossacks, and might even now be 1 rossmg 
the river at some other spot. He thrust himself out 
of his hiding-place and looked along the river but 
could see nothing. And as he continued looking out 
at intervals upon the river and at the opposite hank, 
now dimly distinguishable from the water in the faint 
moonlight, he no longer thought about the Chdchcns 
but only of when it would be time to wake his com¬ 
rades, and of going home to the village. In the village 
he imagined Dunayka, his ‘little soul’, as the Cossacks 
call a man’s mistress, and thought of her with vexa¬ 
tion. Silvery mists, a sign of coming morning, glittered 
white above the water, and not far from him young 
eagles were whistling and flapping their wings. At 
last the crowing of a cock reached him from the 
distant village, followed by the long-sustained note of 
another, which was again answered by yet other voices. 
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‘Time to wake them,’ thought Lukashka, who had 
tinislied his ramrod and felt his eyes growing heavy. 
Turning to lus comrades he managed to make out 
which pair of legs belonged to whom, when it 
suddenly seemed to linn that he heard something 
splash on the olhei side ol the 1 erek. He turned again 
towards the horizon beyond the lulls, where day was 
breaking under the upturned crescent, glanced at the 
outline of the opposite bank, at the Teiek, and at the 
now distinctly visible driftwood upon it. For one 
instant it seemed to him that he was moving and that 
the Terek with the dulling wood remained stationary. 
Again he peered out. One large black log with a 
branch particularly attracted Ins attention The tree 
was tloatmg in a strange way right down the middle 
of the stream, neither rocking nor whirling. It even 
appeared not to be floating altogether with the 
current, but to be crossing it in the direction of the 
shallows. Lukashka stretching out Ins neck watched 
it intently. The tree floated to the shallows, stopped, 
and shifted in a peculiar manner. Lukashka thought 
he saw an arm stretched out horn beneath the tree. 
‘Supposing 1 killed an abrek all by myself!’ he thought, 
and seized lus gun with a swift, unhurried movement, 
putting up lus gun-rest, placing the gun upon it, and 
holding it noiselessly in position. Cocking the trigger, 
with bated breath he took aim, still peeling out 
intently. ‘I won’t wake them,’ he thought. But his 
heart began beating so fast that he remained motion¬ 
less, listening. Suddenly the trunk gave a plunge and 
again began to float across the stream towards our 
bank. ‘Only not to miss ...’ thought lie, and now by 
the faint light of the moon he caught a glimpse of a 
Tartar’s head in front of the floating wood. He aimed 
straight at the head which appeared to be quite near- 
just at the end of his rifle’s barrel. He glanced across. 
‘Right enough it is an abrekl’ he thought joyfully, 
anu suddenly rising to his knees he again took aim. 
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Having found the sight, barely visible at the end of 
the long gnn, he said ‘In the name of the Father and 
of the Son’, in the Cossaek way learnt in fits childhood, 
and pulled the digger. A flash of lightning lit up for 
an instant the reeds and the water, and the sliiup, 
abrupt report of the shot was i at tied arioss the mer, 
changing into a prolonged roll somewhere in the far 
distance. The piece of driftwood now floated not 
across, blit with the < urrent, rorking and whirling. 

‘Stop, I sav!’ c\( burned Figushbv, seizing his 
nuiskct and raising Inimoll behind the log near which 
he was lying. 

‘Shut up, you devil 1 ’ wlusjx’ied LukAdika, grinding 
Ins teeth. 'Abreks 1 ' 

‘Whom have you shot?’ asked Na/arka. ‘Who was 
it, Lukashka-” 

Lukashka did not aiiswri lie was reloading his 
gun and watching the Homing wood A little way 
off it stopped on a sand-bank, and from behind it 
something large that rorked in the water ( .line into 
view. 

'What did you shoot? Whv don’t you speak?’ in¬ 
sisted the Gossarks. 

'Abreks, I tell you 1 ’ said Lukashka. 

‘Don’t humbug! Did the gun go off? . . .' 

‘I’ve killed an abrek , that’s what I fired at,’ muttered 
LukAshka in a voice choked by emotion, as he pimped 
to Ins feet. ‘A man was swimming . . he said, point¬ 
ing to the sand-bank. ‘I killed him. Just look there.’ 

‘Have done with your humbugging!’ said Ergusbdv 
again, rubbing his eyes. 

‘Have done with what ? Look there,’ said LukAshka, 
seizing him by the shoulders and pulling him with 
such force that Ergushov groaned. 

He looked in the direction in which LukAshka 
pointed, and discerning a body immediately changed 
his tone. 

'O Lord! But I say, more will come! I tell you the 
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truth,' said he softly, and began examining his musket. 
'That was a scout swimming across: either the others 
are here already or are not far off on the other side— 
I tell you for sure!’ 

LukAshka was unfastening his belt and taking off 
his Circassian coat. 

‘What are you up to, you idiot?’ exclaimed 
Ergushbv. ‘Only show yourself and you’re lost all for 
nothing, I tell you true! If you’ve killed him he won’t 
escape. Let me have a little powder for my musket- 
pan—you have some? NazArka, you go back to the 
cordon and look alive; but don’t go along the bank 
or you’ll be killed,—I tell you true.’ 

‘Catch me going alone! Go yourself!’ said NazArka 
angrily. 

Having taken off his coat, LukAshka went down 
to the bank. 

‘Don’t go in, I tell you!’ said Ergushbv, putting 
some powder on the pan. ‘Look, he’s not moving. 
I can see. It’s nearly morning; wait till they come 
from the cordon. You go, NazArka. You're afraid! 
Don’t be afraid, I tell you.’ 

‘Luke, I say, LukAshka! Tell us how you did it!’ 
said NazArka. 

LukAshka changed his mind about going into the 
water just then. ‘Go quick to the cordon and I will 
watch. Tell the Cossacks to send out the patrol. If the 
abreks are on this side they must be caught,’ said he. 

‘That’s what I say. They’ll get off,’ said Ergushov, 
rising. ‘True they must be caught!’ 

Ergushbv and NazArka rose and, crossing them¬ 
selves, started off for the cordon—not along the river 
bank but breaking their way through the brambles 
to reach a path in the wood. 

‘Now mind, LukAshka—they may cut you down 
here, so you’d best keep a sharp look-out, I tell you!’ 

'Go along; I know,’ muttered LukAshka; and having 
examined his gun again he sat down behind the log. 
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He remained alone and sat gazing at the shallows 
and listening for the Cossacks; but it was some 
distance to the cordon and he was tormented by 
impatience. He kept thinking that the other abreks 
who were with the one he had killed would escape. 
He was vexed with the abreks who were going to 
escape just as he had been with the boar that had 
escaped the evening before. He glanced round and 
at the opposite bank, expecting every moment to see 
a man, and having arranged his gun-rest he was 
ready to fire. The idea that he might himself be 
killed never entered his head. 


CHAPTER IX 

It was growing light. The Chechen's body which 
was gently rocking in the shallow water was now 
clearly visible. Suddenly the reeds rustled not far 
from Luke and he heard steps and saw the feathery 
tops of the reeds moving. He set his gun at full cock 
and muttered: ‘In the name of the Father and of the 
Son,’ but when the cock dirked the sound of steps 
ceased. 

‘Hullo, Cossacks! Don’t kill your Daddy!’ said 
a deep bass voice calmly; and moving the reeds 
apart Daddy Eroshka came up close to Luke. 

‘I very nearly killed you, by God I did!’ said 
Lukishka. 

'What have you shot?’ asked the old man. 

His sonorous voice resounded through the wood 
and downward along the river, suddenly dispelling 
the mysterious quiet of night around the Cossack. 
It was as if everything had suddenly become lighter 
and more distinct. 

‘There now, Uncle, you have not seen anything, 
but I’ve killed a beast,’ said Lukishka, uncocking 
his gun and getting up with unnatural calmness. 

The old man was staring intently at the white 
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back, now clearly visible, against which the T£rek 
rippled. 

‘He was swimming with a log on his back. I spied 
him out! . . . Look there. There! He’s got blue 
trousers, and a gun I think. ... Do you see?’ inquired 
Luke. 

‘How can one help seeing?’ said the old man angrily, 
and a serious and stern expression appeared on his 
face. ‘You've killed a brave,’ he said, apparently 
with regret. 

‘Well, I sat here and suddenly saw something dark 
on the other side. I spied him when he was still over 
there. It was as if a man had come there and fallen 
in. Strange! And a piece of driftwood, a good-sized 
piece, comes floating, not with the stream but across 
it; and what do I see but a head appearing from undei 
it! Strange! I stretched out of the reeds but could 
see nothing; then I rose and lie must have heard, the 
beast, and crept out into the shallow and looked about. 
“No, you don’t!” I said, as soon as he landed and 
looked round, “you won’t get away!” Oh, there was 
something choking me! I got my gun ready but did 
not stir, and looked out. He waited a little and then 
swam out again; and when he came into the moon¬ 
light I could see his whole back. “In the name of the 
Father and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost” .. . and 
through the smoke I see him struggling. He moaned, 
or so it seemed to me. “Ah,” I thought, “the Loid 
be thanked, I’ve killed him!” And when he diifted 
on to the sand-bank I could see lum distinctly: he 
tried to get up but couldn’t. He struggled a bit and 
then lay down. Everything could be seen. Look, he 
does not move—lie must be dead! The Cossacks have 
gone back to the cordon in case there should be any 
more of them.’ 

‘And so you got him!’ said the old man. ‘He is far 
away now, my lad! ..And again he shook his head 
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Just then the sound reached them of bieaking 
bushes and the loud voices of Cossacks appioatlung 
along the bank on hots< back and on I'otu. ‘Ate you 
bringing the skid 5 ‘ shouted l.ukashka. 

'You’re a trump, l.uke 1 Lug it to the hank!’ 
shouted one of the Cossacks. 

Without waiting for the skill' l.ukashka began to 
undress, keeping an e\e all (he white on his prey. 

‘Wait a hit, X.uaika is bringing the skill.’ shouted 
the corporal. 

'You fool! Maybe he is alive and only pretending! 
Lake your dagger with sou r shouted another Cossack. 

‘Get along,’ ern d Luke, pulling oil Ins trousers. 
He quickly undressed and, trussing himsell, jumped, 
plunging with a splash into the liver. I hen with 
long strokes of his white aims, lilting his batk high 
out ot the water and breathing deeply, he swam atross 
the current of the Ten k towards the shallows. A 
crowd ol Cossacks stood on the bank talking loudly. 
Three horsemen rode oil to patrol. 1 lie skid appeared 
round a bend. l.ukashka stood up on the sand-bank, 
leaned over the body, and gave it a couple ol shakes. 
’Quite dead!’ he shouted in a shrill voice. 

The Chechen had Item shot in the head, lie had 
on a pair of blue trousers, a shirt, and a Circassian 
coat, and a gun and dagger were tied to lus back. 
Above ail these a large branch was tied, and it was 
this winch at first had misled l.ukashka. 

‘What a carp you’ve landed!’ cried one of the 
Cossacks who had assembled in a circle, as the body, 
lifted out of the skiff, was laid on the bank, picssing 
down the grass. 

’How yellow he is I’ said another. 

'Where have our fellows gone to search 5 1 expect 
the rest of them are on the other bank. If this one had 
not been a scout he would not have swum that way. 
Why else should he swim alone?’ said a third. 

‘Must have been a smart one to offer himself before 
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the others; a regular brave!’ said LukAshka mock¬ 
ingly, shivering as he wrung out his clothes that had 
got wet on the bank. 

‘His beard is dyed and cropped.’ 

‘And he has tied a bag with a coat in it to his 
back.’ 

‘That would make it easier for him to swim,’ said 
some one. 

‘I say, LukAshka,’ said the corporal, who was hold¬ 
ing the dagger and gun taken from the dead man. 
'Keep the dagger for yourself and the coat too; but 
I’ll give you three rubies for the gun. You see it has 
a hole in it,’ said he, blowing into the muzzle. ‘I want 
it just for a souvenir.’ 

LukAshka did not answer. Evidently this sort of 
begging vexed him but he knew it could not be 
avoided. 

‘See, what a devil!’ said he, frowning and throwing 
down the Chechen's coat. ‘If at least it were a good 
coat, but it’s a mere rag.’ 

‘It’ll do to fetch firewood in,’ said one of the 
Cossacks. 

‘Mdsev, I’ll go home,’ said LukAshka, evidently 
forgetting his vexation and wishing to get some ad¬ 
vantage out of having to give a present to his superior. 

‘All right, you may go!’ 

‘Take die body beyond the cordon, lads,’ said the 
corporal, still examining the gun, ‘and put a shelter 
over him from the sun. Perhaps they’ll send from 
the mountains to ransom it.’ 

‘It isn’t hot yet,’ said someone. 

‘And supposing a jackal tears him? Would that 
be well?’ remarked another Cossack. 

‘We’ll set a watch; if they should come to ransom 
him it won’t do for him to have been torn.’ 

‘Well, LukAshka, whatever you do you must stand 
a pail of vodka for the lads,’ said the corporal gaily. 

‘Of course 1 That’s the custom,’ chimed in the 
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Cossacks. 'See what luck God has sent you! Without 
ever having seen anything of the kind before, you've 
killed a brave!’ . 

‘Buy the dagger and coat and don’t be stingy, and 
I’ll let you have the trousers too,’ said Lukishka. 
They’re too tight for me; he was a thin devil.’ 

One Cossack bought the coat for a ruble and 
another gave the price of two pails of vodka for the 
dagger. 

‘Drink, lads! I’ll stand you a pail!’ said Luke. 
‘I’ll bring it myself from the village.' 

‘And cut up the trousers into keichicfs for the girls!' 
said Nazarka. 

The Cissacks burst out laughing. 

‘Have done laughing!’ said the corporal. ‘And 
take the body away. Why have you put the nasty 
thing by the hut?’ 

‘What arc you standing there for? Haul him along, 
lads!’ shouted Lukishka in a commanding voice to 
the Cossacks, who reluctantly took hold ol the body, 
obeying him as though he were their chief. After 
dragging the body along for a few steps the Cossacks 
let fall the legs, which dropped with a lifeless jerk, 
and stepping apart they then stood silent lor a few 
moments. Nazirka came up and straightened the 
head, which was turned to one side so that the round 
wound above the temple and the whole of the dead 
man’s face were visible. ‘See what a mark he has 
made right in the brain,’ he said. ‘He won’t get lost. 
His owners will always know him!’ No one answered, 
and again the Angel of Silence flew over the Cossacks. 

The sun had risen high and its diverging beams 
were lighting up the dewy grass. Near by, the Terek 
murmured in the awakened wood and, greeting the 
morning, the pheasants called to one another. The 
Cossacks stood still and silent around the dead man, 
gazing at him. The brown body, with nothing on but 
the wet blue trousers held by a girdle over the sunken 
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stomach, was well shaped and handsome. The 
muscular arms lay stretched straight out by his sides; 
the blue, freshly shaven, round head with the clotted 
wound on one side of it was thrown back. The smooth 
tanned forehead contrasted sharply with the shaven 
part ol the head. The open glassy eyes with lowered 
pupils stared upwards, seeming to gaze past every¬ 
thing. Under the red trimmed moustache the fine 
lips, drawn at the corners, seemed stidencd into a 
smile of good-natured subtle raillery. The lingers of 
the small hands covered with red hairs were bent 
inward, and the nails were dyed red. 

Luk.ishka had not yet dressed. He was wet. Ho 
neck was redder and his eyes brighter than usual, 
his broad jaws twitched, and from his healthy body a 
hardly perceptible steam rose in the fresh morning an 

'He too was a mail!’ lie muttered, evidently ad¬ 
miring tile corpse. 

‘Yes, if you had fallen into his hands you would 
have had shot t shrift,’ said one of the Cossacks. 

T he Angel of Silence had taken wing. T he Cossacks 
began hustling about and talking. Two of them went 
to cut brushwood for a shelter, others spoiled towards 
the cordon. Luke and Nazdrka ran to get ready to 
go to the village. 

Half an houi later they were botli on their way 
homewards, talking incessantly and almost tunning 
through the dense woods which separated the Terek 
from the village. 

‘Mind, don't tell lie! I sent you, but just go and 
find out if her husband is at home,’ Luke was saying 
in Ins shrill voire. 

‘And I’ll go round to Yhmka too,’ said the devoted 
Nazarka. ‘We’ll have a spree, shall we?’ 

‘When should we have one if not to-day?’ replied 
Luke. 

When they reached the village the two Cossacks 
drank, and lay down to sleep till evening. 
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CHAPTER X 

On the third day after the events abovf described, 
two companies of a Caucasian intantrv regiment 
arrived at the Cossack village ol Xovomlfnsk. The 
horses had been unharnessed and the companx s’ 
wagons were standing in the squaie. The cooks had 
dug a pit, and with logs gallxied fiom various vaids 
(where they had not been sufliciently s<< urelv stoied) 
were now cooking the food; th<- pav-seigeants wire 
settling accounts with the soldiers '1 lx* Seivu e Corps 
men were driving piles in the giound to which to tic 
the horses, and the quartern! isters were going about 
the streets just as it they were at home, showing 
of Ike is and men to their quarters, line were green 
ammunition boxes in a line, the company's carts, 
horses, and cauldrons in which buckwheat porridge 
was being cooked. Here were the captain and the 
lieutenant and the sergeant-major, Onfsim Mikhaylo¬ 
vich, and all this was in the Cossack village where it 
was reported that tlx* companies were ord< led to take 
up their quarters’ then foie they were at home here. 
Hut why they were stationed there, who the Cossacks 
were, and whether they wanted the troops to be then . 
and whether they were Old I^lx’vcrs 1 or not was 
all quite immaterial Having received then pay and 
been dismissal, tired out and covered with dust, the 
soldieis noisily and in disorder, like a swarm of bees 
about to settle, spread over the squares and sheets, 
quite regardless of the Cossacks’ ill will, chatt< ring 
merrily and with their muskets cltnking, by twos and 

1 As alreadv mentioned, the Old believers, among other 
peculiarities, had a strong religious disapproval of the use 
of tobacco (‘Not that which goeth into the mouth delileth 
a man, but that which cometh out of the mouth, this 
defileth a man/ Matt. xv. 11). This made the presence of 
Russian soldiers, who smoke, particularly objectionable to 
Old Believers. 
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‘It’s not as it is in the serfs’ quarters at home, eh?’ 
chaffed Olenin without dismounting. 

‘Please sn;, may I have your horse.-” said Vanyusha, 
evidently perplexed by this new older of things but 
resigning himself to his fate. 

‘So a Tartar is moie noble, eh, Vanyusha?’ re¬ 
peated Olenin, dismounting and slapping the saddle. 

‘Yes, you’re laughing! You think it funny,’ mut¬ 
tered Vanyusha angrily. 

‘Come, don’t be angry, Vanyusha,’ replied Olenin, 
still smiling. ‘Wait a minute, I’ll go and speak to the 
people of the house; you’ll see 1 shall arrange every¬ 
thing, You don’t know what a jolly life wc shall have 
lioie. Only don’t get upset.’ 

Vanyusha did not answu. Screwing up his eyes 
lie looked contemptuously aftei Ins mastei, and shook 
Ins head. Vanyusha regarded Olenin as only his 
master, and Olenin regarded Vanuisha as only his 
seivant; and they would botli have been much sur¬ 
prised if anyone had told them that they were friends, 
as they itally were without knowing it themselves. 
Vanyusha had been laken into Ins proprietor’s house 
when he was only eleven and when Olenin was the 
same age. When Olenin was fifteen lie gave Vanyusha 
lessons for a time and taught him to read Ficnch, of 
which the latter was inordinately proud; and when 
in specially good spirits he still let off French words, 
always laughing stupidly when he did so. 

Olenin ran up the steps of the porch and pushed 
open the door of the hut. Maryhnka, wearing nothing 
but a pink smock, as all Cossack women do in the 
house, jumped away from the door, frightened, and 
pressing herself against the wall covered the lower 
part of her lace with the broad sleeve of her Tartar 
smock. Having opened the door wider, Olenin in the 
semi-darkness of the passage saw the whole tall, 
shapely figure of the young Cossack girl. With the 
quick and eager curiosity of youth he involuntarily 
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noticed the firm maidenly form ri valed by the fine 
print smock, and the beautiful hl.uk eyes fixed on 
him with childlike tertor and wild uniojitv. 'This 
is she,’ thought Olenin. ‘But their will be many 
others like her’ came at onre into Ins head, and he 
opened the inner door. Old (bunny Ulitka, also 
dressed only in a smock, was stooping with her back 
turned to him, sweeping the Hour. 

‘Good-day to you, Mother 1 I\e tome about my 
lodgings,’ he began. 

The Cossack woman, without unbending, turned 
her severe but still handsome lure towards him 

‘What have you come lure lot? Want to mock at 
us, eh? I'll true h you to mock, mav the hi.irk plague 
srue you!’ she shouted, looking askance hum under 
her frowning blow at the nrw-t inner. 

Olenin had at fust imagined that the way-worn, 
gallant Caucasian Atmy lot whn h he was a menihei) 
would be rvrivuhcrr rrc< ivc d jo\fully, and espec inlly 
by the Cossacks, out comrades in the war, and lie 
therefore fell priplexed by this reception. Without 
losing presence ol nund however he irieci to explain 
that he meant to pay for his lodgings, but the old 
woman would not give lum a liranng. 

‘What have vou rome for? Who wants a [vest like 
you, with your soaped face? You just wait a bit; 
when the master returns he’ll show you your place. 

I don’t want your dirty money! A likely thing—just 
as if we had never seen any! You’ll stink the house 
out with your beastly tobacco and want to put it right 
with money! Think we've never seen a jx-st! May 
you be shot in your bowels and >our heart!’ shrieked 
the old woman in a piercing voice, interrupting 
Olenin. 

‘It seems Vanyusha was right!’ thought Olcfnin. 

‘ "A Tartar would be nobler”,’ and lollowed by 
Granny Ulitka’s abuse he went out of the hut. As he 
was leaving, MaryAnka, stiil wearing only her pink 
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smock, but with her forehead covered down to her 
eyes by a white kerchief, suddenly slipped out from 
the passage past him. Pattering rapidly down the 
steps with her bare feet she ran from the porch, 
stopped, and looking round hastily with laughing eyes 
at the young man, vanished round the comer of 
the hut. 

Her firm youthful step, the untamed look of the 
eyes glistening from under the white kerchief, and 
the firm stately build of the young beauty, struck 
OWnin even more powerfully than before. ‘Yes, it 
must be she,' he thought, and troubling his head still 
less about the lodgings, he kept looking round at 
Marydnka as he approached Vanyusha. 

‘There you see, the girl too is quite savage, just 
like a wild filly!’ said Vanyusha, who though still 
busy with the luggage wagon had now cheered up 
a bit. 'Lafame\' he added in a loud triumphant voice 
and burst out laughing. 

CHAPTER XI 

Towards evening the master of the house returned 
from his fishing, and having learnt that the cadet 
would pay for the lodging, pacified the old woman 
and satisfied Vanyusha’s demands. 

Everything was arranged in the new quarters. 
Their hosts moved into the winter hut and let their 
summer hut to the cadet for three rubles a month. 
Olenin had something to eat and went to sleep. 
Towards evening he woke up, washed and made 
himself tidy, dined, and having lit a cigarette sat 
down by the window that looked onto the street. It 
was cooler. The slanting shadow of the hut with its 
ornamental gables fell across the dusty road and even 
bent upwards at the base of the wall of the house 
opposite. The steep reed-thatched roof of that house 
shone in the rays of the setting sun. The air grew 
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fresher. Everything was peaceful in the village. The 
soldiers had settled down and become quiet. The 
herds had not yet been driven home anfi the people 
had not returned from their work. 

Olenin’s lodging was situated almost at the end of 
the village. At rare intervals, from somewhere far 
beyond the Terek in those parts whence Olenin had 
just come (the Chechen or the Kumytsk plain), came 
muffled sounds of filing. Olenin was feeling very well 
contented alter three months of bivouac life. His 
newly washed face was fresh and lus powerful body 
dean (an unaccustomed sensation alter the campaign) 
and in all his rested limbs he was conscious of a feeling 
of tranquillity and strength. His mind, too, felt fresh 
and clear. He thought of the campaign and of past 
dangers. He remembered that he had faced them no 
worse than other men, and that he was accepted as 
a comrade among valiant Caucasians. His Mostow 
recollections were left behind Heaven knows how far! 
The old life was wiped out and a quite new life had 
begun in which there were as yet no mistakes. Here 
as a new man among new men he could gain a new 
and good reputation He was conscious of a youthful 
and unreasoning joy of life. Looking now out of the 
window at the boys spinning their tops in the shadow 
of the house, now round his neat new lodging, he 
thought how pleasantly he would settle down to this 
new Cossack village life. Now and then he glanced at 
the mountains and the blue sky, and an appreciation 
of the solemn grandeur of nalurc mingled with his 
reminiscences and dreams. His new life had begun, 
not as he imagined it would when he left Moscow, 
but unexpectedly well. The mountains, the moun¬ 
tains, the mountains!’ they permeated all his thoughts 
and feelings. 

‘He’s kissed his dog and licked the jug' . .. Daddy 
Eroshka has kissed his dog!’ suddenly the little 
Cossacks who had been spinning their tops under the 
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window shouted, looking towards the side street. ‘He’s 
drunk his bitch, and his dagger!’ shouted the boys, 
crowding together and stepping backwards. 

These shouts were addressed to Daddy Erdshka, 
who with his gun on his shoulder and some pheasants 
hanging at his girdle was returning from his shooting 
expedition. 

‘I have done wrong, lads, I have!’ he said, vigor¬ 
ously swinging his arms and looking up at the 
windows on both sides of the street. ‘I have drunk 
the bitch; it was wrong,’ he repeated, evidently vexed 
but pretending not to care. 

Olenin was surprised by the boys’ behaviour to¬ 
wards the old hunter, but was still more struck by the 
expressive, intelligent face and the powerful build of 
the man whom they called Daddy Eroshka. 

‘Here Daddy,here Cossack !’he called. ‘Come here!’ 

The old man looked into the window and stopped. 

‘Good evening, good man,’ he said, lifting his little 
cap off his cropped head. 

‘Good evening, good man,’ replied Olenin. ‘What 
is it the youngsters are shouting at you?' 

Daddy Eroshka came up to the window. ‘Why 
they’re teasing the old man. No matter, I like it. 
Let them joke about their old daddy,’ he said with 
those firm musical intonations with which old and 
venerable people speak. ‘Are you an army com¬ 
mander?’ he added. 

‘No, I am a cadet. But where did you kill those 
pheasants?’ asked Olenin. 

‘I dispatched these three hens in the forest,’ 
answered the old man, turning his broad back to¬ 
wards the window to show the hen pheasants which 
were hanging with their heads tucked into his belt 
and staining his coat with blood. ‘Haven't you seen 
any?’ he asked. ‘Take a brace if you like! Here you 
are,' and he handed two of the pheasants in at the 
window. ‘Are you a sportsman yourself?' he asked. 



THE COSSACKS 333 

‘I am. During the campaign I killed four myself.’ 

‘Four? What a lot!' said the old man sarcastically. 
‘And arc you a drinker? Do you drink chikhir?’ 

‘Why not? I like a drink.’ 

‘Ah, I see you are a trump! We shall lie krnaks,' you 
and I,’ said Daddy Eroshka. 

‘Step in,’ said Olenin. ‘We’ll have a drop of 
chikhir.’ 

‘I might as well,’ said the old man, ‘hut take the 
pheasants.’ 'I'hc old man’s face showed that he liked 
the cadet. He had seen at once that he could get Irce 
drinks from him. and that therefore it would lie all 
right to give him a hi ace of pheasants. 

Soon Daddy Eroshka’s figure appeared in the door¬ 
way of the hut, and it was only then that Olenin 
became fully conscious of the enormous size and 
sturdy build of this man, whose red-brown face with 
its perfectly white broad beard was all furrowed by 
deep lines produced by age and toil. For an old man, 
the muscles of his legs, arms, and shoulders were quite 
exceptionally large and prominent. There were deep 
scars on his head under the short-cropped hair. His 
thick sinewy neck was covered with deep intersecting 
folds like a bull’s. His horny hands were bruised and 
scratched. He stepped lightly and easily over the 
threshold, unslung his gun and placed it in a corner, 
and casting a rapid glance round the room noted the 
value of the goods and chattels deposited in the hut, 
and with out-turned toes stepped softly, in his sandals 
of raw hide, into the middle of the room. He brought 
with him a penetrating but not unpleasant smell 
of chikhir wine, vodka, gunpowder, and congealed 
blood. 

Daddy Erdshka bowed down before the icons, 
smoothed his beard, and approaching Oldnin held 
out his thick brown hand. * Koshkildy ,’ said he; ‘That 

1 Kunak, a sworn friend for whose sake no sacrifice is 
too great. 
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is Tartar for “Good-day”—“Peace be unto you,” it 
means in their tongue.’ 

‘Koshkildy, ’I know,’ answered Olenin, shaking 
hands. 

‘Eh, but you don’t, you won’t know the right order! 
Fool!’ said Daddy Erdshka, shaking lus head re¬ 
proachfully. ‘If anyone says “Koshkildy" to you, you 
must say “Allah rasi bo sun,” that is, “God save you.” 
That’s the way, my dear fellow, and not “Koshkildy." 
But I’ll teach you all about it. We had a fellow here, 
Elias Mosevich, one of your Russians, he and I were 
kunaks. He was a trump, a drunkard, a thief, a sports¬ 
man—and what a sportsman! I taught him every¬ 
thing.’ 

‘And what will you teach me?’ asked Olenin, who 
was becoming more and moie interested in the old 
man. 

‘I’ll take you hunting and teach sou to fish. I’ll 
show you Chechens and find a girl for you, if you like 
—even that! That's the sort I am! I’m a ssag!’— 
and the old man laughed. ‘I'll sit down. I’m tired. 
Kama?' he added inquiringly. 

‘And what docs “ Karga ” mean?' asked Oldnin. 

‘Why, that means “All right” in Gcoigian. But 
I say it just so. It is a way 1 have, it’s my favourite 
word. Karga, Karga. I say it just so, in fun I mean. 
Well, lad, won’t >ou order the clukhir ? You’ve got an 
orderly, haven’t you? Hey, Ivan! shouted the old 
man. ‘All your soldiers are Ivins. Is yours Ivan?’ 

'True enough, his name is Ivin —Vanyusha.' Here 
Vanyusha! Please get some chikhir from our landlady 
and bring it here.’ 

‘Ivin or Vanyusha, that’s all one. Why are all 
your soldiers Ivins? Ivin, old fellow,’ said the old 
man, ‘You tell them to give you some from the barrel 
they have begun. They have die best chikhir in the 
village. But don’t give more than thirty kopeks for 
1 Van> usha is a diminutive form of ‘Ivin’. 
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the quart, mind, because that witch would be only 
too glad. . . . Our people are anathema people; 
stupid people,’ Daddy Eroshka continued m a con¬ 
fidential tone alter Vanyusha had gone out. ‘They 
do not look upon you as on men, you are worse than 
a Tartar in their eyes. “Worldly Russians" they say. 
But as for me, though you are a soldier you arc still 
a man, and have a soul in you. Isn’t that tight? 
Elias Moscvicli was a soldier, vet what a treasure of 
a man he was! Isn't that so, tnv dear follow* That’s 
why our people don’t like me; but I don’t care! I’m 
a merry fellow, and I like everybody. I’m Eroshka; 
yes, my dear fellow ’ 

And the old Cossack patted the young man allcc- 
tionatcly on the shoulder. 

CHAPTER XII 

VanyCsha, who meanwhile had finished his house¬ 
keeping arrangements and had even been shaved by 
the company’s barber and had pulled Ins trousers out 
of his high Ixxits as a sign that the company was 
stationed in comfortable quarters, was in excellent 
spirits. He looked attentively but not benevolently 
at Eroshka, as at a wild beast he had never seen before, 
shook his head at the floor which the old man had 
dirtied and, having taken two bottles from under a 
bench, went to the landlady. 

‘Good evening, kmd people,’ he said, having made 
up his mind to Ire very gentle. ‘My master lias sent 
me to get some chikhir, will you draw some for me, 
good folk?’ 

The old woman gave no answer. The girl, who 
was arranging the kerchief on her head before a little 
Tartar mirror, looked round at Vanyusha in silence. 

‘I’ll pay money for it, honoured people,’ said 
Vanyusha, jingling the coppers in his pocket. ‘Be 
kind to us and we too will be kind to you,’ he added. 
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‘How much?’ asked the old woman abruptly. 
‘A quart.’ 

‘Go, my own, draw some for them,’ said Granny 
Ulitka to her daughter. ‘Take it from the cask that’s 
begun, my precious.’ 

The girl took the keys and a decanter and went out 
of the hut with Vanyusha. 

Tell me, who is that young woman?’ asked Olenin, 
pointing to Marydnka, who was passing the window. 
The old man winked and nudged the young man with 
his elbow. 

‘Wait a bit,’ said he and reached out of the window. 
‘Khm,’ he coughed, and bellowed ‘Maryinka dear. 
Hallo, Maryhnka, my girlie, won’t you love me, 
darling? I’m a wag,’ he added in a whisper to 
Olenin. The girl, not turning her head and swinging 
her arms regularly and vigorously, passed the window 
with the peculiarly smart and bold gait of a Cossack 
woman and only turned her dark shaded eyes slowly 
towards the old man. 

‘Love me and you’ll be happy,’ shouted Erbshka, 
winking, and he looked questiomngly at the cadet. 

‘I’m a fine fellow, I’m a wag!’ he added. ‘She’s 
a regular queen, that girl. Eh?’ 

‘She is lovely,’ said OMnin. ‘Call her here!’ 

‘No, no,’ said the old man. ‘Tor that one a match 
is being arranged with Lukashka, Luke, a fine 
Cossack, a brave, who killed an abrtk the other day. 
I’ll find you a better one. I’ll find you one that will 
be all dressed up in silk and silver. Once I’ve said it 
I’ll do it. I’ll get you a regular beauty!’ 

‘You, an old man—and say such things,’ replied 
Olenin. ‘Why, it’s ? sin!’ 

‘A sin? Where’s the sin?’ said the old man emphati¬ 
cally. ‘A sin to look at a nice girl? A sin to have 
some fun with her? Or is it a sin to love her? Is that 
so in your parts? ... No, my dear fellow, it's not a sin, 
it’s salvation! God made you and God made the girl 
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too. He made it all; so it is no sin to look at a nice 
girl. That’s what she was made for; to be loved and 
to give joy. That’s how I judge it, my'good fellow.’ 

Having crossed the yard and entered a cool dark 
store-room filled with barrels, Marydnka went up to 
one of them and repeating the usual prayer plunged 
a dipper into it. Vanyusha standing in the doorway 
smiled as he looked at her. He thought it very funny 
that she had only a smock on, close-fitting behind and 
tucked up in front, and still funnier that she wore 
a necklace of silver coins. He thought this quite un- 
Russian and that they would all laugh in the serfs’ 
quarters at home if they saw a girl like that, ‘/.n fillt 
commt c’tst ties bun, for a change,’ he thought. ‘I’ll tell 
that to my master.’ 

‘What are you standing in the light for, you devil!’ 
the girl suddenly shouted. ‘Why don’t you pass me 
the decanter!’ 

Having filled the decanter with cool red wine, 
Marydnka handed it to Vanuisha. 

‘Give the money to Mother,’ she said, pushing 
away the hand in which he held the mone>. 

Vanyusha laughed. 

‘Why are you so cross, little dear?’ he said good- 
naturedly, irresolutely shuffling with his feet while the 
girl was covering the barrel. 

She began to laugh. 

‘And you! Are you kind?’ 

‘We, my master and I, are very kind,’ Vanyusha 
answered decidedly. ‘We are so kind that wherever 
we have stayed our hosts were always very grateful. 
It’s because he’s generous.’ 

The girl stood listening. 

‘And is your master married?’ she asked. 

‘No. The master is young and unmarried, because 
noble gentlemen can never marry young,’ said 
Vanyusha didactically. 

‘A likely thing! See what a fed-up buffalo he is— 
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and too young to marry] Is he the chief of you all?’ 

she asked. 

‘My mastrt is a cadet; that means he’s not yet an 
officer, but he’s more important than a general—he’s 
an important manl Because not only our colonel, 
but the Tsar himself, knows him,’ proudly explained 
Vanyusha. ‘We are not like those other beggars in the 
line regiment, and our papa himself was a Senator. 
He had more than a thousand serfs, all his own, and 
they send us a thousand rubles at a time. That’s why 
everyone likes us. Another may be a captain but 
have no money. What’s the use of that?’ 

‘Go away. I’ll lock up,’ said the girl, interrupting 
him. 

Vanyusha brought OWnin the wine and announced 
that ‘La fdle e’est Ins joulie,’ and, laughing stupidly, at 
once went out. 


CHAPTER XIII 

Meanwhile the tattoo had sounded in the village 
square. The people had returned from their work. 
The herd lowed as in clouds of golden dust it crowded 
at the village gate. The girls and the women hurried 
through the streets and yards, turning in their cattle. 
The sun had quite hidden itself behind the distant 
snowy peaks. One pale bluish shadow spread over 
land and sky. Above the darkened gardens Stan just 
discernible were kindling, and the sounds were gradu¬ 
ally hushed in the village. The cattle having been 
attended to and left for the night, the women came 
out and gathered at the comen of the streets and, 
cracking sunflower seeds with their teeth, settled down 
on the earthen embankments of the houses. Later on 
Maryanka, having finished milking the buffalo and 
the other two cows, also joined one of these groups. 

The group consisted of several women and girls and 
one old Cossack man. 

They were talking about the abrek who had been 
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killed. The Cossack was narrating and the women 
questioning him. 

‘I expect he’ll get a handsome reward’,’ said one of 
the women. 

‘Of course. It’s said that they’ll send him a cross.’ 

‘.Mosev did try to wrong him. Took the gun away 
from him, but the authorities at Kizlydr heard of it.’ 

‘A mean creature that Mosev is!’ 

‘ I hey say Lukashka has come home,’ remarked one 
of the girls. 

‘He and Nazdrka are merry-making at YAmkaV 
(Yamka was an unmarried, disreputable Cossack 
woman who kept an illicit pot-house.) ‘1 heard say 
they had drunk half a pailful.’ 

‘What luck that Snap her has,’ somebody remarked. 
'A real snatcher. But there’s no denying he’s a line 
lad, smart enough for anything, a light-minded lad 1 
His father was just such another, Daddy Kiry/tk was. 
he takes after his father. When he was killed the 
whole village howled. Look, there they are,’ added 
the speaker, pointing to the Cossacks who were com¬ 
ing down the street towards them. ‘And Ergushdv 
has managed to come along with them too! The 
drunkard!’ 

I.ukashka, Nazarka, and Ergushdv. having emptied 
half a pail of vodka, were coming towards the girls. 
The faces of all three, but especially that of the old 
Cossack, were redder than usual. Ergushov was reel¬ 
ing and kept laughing and nudging Xa/arka in the ribs. 

'Why arc you not singing?’ he shouted to the girls. 
‘Sing to our merry-making, I tel! you!’ 

They were welcomed with the words, ‘Had a good 
day? Had a good day?’ 

’Why sing? It’s not a holiday,’ said one of the 
women. ‘You’re tight, so you go and sing.’ 

Ergushov roared with laughter and nudged 
Nazarka. ‘You'd better sing. And I’ll begin too. 
I’m clever, I tell you.’ 
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‘Are you asleep, fair ones?’ said Nazirka. ‘We’ve 
come from the cordon to drink your health. We’ve 
already druflk Luk&shka’s health.’ 

Lukhshka, when he reached the group, slowly 
raised his cap and stopped in front of the girls. His 
broad cheek-bones and neck were red. He stood and 
spoke softly and sedately, but in his tranquillity and 
sedateness there was more of animation and strength 
than in all NazArka’s loquacity and bustle. He re¬ 
minded one of a playful colt that with a snort and a 
flourish of its tail suddenly stops short and stands as 
though nailed to the ground with all four feet. 
LukAshka stood quietly in front of the girls, his eyes 
laughed, and he spoke but little as he glanced now 
at his drunken companions and now at the girls. 
When Maryanka joined the group he raised his cap 
with a firm deliberate movement, moved out of her 
way and then stepped in front of her with one foot 
a little forward and with his thumbs in his belt, 
fingering his dagger. MaryAnka answered his greeting 
with a leisurely bow of her head, settled down on the 
earth-bank, and took some seeds out of the bosom of 
her smock. LukAshka, keeping his eyes fixed on 
MaryAnka, slowly cracked seeds and spat out the 
shells. All were quiet when Maryanka joined the 
group. 

‘Have you come for long?’ asked a woman, breaking 
the silence. 

‘Till to-morrow morning,’ quietly replied LukAshka. 

‘Well, God grant you get something good,’ said 
the Cossack; ‘I’m glad of it, as I’ve just been saying.’ 

‘And I say so too,’ put in the tipsy Ergushbv, 
laughing. ‘What a lot of visitors have come,’ he added, 
pointing to a soldier who was passing by. 'The 
soldiers’ vodka is good—I like it.’ 

‘They’ve sent three of the devils to us,’ said one 
of the women. ‘Grandad went to the village Elders, 
but they say nothing can be done.’ 
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‘Ah, ha! Have you met with trouble?’ said 
Ergushov. 

‘I expect they have smoked you out with their 
tobacco?’ asked another woman. 'Smoke as much as 
you like in the yard, I say, but we won’t allow it 
inside the hut. Not if the Elder himself comes, 1 won’t 
allow it. Besides, they may rob you. He's not 
quartered any of them on himself, no fear, that 
devil’3 son of an Elder,’ 

‘You don't like it?' Eigushbv began again. 

‘And I’ve also heard say that the girls will have to 
make the soldiers’ beds and offer them chikhir and 
honey,’ said Naz&rka, putting one loot forward and 
tilting his cap like Lukishka. 

Ergushdv burst into a roar of laughter, and seizing 
the girl nearest to him, he embraced her. ‘I tell >ou 
true.’ 

‘Now then, you black pitch!’ squealed the girl, ‘I’ll 
tell your old woman.’ 

‘Tell her,’ shouted he. ‘That’s quite right what 
Naz&rka says; a circular has been sent round 1 le can 
read, you know. Quite true!’ And he began < mbrac- 
mg the next girl. 

‘What are you up to, you beast?’ squealed the rosy, 
round-faced Ostcnka, laughing and lifting her arm 
to hit him. 

The Cossack stepped aside and nearly fell. 

'There, they say girls have no strength, and you 
nearly killed me.’ 

‘Get away, you black pitch, what devil has brought 
you from the cordon?’ said Ustcnka, and turning 
away from him she again burst out laughing. ‘You 
were asleep and missed the abrrk , didn’t you ? Suppose 
he had done for you it would have been all the 
better.’ 

‘You’d have howled I expect,’ said Nazirka, 
laughing. 

‘Howled! A likely thing.’ 
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‘Just look, she doesn’t care. She’d howl, Nazirka, 
eh? Would she?’ said Ergushbv. 

Lukashka all this time had stood silently looking at 
Maryanka. His gaze evidently confused the girl. 

‘Well, Maryanka! I hear they’ve quartered one of 
the chiefs on you?’ he said, drawing nearer. 

MaryAnka, as was her wont, waited before she 
replied, and slowly raising her eyes looked at the 
Clossai k LukAshka’s eyes were laughing as if some¬ 
thing special, apait from what was said, was taking 
place between himself and the girl. 

‘Yes, it’s all right for them as they have two huts.’ 
replied an old woman on Maryanka’s behalf, ‘bill 
at Fbmushkin's now they also have one of the chiefs 
quartered on them and they say one whole corner 
is packed full with his things, and the family have 
no room left. Was such a thing ever heard of as that 
they should turn a whole horde loose in the village?’ 
she said. ‘And what die plague are they going to 
do here?’ 

‘I’ve heard say they’ll build a bridge across the 
Terek,’ said one of the girls. 

‘And I’ve been told that they will dig a pit to put 
the girls in because they don’t love the lads,’ said 
NazArka, approaching Ustenka; and he again made 
a whimsical gesture which set everybody laughing, 
and Ergushbv, passing by Maryanka, who was next 
in turn, began to embrace an old woman. 

‘Why don’t you hug MaryAnka? You should do 
it to each in turn,’ said Nazarka. 

'No, my old one is sweeter,’ shouted the Cossack, 
kissing the struggling old woman. 

‘You’ll throttle me,’ she screamed, laughing. 

The tramp of regular footsteps at the other end of 
the street interrupted their laughter. Three soldiers 
in their cloaks, with their muskets on their shoulders, 
were matching tn step to relieve guard by the 
ammunition wagon. 
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The corporal, an old cavalry man, looked angrily 
at the Cossacks and led his men straight along the road 
where Lukdshka and Nazirka were startling, so that 
they should have to get out of the way. Nazdrka 
moved, but Lukashka only screwed up his eyes and 
turned his broad back without moving from his place. 

‘People are standing here, so you go round,’ he 
muttered, half turning his head and tossing it con¬ 
temptuously in the direction of the soldiers. 

The soldiers passed by in silence, keeping slop regu¬ 
larly along the dusty road. 

Marydnka began laughing and all the other girls 
chimed in. 

‘What swells!’ said NazArka, ‘Just like long-skirted 
choristers,’ and he walked a few steps down the road 
imitating the soldiers. 

Again everyone broke into peals of laughter. 

I.ukdshka came slowly up to Marvinka 

‘And where have you put up the (luff'd’ he asked. 

Marydnka thought for a moment. 

‘We’ve let him have the new hut,’ she said. 

’And is he old or young,’ asked Lukashka, sitting 
down beside her. 

‘Do you think I’ve asked?’ answered the girl. 
‘I went to get him some chkhir and saw him silting 
at the window with Daddy Eroshka. R< d-headed he 
seemed. They’ve brought a whole cartload ol things.’ 

And she dropped her eyes. 

‘Oh, how glad I am that I got leave fiom the 
cordon!’ said Lukdshka, moving closer to the girl and 
looking straight in her eyes all the time. 

‘And have you come for long?’ asked Maryinka, 
smiling slightly. 

‘Till the morning. Give me some sunflower seeds,’ 
he said, holding out his hand. 

Maryanka now smiled outright and unfastening 
the neckband of her smock: 

‘Don’t take them all,’ she said. 
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‘Really I felt so dull all the time without you, 
I swear I did,’ he said in a calm, restrained whisper, 
helping himself to some seeds out of the bosom of the 
girl’s smock, and stooping still closer over her he con¬ 
tinued with laughing eyes to talk to her in low tones. 

‘I won’t come, I tell you,’ MaryAnka suddenly said 
aloud, leaning away from him. 

‘No really . . . what 1 wanted to say to you,’ . .. 
whispered LukAshka. ‘By the Heavens! Do come!’ 

MaryAnka shook her head, but did so with a smile. 

‘Nurscy MaryAnka! Hallo Nursey! Mammy is 
calling! Supper time!’ shouted MaryAnka’s little 
brother, running towards the group. 

‘I’m coming,’ replied the girl, ‘Go, my dear, go 
alone—I’ll come in a minute.’ 

LukAshka rose and raised his cap. 

‘I expect I had better go home too, that will be 
best,’ he said, trying to appear unconcerned but 
hardly able to repress a smile, and he disappeared 
behind the corner of the house. 

Meanwhile night had entirely enveloped the village. 
Bright stars were scattered ovei the dark sky. The 
streets became dark and empty. NazArka remained 
with the women on the earth-bank and their laughter 
was still heard, but LukAshka, having slowly moved 
away from the girls, crouched down like a cat and then 
suddenly started running lightly, holding his dagger 
to steady it: not homeward, however, but towards the 
comet’s house. Having passed two streets he turned 
into a lane and lifting the skirt of his coat sat down 
on the ground in the shadow of a fence. ‘A regular 
comet’s daughter!’ he thought about MaryAnka. 
‘Won’t even have a lark—the devil! But just wait 
a bit.’ 

The approaching footsteps of a woman attracted 
his attention. He began listening, and laughed all by 
himself. MaryAnka with bowed head, striking the 
pales of the fences with a switch, was walking with 
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rapid regular strides straight towards him. Lukdshka 
rose. Marydnka started and stopped. 

‘What an accursed devil! You frightened me! So 
you have not gone home?’ she said, and laughed 
aloud. 

Lukdshka put one arm round her and with the 
other hand raised her face. ‘What 1 wanted to tell 
you, by Heaven!’ his voice trembled and broke. 

‘What are you talking of, at night time!’ answered 
Maryinka. ‘Mother is waiting for me, and you’d 
better go to your sweetheart.’ 

And freeing herself from his arms she ran away a 
few steps. When she had reached the wattle lence of 
her home she stopped and turned to the Cossar k who 
was running beside her and still trying to persuade her 
to stay a while with him. 

‘Well, what do you want to say, midnight-gad¬ 
about?’ and she again began laughing. 

‘Don’t laugh at me, Marydnka! By the Heaven! 
Well, what if I have a sweetheart? May the devil 
take her! Only say the word and now I'll love you— 
I’ll do anything you wish. Here they are!’ and he 
jingled the money in his pocket. ‘Now we can live 
splendidly. Others have pleasures, and I? I get no 
pleasure from you, Marydnka dear!’ 

The girl did not answer. She stood before him 
breaking her switch into little bits with a rapid move¬ 
ment of her fingers. 

Lukishka suddenly clenched his teeth and fists. 

‘And why keep waiting and waiting? Don’t I love 
you, darling? You can do what you like with me,’ 
said he suddenly, frowning angrily and seizing both 
her hands. 

The calm expression of Marydnka’s face and voice 
did not change. 

‘Don’t bluster, Lukishka, but listen to me,’ she 
answered, not pulling away her hands but holding 
the Cossack at arm’s length. ‘It's true I am a girl, 
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but you listen to me! It does not depend on me, but 
if you love me I’ll tell you this. Let go my hands, I’ll 

tell you without.-I’ll marry you, but you’ll never 

get any nonsense from me,’ said Marydnka without 
turning her face. 

‘What, you’ll marry me? Marriage does not depend 
on us. Love me yourself, Marydnka dear,’ said 
Lukashka, from sullen and furious becoming again 
gentle, submissive, and tender, and smiling as he 
looked closely into her eves. 

Marydnka dung to him and kissed him firmly on 
the lips. 

‘Brother dear!’ she whispered, pressing him con¬ 
vulsively to her. Then, suddenly tearing herself 
away, she ran into the gate of her house without 
looking round. 

In spite of the Cossack’s entreaties to wait another 
minute to hear what he had to say, Marydnka did 
not stop. 

‘Go,’ she cried, ‘you’ll be seen! I do believe that 
devil, our lodger, is walking about the yaid.’ 

‘Cornet’s daughter,’ thought Lukashka, ‘She will 
marry me. Marriage is all very well, but you just 
love me!’ 

He found Nazarka at Ydmka’s house, and after 
having a spree with him went to Dunayka’s house, 
where, in spite of her not being faithful to him, he 
spent the night. 


CHAPTER XIV 

It was quite true that Olenin had been walking about 
the yard when Marydnka entered the gate, and had 
heard her say, ‘That devil, our lodger, is walking 
about.’ He had spent that evening with Daddy 
Erbshka in the porch of his new lodging. He had had 
a table, a samovar, wine, and a candle brought out, 
and over a cup of tea and a cigar he listened to the 
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tales the old man told seated on the threshold at his 
feet. Though the air was still, the candle dripped and 
flickered: now lighting up the post of tht^poich, now 
the table and crockery, now the cropped white head 
of the old man. Moths circled round the flame and, 
shedding the dust of their wings, fluttered on the 
table and in the glasses, flew into the candle flame, 
and disappeared in the black space beyond. Olenin 
and Erbshka had emptied five bottles of chiUiir. 
Erbshka filled the glasses every time, offering one 
to Olenin, drinking his health, and talking untiringly. 
He told of Cossack life in the old days: of his father, 
‘The Broad’, who alone had carried on his back a 
boar's carcass weighing three hundredweight, and 
drank two pails of chikhir at one sitting He told of 
Ins own days and his chum Girchik, with whom 
during the plague he used to smuggle felt cloaks across 
the Terek. He told how one morning lie had killed 
two deer, and about his ‘little soul’ who used to run 
to him at the cordon at night. He told all this so 
eloquently and picturesquely that Olenin did not 
notice how tune passed. ‘Ah yes, my dear fellow, you 
did not know me in my golden days; then I’d have 
shown you things. To-day it’s “Erbshka lickstlicjug”, 
but then Erbshka was famous in the whole regiment. 
Whose was the finest horse? Who had a Gurda 1 
sword? To whom should one go to get a drink? 
With whom go on the spree? Who should be sent 
to the mountains to kill Ahmet Khan? Why, always 
Erbshka! Whom did the girls love ’ Always Erbshka 
had to answer for it. Because I was a real brave: 
a drinker, a thief (I used to seize herds of horses in the 
mountains), a singer; 1 was a master of every art! 
There are no Cossacks tike that nowadays. It's dis¬ 
gusting to look at them. When they’re that high 
(Erbshka held his hand three feet from the ground) 
1 The swords and daggers most highly valued in the 
Caucasus are called by the name of the maker—Curda. 
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they put on idiotic boots and keep looking at them— 
that’s all the pleasure they know. Or they’ll drink 
themselves fpolish, not like men but all wrong. And 
who was I ? I was Erbshka, the thief; they knew me 
not only in this village but up in the mountains. 
Tartar princes, my kunaks, used to come to see me! 
I used to be everybody’s kunak. If he was a Tartar— 
with a Tartar; an Armenian—with an Armenian; 
a soldier—with a soldier; an officer—with an officer! 
I didn’t care as long as he was a drinker. He says you 
should cleanse yourself from intercourse with the 
world, not drink with soldiers, not eat with a Tartar.’ 

‘Who says all that?’ asked Olbnin. 

‘Why, our teacher! But listen to a Mullah or a 
Tartar Cadi. He says, “You unbelieving Giaours, 
why do you eat pig?” That shows that everyone has 
his own law. But I think it’s all one. God has made 
everything for the joy of man. There is no sin in any 
of it. Take example from an animal. It lives in the 
Tartar’s reeds or in ours. Wherever it happens to 
go, there is its home! Whatever God gives it, that it 
eats! But our people say we have to lick red-hot plates 
in hell for that. And I think it’s all a fraud,’ he added 
after a pause. 

‘What is a fraud?’ asked Olbnin. 

‘Why, wliat the preachers say. We had an army 
captain in Cheivlcna who was my kunak: a fine fellow 
just like me. He was killed in Chechnya. Well, he 
used to say that the preachers invent all that out of 
their own heads. "When you die the grass will grow 
on your grave and that'sail!'” The old man laughed. 
‘He was a desperate fellow.’ 

‘And how old are you?’ asked Olenin. 

‘The Lord only knows! I must be about seventy. 
When a Tsaritsa reigned in Russia' I was no longer 
very small. So you can reckon it out. I must be 
seventy.’ 


Catherine the Great died in 1799. 
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‘Yes you must, but you are still a fine fellow.’ 

‘Well, thank Heaven 1 am healthy, quite healthy, 
except that a woman, a witch, has harmed me. . . 

‘How?’ 

‘Oh, just harmed me.’ 

‘And so when you die the grass will grow?’ repealed 
Olenin. 

Erdshka evidendy did not wish to express his 
diought clearly. He was silent for a while. 

‘And what did you think? Drink!’ he shouted 
suddenly, smiling and handing Olenin some wine. 

CHAPTER XV 

‘Well, what was I saying?’ he continued, trying to 
remember. ‘Yes, that’s the sort of man 1 am. I am 
a hunter. There is no hunter to equal me in the whole 
army. I will find and show you any animal and any 
bird, and what and where. 1 know it all! I have 
dogs, and two guns, and nets, and a screen and a 
hawk. I have everything, thank the Lord! If you are 
not bragging but are a real sportsman, I’ll show you 
everything. Do you know what a man I am? When 
I have found a track—I know the animal. I know 
where he will lie down and where he’ll drink or 
wallow. I make myself a perch and sit there all night 
watching. What’s the good of staying at home? One 
only gets into mischief, gets drunk. And here women 
come and chatter, and boys shout at me—enough to 
drive one mad. It’s a different matter when you go 
out at nightfall, choose yourself a place, press down 
the reeds and sit there and stay waiting, like a jolly 
fellow. One knows everything that goes on in the 
woods. One looks up at the sky: the stars move, you 
look at them and find out from them how the time 
goes. One looks round—the wood is rustling; one 
goes on waiting, now there comes a crackling—a boar 
comes to rub himself; one listens to hear the young 
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eaglets screech and then the cocks give voice in the 
village, or the geese. When you hear the geese you 
know it is not yet midnight. And I know all about it! 
Or when a gun is fired somewhere far away, thoughts 
come to me. One thinks, who is that firing? Is it 
another Cossack like myself who has been watching 
for some animal? And has he killed it? Or only 
wounded it so that now the poor thing goes through 
the reeds smearing them with its blood all for nothing? 
I don’t like that! Oh, how I dislike it! Why injure 
a beast? You fool, you fool! Or one thinks, “Maybe 
an abrek has killed some silly little Cossack.” All this 
passes through one’s mind. And once as I sat watch¬ 
ing by the river I saw a cradle floating down. It was 
sound except for one corner which was broken off. 
Thoughts did come that time! I thought some of 
your soldiers, the devils, must have got into a Taitar 
village and seized the Chechen women, and one of 
the devils has killed the little one: taken it by its legs, 
and hit its head against a wall. Don't they do such 
things? Sh! Mon have no souls! And thoughts came 
to me that filled me with pity. I thought: they’ve 
thrown away the cradle and driven the wife out, and 
her brave has taken his gun and come acioss to our 
side to rob us. One watches and thinks. And when 
one hears a Utter breaking through the thicket, some¬ 
thing begins to knock inside one. Dear one, come this 
way! “They’ll scent me,” one thinks; and one sits and 
does not stir while one’s heart goes dun! dun! dun! 
and simply lifts you. Once this spring a fine litter came 
near me, 1 saw something blaik. “In the name of the 
Father and of the Son,” and I was just about to fire 
when she grunts to her pigs: “Danger, children,” she 
says, “there’s a man here,” and off they all ran, 
breaking through the bushes. And she had been so 
dose I could almost have bitten her.’ 

‘How could a sow tell her brood that a man was 
there?’ asked Olenin. 
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‘What do you think? You think the beast’s a fool? 
No, he is wiser than a man though you do call him 
a pig! He knows everything. Take tlns,for instance. 
A man will pass along your track and not notice it; but 
a pig as soon as it gets onto your Hack turns and runs 
at once: that shows there is wisdom in Imn, since he 
scents your smell and you don’t. And there is this to 
be said too. you wish to kill it and it wishes to go about 
the woods .alive. You have one law and it has another. 
It is a pig, but it is no worse than you—it too is Cod's 
creature. Ah, dear! Man is loolish, foolish, foolish!’ 
The old man repeated this several times and then, 
letting his head drop, he sat thinking 

Olenin also became thoughtlul, and descending 
from the porch with his hands behind his back began 
pacing up and down the yard. 

Erbshka, rousing himself, raised his head and began 
gazing intently at the moths circling round the 
Dickering flame of the candle and burning themselves 
in it. 

‘Fool, fool!’ he said. ‘Where are you fiying to? 
Fool, fool!’ He rose and with his thick lingers began 
to drive away the moths. 

‘You’ll burn, little fool! Fly this way, there's plenty 
of room.’ He spoke tenderly, trying to catch them 
delicately by their wings with his thick fingers and 
then letting them fly again. ‘You arc killing yourself 
and I am sorry for you!’ 

He sat a long time chattering and sipping out of the 
bottle. Olenin paced up and down the yard. Sud¬ 
denly he was struck by the sound of whispering out¬ 
side the gate. Involuntarily holding his breath, he 
heard a woman’s laughter, a man’s voice, and the 
sound of a kiss. Intentionally rustling the grass under 
his feet he crossed to the opposite side of the yard, but 
after a while the wattle fence creaked. A Cossack in 
a dark Circassian coat and a white sheepskin cap 
passed along the other side of the fence (it was Luke), 
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and a tall woman with a white kerchief on her head 
went past Olenin. ‘You and I have nothing to do 
with one another’ was what Maryanka’s firm step 
gave him to understand. He followed her with his 
eyes to the porch of the hut, and he even saw her 
through the window take offher kerchief and sit down. 
And suddenly a feeling of lonely depression and some 
vague longings and hopes, and envy of someone or 
other, overcame the young man’s soul. 

The last lights had been put out in the huts. The 
last sounds had died away in the village. The wattle 
fences and the cattle gleaming white in the yards, the 
roofs of the houses and the stately poplars, all seemed 
to be sleeping the labourers’ healthy peaceful sleep. 
Only the incessant ringing voices of frogs from the 
damp distance reached the young man. In the cast 
the stars were growing fewer and fewer and seemed to 
be melting in the increasing light, but overhead they 
were denser and deeper than before. The old man 
was dozing with his head on his hand. A cock crowed 
in the yard opposite, but Olenin still paced up and 
down thinking of something. The sound of a song sung 
by several voices reached him and he stepped up to 
the fence and listened. The voices of several young 
Cossacks carolled a merry song, and one voice was 
distinguishable among them all by its firm strength. 

‘Do you know who is singing there?’ said the old 
man, rousing himself. 'It is the Brave, Lukashka. He 
has killed a Chechen and now he rejoices. And what 
is there to rejoice at? . . . The fool, the fool!’ 

‘And have you ever killed people?’ asked Olenin. 

‘You devil!’ shouted the old man. ‘What are you 
asking? One must not talk so. It is a serious thing to 
destroy a human being. . .. Ah, a very serious thing! 
Good-bye, my dear fellow. I’ve eaten my fill and am 
drunk,’ he said rising. ‘Shall I come to-morrow to 
go shooting?’ 

'Yes, come!’ 
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'Mind, get up early; if you oversleep you will be 
fined!’ 

‘Never fear, I’ll be up before yoif,’ answered 
Olenin. 

The old man left. The song ceased, but one could 
hear footsteps and merry talk. A little later the sing¬ 
ing broke out again but farther away, and Erbshka’s 
loud voice chimed in with the other. ‘What people, 
what a life!’ thought Olenin with a sigh as he returned 
alone to his hut. 


CHAPTER XVI 

Daddy Er6siika was a superannuated and solitary 
Cossack: twenty years ago his wife had gone over to the 
Orthodox C hurch and run away from him and married 
a Russian sergeant-major, and he had no children. 
He was not bragging when he spoke of himself as 
having been the boldest dare-devil in the village when 
he was young. Everybody m the regiment knew of 
his old-time prowess. The death of more than one 
Russian, as well as Chechen, lay on his conscience. He 
used to go plundering in the mountains, and robbed 
the Russians too; and he had twice been in prison, 
l he greater part of his life was spent in the forests, 
hunting. There he lived for days on a crust of bread 
and drank nothing but water. But on the other hand, 
when he was in the village he made merry from 
morning to night. After leaving Olenin he slept for 
a couple of hours and awoke before it was light. He 
lay on his bed thinking of the man he had become 
acquainted with the evening before. Oldnin’s ‘sim¬ 
plicity’ (simplicity in the sense of not grudging him a 
drink) pleased him very much, and so did Olenin him¬ 
self. He wondered why the Russians were all ‘simple’ 
and so rich, and why they were educated, and yet knew 
nothing. He pondered on these questions and also 
considered what he might get out of Olenin. 
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Daddy Erdshka's hut was of a good size and not 
old, but the absence of a woman was very noticeable 
in it. Contrary to the usual cleanliness of the Cossacks, 
the whole of this hut was filthy and exceedingly un¬ 
tidy. A blood-stained coat had been thrown on the 
table, half a dough-cake lay beside a plucked and 
mangled crow with which to feed the hawk. Sandals 
of raw hide, a gun, a dagger, a little bag, wet clothes, 
and sundry rags lay scattered on the benches. In 
a corner stood a tub with stinking water, in which 
another pair of sandals were being steeped, and near 
by was a gun and a hunting-screen On the floor a net 
had been thrown down and several dead pheasants 
lay there, while a hen tied by its leg was walking 
about near the table pecking among the dirt. In the 
unheated oven stood a broken pot with some kind 
of milky liquid. On the top of the oven a falcon was 
screeching and trying to break the cord by wins h it 
was tied, and a moulting hawk sat quietly on the edge 
of the oven, looking askance at the hen and occasionally 
bowing its head to right and left. Daddy Erdshka 
himself, in his shirt, lay on his back on a short bod 
rigged up between the wall and the oven, with his 
strong legs raised and his feet on the oven. He was 
picking with his thick fingers at the scratches left on 
liis hands by the hawk, which he was accustomed 
to carry without wearing gloves. The whole room, 
especially near the old man, was filled with that strong 
but not unpleasant mixture of smells that he always 
carried about with him. 

'Uyde-ma, Daddy?' (Is Daddy in?) came through 
the window a sharp voice, which he at once recognized 
as LukAshka’s. 

‘Uydt, Uydt, Uydt. I am in!’ shouted the old man. 
‘Come in, neighbour Mark, Luke Mark. Come to 
see Daddy? On your way to the cordon?’ 

At the sound of his master’s shout the hawk flapped 
his wings and pulled at his cord. 
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The old man was fond of LukAshka, who was the 
only man he excepted from his general contempt for 
the younger generation of Cossacks. besides that, 
LukAshka and his mother, as near neighbours, often 
gave the old man wine, clotted cream, and other 
home produce which Erdshka did not possess. Daddy 
IaOshka, who all his life had allowed himself to get 
cariied away, always explained his infatuations from 
a practical point of view. ‘Well, why not’” he used to 
say to himself. ‘I’ll give them some fiesh meat, or 
a bird, and they won’t forget Daddy: they’ll sometimes 
bring a cake or a piec e of pie.’ 

'Good morning, Mark 1 I am glad to see you,’ 
shouted the old man cheerfully, and quickly putting 
down Ins bare feet he jumped oil his bed and walked 
a step or two along the creaking Hoot, looked clown at 
his out-turned toes, and suddenly, amused by the 
ap]>earancc of Ins feet, smiled, stamped with his 
bare heel on the ground, stamped again, and then 
performed a funny dance-step. ‘That’s clever, eh:” 
lie asked, his small eves glistening. LukAshka smiled 
faintly. ‘Going back to the coition” asked the old 
man. 

‘I have brought the chikhir I promised you when 
wc were at the cordon.’ 

‘May Christ save you!’ said the old man, and he tmik 
up the extremely wide trousers that were lying on die 
floor, and his beshmet, put them on, fastened a strap 
round Ids waist, poured some water from an earthen¬ 
ware pot over his hands, wiped thrm on the old 
trousers, smoothed his beard with a bit of comb, and 
stopped in front of LukAshka. ‘Ready,’he said. 

LukAshka fetched a cup, wiped it and Idled it with 
wine, and then handed it to the old man. 

‘Your health! To the Father and the Son!’ said 
the old man, accepting the wine with solemnity. ‘May 
you have what you desire, may you always be a hero, 
and obtain a cross.’ 
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Lukbshka also drank a little after repeating a 
prayer, and then put the wine on the table. The old 
man rose and brought out some dried fish which he 
laid on the threshold, where he beat it with a stick to 
make it tender; then, having put it with his homy 
hands on a blue plate (his only one), he placed it on 
the table. 

'I have all I want. I have victuals, thank God!’ 
he said proudly. ‘Well and what of Mbsev?’ he 
added. 

LukAshka, evidently wishing to know the old man’s 
opinion, told him how the officer had taken the gun 
from him. 

‘Never mind the gun,’ said the old man. ‘If you 
don’t give the gun you will get no reward.’ 

‘But they say, Daddy, it’s little reward a fellow gets 
when he is not yet a mounted Cossack; and the gun 
is a fine one, a Crimean, worth eighty rubles.’ 

‘Eh, let it go! I had a dispute like that with an 
officer, he wanted my horse. “Give it me and you’ll 
be made a cornet,” says he. I wouldn’t, and I got 
nothing!’ 

' ‘Yes, Daddy, but you see I have to buy a horse; 
and they say you can’t get one the other side of the 
river under fifty rubles, and mother has not yet sold 
our wine.’ 

‘Eh, we didn’t bother,’ said the old man; ‘when 
Daddy Erbshka was your age he already stole herds 
of horses from the Nogay folk and drove them across 
the Terek. Sometimes we’d give a fine horse for a 
quart of vodka or a cloak.’ 

‘Why so cheap?’ asked t.ukashka. 

‘You’re a fool, a fool, Mark,’ said the old man 
contemptuously. ‘Why, that’s what one steals for.so 
as not to be stingy! As for you, I suppose you haven’t 
so much as seen how one drives off a herd of horses? 
Why don’t you speak?’ 

‘What’s one to say, Daddy?’ replied LukTshka. 
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‘It seems we are not the same sort of men as you 
were.’ 

‘You’re a fool, Mark, a fool! “not the same sort 
of men!” ’ retorted the old man, mimicking the Cos¬ 
sack lad. ‘I was not that sort of Cossack at your 
age.’ 

‘How’s that?’ asked Lukkshka. 

The old man shook his head contemptuously. 

‘Daddy Kroshka was simple, he did not gmdgr any¬ 
thing! That’s why I was kunak with all Chechnya. 
A kunak would come to visit me and I’d make him 
drunk with vodka and make him happy and put him 
to sleep with me, and when I went to see him I’d take 
him a present—a dagger! That’s the way it is done, 
and not as you do nowadays: the only amusement 
lads have now is to crack seeds and spit out die shells!’ 
the old man finished contemptuously, imitating the 
present-day Cossacks cracking seeds and spitting out 
the shells. 

'Yes, I know,’ said Lukiishka; ‘that's so!’ 

‘If you wish to be a follow of the right sort, be 
a brave and not a peasant! Because even a peasant 
can buy a horse—pay the money and take the 
horse.’ 

They were silent for a while. 

‘Well of course it’s dull both in the village and the 
cordon, Daddy: but there’s nowhere one can go for 
a bit of sport. All our fellows are so timid. Take 
Naz&rka. The other day when we went to the 1 artar 
village, Girey Khan asked us to come to Nogay to take 
some horses, but no one went, and how was I to go 
alone?’ 

‘And what of Daddy? Do you think I am quite 
dried up? . . . No, I’m not dried up. Let me have 
a horse and I’ll be off'to Nogay at once.’ 

‘What’s the good of talking nonsense!’ said Luke. 
‘You’d better tell me what to do about Girey Khan. 
He says, “Only bring horses to the lock, and then 
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even il you bring a whole slud I’ll find a place for 
them.” You sec he’s also a shaven-headed Tartar- 
how’s one to believe Inm?’ 

‘You may trust Gircy Khan, all his kin were good 
people. His father too was a faithful Kunak. But listen 
to Daddy and I won’t teach you wrong: make him 
take an oath, then it will be all right. And if you 
go with him, have your pistol ready all the same, 
especially when it comes to dividing up the horses. 
I was nearly killed that way once by a Chechen. 
I wanted ten rubles fiom him for a horse. Trusting 
is all right, but don’t go to sleep without a gun.’ 

Lukashka listened attentively to the old man. 

‘I say, Daddy, have you any stone-break grass?' 
he asked alter a pause. 

‘No, I haven’t any, but I’ll teach you how to get it. 
You’re a good lad and won’t forget the old man. ... 
Shall I tell you?’ 

‘Tell me, Daddy.’ 

‘You know a tortoise? She’s a devil, the tortoise is!’ 

‘Of course I know!’ 

‘Kind her nest and fence it round so that she can’t 
get in. Well, she’ll come, go round it, and then will 
go off to find the stone-break grass and will bring some 
along and destroy the fence. Anyhow next morning 
come in good tunc, and where the fence is broken 
there you’ll find the stone-break grass lying. Take it 
wherever you like. No lock and no bar will be able 
to stop you.’ 

‘Have you tried it yourself, Daddy?’ 

‘As for trying, I have not tried it, but I was told 
of it by good people. 1 used only one charm: that 
was to repeat the Pilgrim rhyme when mounting my 
horse; and no one ever killed me!’ 

‘What is the Pilgrim rhyme, Daddy?’ 

‘What, don’t you know it? Oh, what people! 
You’re right to ask Daddy. Well, listen, and repeat 
after me: 
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‘Hail! Ye, living in Sion, 

This is your King, 

Our steeds we shall sit on, 

Sophonius is weeping. 

Zarharias is speaking, 

Father Pilgrim, 

Mankind ever loving. 

‘Kind ever loving,’ the old man repeated. ‘Do ynu 
know it now 5 d ry it.’ 

Lukishka laughed. 

‘Come, Daddy, was it that that hindered their 
killing you? Maybe it just happened so!’ 

'You’ve grown too clever! You learn it all, and 
say it. It will do you no harm. Well, suppose you 
have sung “Pilgrim” it’s all right,’ and the old man 
himself began laughing. ‘But just one thing, Luke, 
don’t you go to Nogay!’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Times have changed. You arc not the same men. 
You’ve become rubbishy Cossacks! And see how 
many Russians have come down on us! You’d get to 
prison. Really, give it up! Just as if you could! Now 
Glrchik and I, we used . . .’ 

And the old man was about to begin one of his 
endless tales, but Lukashka glanced at the window 
and interrupted him. 

‘It is quite light, Daddy. It’s time to be off. I-ook 
us up some day.’ 

‘May Christ save you! I’ll go to the officer; I 
promised to take hnn out shooting. He seems a good 
fellow.’ 


CHAPTER XVII 

From Erbshka’s hut Lukashka went home. As he 
returned, the dewy mists were rising from the ground 
and enveloped the village. In various places the 
cattle, though out of sight, could be heard beginning to 
sur. The cocks called to one another with increasing 
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frequency and insistence. The air was becoming 
more tiansparent, and the villagers were getting up. 
Not till he was close to it could LukAshka discern the 
fence of his yard, all wet with dew, the porch of the 
hut, arid the open shed. From the misty yard he 
heard the sound of an axe chopping wood. LukAshka 
entered the hut. His mother was up, and stood at the 
oven throwing wood into it. His little sister was still 
lying in bed asleep. 

‘Well, Lukashka, had enough holiday-making?’ 
asked his mother softly. ‘Where did you spend the 
night?’ 

‘1 was in the village,’ replied her son reluctantly, 
reaching for his musket, which he drew from its cover 
and examined carefully. 

His mother swayed her head. 

Lukashka poured a little gunpowder onto the pan, 
took out a little bag from which he drew some empty 
cartridge cases which he began filling, carefully plug¬ 
ging each one with a ball wrapped in a rag. Then, 
having tested the loaded cartridges with his teeth and 
examined them, he put down the bag. 

‘I say, Mother, I told you the bags wanted mend¬ 
ing; have they been done?’ he asked. 

‘Oh yes, our dumb girl was mending something 
last night. Why, is it time for you to be going back 
to the cordon? I haven’t seen anything of you!’ 

‘Yes, as soon as I have got ready I shall have to go,’ 
answered Lukashka, tying up the gunpowder. ‘And 
where is our dumb one? Outside?’ 

‘Chopping wood, I expect. She kept fretting for 
you. “I shall not see him at all!” she said. She puts 
her hand to her face like this, and clicks her tongue 
and presses her hands to her heart as much as to say 
—"sorry.” Shall I call her in? She understood all 
about the abnk.’ 

‘Call her,’ said LukAshka. ‘And I had some tallow 
there; bring it: I must grease my sword.’ 
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The old woman went out, and a few minutes later 
Lukashka's dumb sister came up the creaking steps 
and entered the hut. She was six years oldpr than her 
brother and would have been extremely like him had 
it not been for the dull and coarsely changeable ex¬ 
pression (common to ail deaf and dumb people) of her 
face. She wore a coarse smock all patched; her feet 
were bare and muddy, and on her head she had an 
old blue kerchief. Her neck, arms, and face were 
sinewy like a peasant’s. Her clothing and her whole 
appearance indicated that she always did the hard 
work of a man. She brought in a heap of logs which 
she threw down by the oven. Then she went up to her 
brother, and with a joyful smile which made her 
whole face pucker up, touched him on the shoulder 
and began making rapid signs to him with her hands, 
her face, and whole body. 

‘That’s right, that’s right, Stcpka is a trump!’ 
answered the brother, nodding. ‘She’s fetched every¬ 
thing and mended everything, she’s a trump! Here, 
take this for it!’ He brought out two pieces of ginger¬ 
bread from his pocket and gave them to her. 

The dumb woman’s face (lushed with pleasure, and 
she began making a weird noise for joy. Having 
seized tile gingerbread she !x-gan to gesticulate still 
more rapidly, frequently pointing in one direction 
and passing her thick finger over her eyebrows and 
her face. Lukashka understood her and kept nodding, 
while he smiled slightly. She was telling him to give 
the girls dainties, and that the girls liked him, and 
that one girl, Maryanka—the best of them all—-loved 
him. She indicated Marydnka by rapidly pointing 
in the direction of MaryAnka’s home and to her own 
eyebrows and face, and by smacking her lips and 
swaying her head. ‘Loves’ she expressed by pressing 
her hands to her breast, kissing her hand, and pre¬ 
tending to embrace someone. Their mother returned 
to the hut, and seeing what her dumb daughter was 
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window. See, she’s going for water and you’re still 
sleeping!’ 

Oldnin avyoke and jumped up, feeling fresh and 
light-hearted at the sight of the old man and at the 
sound of his voice. 

‘Quick, Vanyusha, quick!’ he cried. 

‘Is that the way you go hunting?’ said the old man. 
‘Others are having their breakfast and you are asleep! 
Lyam! Here!’ he called to his dog. ‘Is your gun 
ready?’ he shouted, as loud as if a whole crowd were 
in the hut. 

‘Well, it’s true I’m guilty, but it can’t be helped! 
The powder, Vanyusha, and the wads!’ said Oldnin. 

‘A fine!' shouted the old man. 

'Du tay voulay vou?’ asked Vanyusha, grinning. 

‘You’re not one of us—your gabble is not like our 
speech, you devil!’ the old man shouted at Vanyusha, 
lhowing the stumps of his teeth. 

‘A first offence must be forgiven,’ said Olinin play¬ 
fully, drawing on his high boots. 

‘The first offence shall be forgiven,’ answered 
Er6shka, ‘but if you oversleep another time you’ll be 
fined a pail of chikhir. When it gets warmer you won’t 
find the deer.’ 

‘And even if we do find him he is wiser than we 
are,’ said Olenin, repeating the words spoken by the 
old man the evening before, 'and you can’t deceive 
him!' 

‘Yes, laugh away! You kill one first, and then you 
may talk. Now then, hurry up! Look, there’s the 
master himself coming to see you,’ added Erdshka, 
looking out of the window. ‘Just see how he’s got 
himself up. He’s put on a new coat so that you should 
see that he’s an officer. Ah, these people, these 
people!’ 

Sure enough, Vanyusha came in and announced 
that the master of the house wished to see Olenin. 

'L'arjan!' he remarked profoundly, to forewarn ms 
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master of the meaning of this visitation. Following 
him, the master of the house in a new Circassian coat 
with an officer’s stripes on the shoulders and with 
polished boots (quite exceptional among Cossacks) 
entered the room, swaying fom side to side and con¬ 
gratulated his lodger on his safe arrival. 

The cornet, Elias Vasllich, was an educated Cossack. 
He had been to Russia proper, was a regimental 
school-teacher, and above all he was noble. He 
wished to appear noble, but one could not help 
feeling that beneath his grotesque pretence of polish, 
liis affectation, his self-confidence, and his absurd 
way of speaking, he was just the same as Daddy 
Erbshka. This could also be clearly seen by his sun¬ 
burnt face and his hands and his red nose. Olenin 
asked him to sit down. 

‘Good morning, Father Elias Vasllich,’ said 
Erbshka, rising with (or so it seemed to Olenin) an 
ironically low bow. 

‘Good morning, Daddy. So you're here already,’ 
said the cornet, with a careless nod. 

The comet was a man of about forty, with a grey 
pointed beard, skinny and lean, but handsome and 
very fresh-looking for his age. Having come to see 
Olenin he was evidently afraid of being taken for an 
ordinary Cossack, and wanted to let Olenin feel hii 
importance from the first. 

‘That’s our Egyptian Nimrod,’ he remarked, ad¬ 
dressing Olbnin and pointing to the old man with a 
self-satisfied smile. ‘A mighty hunter before the Lord! 
He’s our foremost man on every hand. You’ve already 
been pleased to get acquainted with him.’ 

Daddy Erbshka gazed at his feet in their shoes of 
wet raw hide and shook his head thoughtfully at the 
comet’s ability and learning, and muttered to him¬ 
self: ‘Gyptian Nimvrod! What things he invents!' 

‘Yes, you see we mean to go hunting,’ answered 
Olbnin. 
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‘Yes, sir, exactly,’ said the cornet, ‘but I have a 
small business with you.' 

‘What do you want?’ 

‘Seeing that you are a gentleman,’ began the cornet, 
‘and as I may understand myself to be in the rank 
of an officer too, and theiefore we may always pro¬ 
gressively negotiate, as gentlemen do’ (he stopped and 
looked with a smile at Olenin and at the old man). 
‘But if you have the desire with my consent, then, as 
my wife is a foolish woman of our class, she could 
not quite comprehend your words of yesterday’s date. 
Therefoie my quarters might be let for six rubles to 
the Regimental Adjutant, without the stables; but 
I can always avert that from myself free of charge. 
But, as you desire, therefore I, being myself of an 
officer’s rank, can come to an agreement with you 
in everything personally, as an inhabitant of this 
district, not according to our customs, but can main¬ 
tain the conditions in every way. . . .’ 

‘Speaks clearly!’ muttered the old man. 

The cornet continued in the same strain for a long 
time. At last, not without difficulty, Olenin gathered 
that the cornet wished to let his rooms to him, Olenin, 
for six rubles a month. The latter gladly agreed to 
this, and offered his visitor a glass of tea. The comet 
declined it. 

‘According to our silly custom we consider it a sort 
of sin to drink out of a “worldly” tumbler,’ he said. 
‘Though, of course, with my education I may undet- 
stand, but my wife from her human weakness . . .’ 

‘Well then, will you have some tea?’ 

‘If you will permit me, I will bring my own par¬ 
ticular glass,’ answered the cornet, and stepped out 
into the porch. ‘Bring me my glass!’ he cried. 

In a few minutes the door opened and a young 
sunburnt arm in a print sleeve thrust itself in, holding 
a tumbler in the hand. The comet went up, took it, 
and whispered something to his daughter. Olenin 
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poured lea for the cornet into the latter’s own 
‘particular’ glass, and for Eroshka into a ‘worldly’ 
glass. • 

‘However, I do not desire to detain you,’ said the 
cornet, scalding Ins lips and emptying his tumbler. 
‘I too have a great liking foi fishing, and I am here, 
so to say, only on leave of absence for recreation from 
my duties. 1 too have the desne to tempt fortune and 
sec whether some Gifts of the loci' may not fall to 
my share, I hope you loo will tome and see us and 
have a drink of our wine, accoidmg to the custom of 
our village,’ he added. 

The cornet bossed, shook hands with Olenin, and 
scent out. While Olenin seas getting ready, lie heard 
the cornet giving orders to his family in an authori¬ 
tative and sensible tone, and a few minutes later he 
saw him pass by the window in a tattered s oat svith 
his trousers rolled up to his knees and a fishing net 
over his shoulder. 

‘A rascal!’ said Daddy Eroshka, emptying his 
‘worldly’ tumbler. ‘And will you really pay Inin six 
rubles? Was such a thing ever heard of? They would 
let you the best hut in the village lor two rubles What 
a beast! Why, I’d let you have mine for three!’ 

‘No, I'll remain here,’ said Olenin. 

‘Six rubles!.. . Clearly it’s a fool’s money. Eh, eh, 
eh!’ answered the old man. ‘Let’s have some dnkhir, 
Ivdnl’ 

Having had a snaik and a drink of vodka to pre¬ 
pare themselves for the road, Olenin and the old man 
went out together before eight o’clock. 

At the gate they came up against a wagon to which 
a pair of oxen were harnessed With a white kerchief 
tied round her head down to her eyes, a coat over her 
smock, and wearing high boots, Maryanka with a 
long switch in her hand was dragging the oxen by 
a cord tied to their horns. 

1 The name of a poem by Lermontov. 
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‘Mammy,’ said the old man, pretending that he 
was going to seize her. 

Maryinka'flourished her switch at him and glanced 
merrily at them both with her beautiful eyes. 

Olenin felt still more light-hearted. 

‘Now then, come on, come on,’ he said, throwing 
his gun on his shoulder and conscious of the girl’s eyes 
upon him. 

‘Gee up!’ sounded Marydnka’s voice behind them, 
followed by the creak of the moving wagon. 

As long as their road lay through the pastures at 
the back of the village Erdshka went on talking. He 
could not forget the comet and kept on abusing him. 

‘Why are you so angry with him?’ asked Olenin. 

‘He’s stingy. 1 don’t like it,’ answered the old man. 
‘He’ll leave it all behind when he dies! Then who’s 
he saving up for? He’s built two houses, and he’s 
got a second garden from his brother by a law-suit. 
And in the matter of papers what a dog he is! They 
come to him from other villages to fill up documents. 
As he writes it out, exactly so it happens. He gets it 
quite exact. But who is he saving for? He’s only got 
one boy and the girl; when she’s married who’ll be 
left?’ 

‘Well then, he’s saving up for her dowry,’ said 
Olenin. 

‘What dowry? The girl is sought after, she’s a fine 
girl. But he’s such a devil that he must yet marry 
her to a rich fellow. He wants to get a big price for 
her. There’s Luke, a Cossack, a neighbour and a 
nephew of mine, a fine lad. It’s he who killed the 
Chechen—he has been wooing her for a long time, but 
he hasn’t let him have her. He’s given one excuse, 
and another, and a third. “The girl’s too young,” 
he says. But I know what he is thinking. He wants 
to keep them bowing to him. He’s been acting shame¬ 
fully about that girl. Still, they will get her for Lu- 
kishka, because he is the best Cossack in the village. 
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a brave, who has killed an abrek and will be rewarded 
with a cross,’ 

‘But how about this? When I was walking up and 
down the yard last night, I sawmy landlord’s daughter 
and some Cossack kissing,’ said Olenin. 

‘You’re pretending!’ cried the old man, stopping. 

‘On my word,’ said Olenin. 

‘Women are the devil,’ said Erdshka pondering. 
‘But what Cossack was it?’ 

‘I couldn’t see.’ 

‘Well, what sort of a cap had he, a white one?' 

‘Yes.’ 

‘And a red coat? About your height?’ 

‘No, a bit taller.’ 

‘It’s he!’ and Erdshka burst out laughing. ‘It’* 
himself, it’s Mark. He is Luke, but I call him Mark 
for a joke. His very self! I love him. I was just such 
a one myself. What’s the good of minding them? 
My sweetheart used to sleep with her mother and her 
sister-in-law, but I managed to get in. She used to 
sleep upstairs; that witch her mother was a regular 
demon; it’s awful how she hated me. Well, I used to 
come with a chum, Gfrchik his name was. We’d 
come under her window and I’d climb on his shoulders, 
push up the window and begin groping about. She 
used to sleep just there on a bench. Once I w oke her 
up and she nearly called out. She hadn't recognized 
me. “Who is there?” she said and I could not answer. 
Her mother was even beginning to stir, but I took off 
my cap and shoved it over her mouth; and she at once 
knew it by a seam in it, and ran out to me. I used not 
to want anything then. She’d bring along clotted 
cream and grapes and everything,’ added Ertuhka 
(who always explained things practically), ‘and she 
wasn't the only one. It was a life!’ 

‘And what now?’ 

‘Now we’ll follow the dog, get a pheasant to settle 
on a tree, and then you may fire.’ 
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‘Would you have made up to Maryinka?’ 

‘Attend to the dogs. I’ll tell you to-night,’ said the 
old man, pointing to his favourite dog, Lyam. 

After a pause they continued talking, while they 
went about a hundred paces. Then the old man 
stopped again and pointed to a twig that lay across 
the path. 

‘What do you think of that?’ he said. ‘You think 
it’s nothing? 11’s bad that this stick is lying so.’ 

‘Why is it bad?’ 

He smiled. 

‘Ah, you don’t know anything. Just listen to me. 
When a stick lies like that don’t you step across it, 
but go round it or throw it off the path this way, and 
say “Father and Son and Holy Ghost,” and then go 
on with God's blessing. Nothing will happen to you. 
That’s what the old men used to teach me.’ 

‘Come, what rubbish!’ said Olenin. ‘You’d better 
tell me more about Maryanka. Does she carry on 
with Lukashka?’ 

‘Hush, ... be quiet now!’ the old man again 
interrupted in a whisper: ‘just listen, we’ll go round 
through the forest.’ 

And the old man, stepping quietly in his soft shoes, 
led the way by a narrow path leading into the dense, 
wild, overgrown forest. Now and again with a frown 
he turned to look at Olenin, who rustled and clattered 
with his heavy boots and, carrying his gun carelessly, 
seveial times caught the twigs of trees that grew 
across the path. 

‘Don’t make a noise. Step softly, soldier!’ the old 
man whispered angiily. 

There was a feeling in the air that the sun had risen. 
The mist was dissolving but it still enveloped the tops 
of the trees. The forest looked terribly high. At 
evety step the aspect changed: what had appeared 
like a tree proved to be a bush, and a reed looked like 
a tree. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

[The mist had partly lifted, showing the wet reed 
thatches, and was now turning into dew that moistened 
the road and the grass beside the fence. Smoke rose 
everywhere in clouds from the chimneys. The people 
were going out of the village, some to their work, 
some to the river, and some to the cordon. The 
hunters walked together along the damp, grass-grown 
path. The dogs, wagging their tails and looking at 
their masters, ran on both sides of them. Myriads of 
gnats hovered in the air and pursued the hunters, 
covering their backs, eyes, and hands. The air was 
fragrant with the grass and with the dampness of the 
forest. Olenin continually looked round at the ox-cart 
m which Maryanka sat urging on the oxen with a long 
switch.] 

It was calm. The sounds from the village, audible 
at first, now no longer readied the sportsmen. Only 
the brambles cr.uked as the dogs ran under them, 
and now and then birds called to one another. 
Olenin knew that danger lurked in the forest, that 
abreks always hid in such places. But he knew too that 
in the forest, for a man on foot, a gun is a great pro¬ 
tection. Not that he was afraid, but he felt that 
another in his place might be; and looking into the 
damp misty forest and listening to the rare and faint 
sounds with strained attention, he changed his hold 
on his gun and experienced a pleasant feeling that 
was new to him. Daddy Kroshka went in front, 
stopping and carefully scanning every puddle where 
an animal had left a double track, and pointing it out 
to Olenin, fie hardly spoke at all and only occasion¬ 
ally made remarks in a whisper. The track they were 
following had once been made by wagons, but the 
grass had long overgrown it. The elm and plane-tree 
forest on both sides of them was so dense and over¬ 
grown with creepers that it was impossible to see 
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anything through it. Nearly every tree was enveloped 
from top to bottom with wild grape vines, and dark 
bramble bifthes covered the ground thickly. Every 
little glade was overgrown with blackberry bushes 
and grey feathery reeds. In places, large hoof-prints 
and small funnel-shaped pheasant-trails led from the 
path into the thicket. The vigour of the growth of 
this forest, untrampled by cattle, struck Oldnin at 
every turn, for he had never seen anything like it. 
This forest, the danger, the old man and his mysterious 
whispering, MaryAnka with her virile upright bearing, 
and the mountains—all this seemed to him like a 
dream. 

‘A pheasant has settled,' whispered the old man, 
looking round and pulling his cap over his face— 
‘Cover your mug! A pheasant!’ he waved his arm 
angrily at Olenin and pushed forward almost on all 
fours. ‘He don’t like a man’s mug.’ 

Olinin was still behind him when the old man 
stopped and began examining a tree. A cock-pheasant 
on the tree clucked at the dog that was barking at it, 
and Olenin saw the pheasant; but at that moment 
a report, as of a cannon, came from Erdshka’s enor¬ 
mous gun, the bird fluttered up and, losing some 
feathers, fell to the ground. Coming up to the old 
man Oldnin disturbed another, and raising his gun 
he aimed and fired. The pheasant flew swifdy up and 
then, catching at the branches as he fell, dropped 
like a stone to the ground. 

‘Good man!’ the old man (who could not hit a 
flying bird) shouted laughing. 

Having picked up the pheasants they went on. 
Oldnin, excited by the exercise and the praise, kept 
addressing remarks to the old man. 

‘Stop! Come this way,’ the old man interrupted. 
‘I noticed the track of deer here yesterday.’ 

After they had turned into the thicket and gone 
some three hundred pares they scrambled through 
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into a glade overgrown with reeds and partly under 
water. Olenin failed to keep up with the old hunts¬ 
man and presently Daddy Erdshka, some twenty 
paces in front, stooped down, nodding and [reckoning 
with his arm. On coming up with him Olenin saw 
a man's footprint to wluch the old man was poinUng. 

'D’you see?' 

‘Yes, well?’ said Oldnin, trying to speak as calmly 
as he could. ‘A man’s footstep!’ 

Involuntarily a thought of Cooper’s Pathfinder and 
of abreks flashed through Olenin's mind, but noticing 
the mysterious manner with which the old man moved 
on, he hesitated to question him and remained in 
doubt whether this mystenousness was caused by tear 
of danger or by the sport. 

‘No, it’s my own footprint,' the old man said 
quietly, and pointed to some grass under which the 
track of an animal was just perceptible. 

The old man went on, and Olenin kept up with 
him. Descending to lower ground some twenty paces 
farther on they came upon a spreading pear-tree, 
under which, on the black earth, lay the fresh dung 
of some animal. 

The spot, all covered over with wild vines, was like 
a cosy arbour, dark and cool. 

‘He’s been here this morning,’ said the old man 
with a sigh; ‘the lair is still damp, quite fresh.’ 

Suddenly they heard a terrible crash in the forest 
some ten paces from where they stood. They both 
started and seized their guns, but they could see 
nothing and only heard the branches breaking. The 
rhythmical rapid thud of galloping was heard for a 
moment and then changed into a hollow rumble 
which resounded farther and farther off, re-echoing 
in wider and wider circles through the forest. Olenin 
felt as though something had snapped in his heart. He 
peered carefully but vainly into the green thicket and 
then turned to the old man. Daddy Erdahka with his 
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gun pressed to his breast stood motionless; his cap 
was thrust backwards, his eyes gleamed with an un¬ 
wonted glow, and his open mouth, with its worn 
yellow teeth, seemed to have stiffened in that position 

‘A horned stag!’ he muttered, and throwing down 
his gun in despair he began pulling at his grey beard, 
‘Here it stood. We should have come round by the 
path. . . . Fool! fool!’ and he gave his beard an angry 
tug. ‘Fool! l’ig!’ he repeated, pulling painfully at 
his own beard. Through the forest something seemed 
to fly away in the mist, and ever farther and farther off 
was heard the sound of the flight of the stag. 

It was already dusk when, hungry, tired, but full 
of vigour, Olenin returned with the old man. Dinner 
was ready. He ate and drank with the old man till 
he felt warm and merry. Oleum then went out into 
die porch. Again, to the west, the mountains rose 
before his eyes. Again the old man told his endless 
stories of hunting, of abreks, of sweethearts, and of all 
that free and reckless life. Again the fair Maryanka 
went in and out and across the yard, her beautiful 
powerful form outlined by her smock. 

CHAPTER XX 

The next day Olenin went alone to the spot where he 
and the old man had startled the slag. Instead of 
passing round through the gate he climbed over the 
prickly hedge, as everybody else did, and before he 
had had time to pull out the thorns that had caught 
in his coat, his dog, which had run on in front, started 
two pheasants. He had hardly stepped among the 
briers when the pheasants began to rise at every step 
(the old man had not shown him that place the day 
before as he meant to keep it tor shooting lrom behind 
the screen). Olemn fired twelve times and killed five 
pheasants, but clambering after them through the 
briers he got so fatigued that he was drenched with 
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perspiration. He called off his dog, uncocked his 
gun, put in a bullet above the small shot, and brush¬ 
ing away the mosquitoes with the widcsleeve of his 
Circassian coat he went slowly to the spot where they 
had been the day before. It was however impossible 
to keep back the dog, who found trails on the very 
path, and Olenin killed two more pheasants, so that 
after being detained by this it was getting towards 
noon before he began to lind the plat c lie was look¬ 
ing for. 

The day was perfectly clear, calm, and hot. The 
morning moisture had dried up even in the forest, 
and myriads of mosquitoes literally rmeted his face, 
his back, and Ins aims. Ills dog had tinned from 
black to grey, its back being covered with mosquitoes, 
and so had Olenin’s coat through whir It the insects 
thrust their slings Olenin was ready to run away 
from them and it seemed to him that it was impossible 
to live in this country in the summer. He was about 
to go home, but rcmemliering that other people 
managed to endure such pain he resolved to bear it 
and gave himself up to be devoured. And strange to 
say, by noontime the feeling became actually pleasant. 
He even felt that without this mosquito-lilled atmo¬ 
sphere around him, and that mosquito-paste mingled 
with perspiration which ins hand smeared over his 
face, and that unceasing irritation all over his body, 
the forest would lose for him some of its character and 
charm. These myriads of insects were so well suited 
to that monsirously lavish wild vegetation, these 
multitudes of birds and beasts which filled the forest, 
this dark foliage, this hot scented air, these runlets 
filled with turbid water which everywhere soaked 
through from the Terek and gurgled here and there 
under the overhanging leaves, that the very thing 
which had at first seemed to him dreadful and in¬ 
tolerable now seemed pleasant. After going round 
the place where yesterday they had found the animal 
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and not finding anything, he felt inclined to rest. The 
sun stood right above the forest and poured its per¬ 
pendicular rays down on his back and head whenever 
he came out into a glade or onto the road. The seven 
heavy pheasants dragged painfully at his waist. Hav¬ 
ing found the traces of yesterday’s stag he crept under 
a bush into the thicket just where the stag had lain, 
and lay down m its lair. He examined the dark foliage 
around him, the place marked by the stag’s perspira¬ 
tion and yesterday’s dung, the imprint of the stag's 
knees, the bit of black earth it had kicked up, and his 
own footprints of the day before. He felt cool and 
comfortable and did not think of or wish for anything. 
And suddenly he was overcome by such a strange 
feeling of causeless joy and of love for everything, that 
from an old habit of his childhood he began crossing 
himself and thanking someone. Suddenly, with extra¬ 
ordinary clearness, he thought: ‘Here am I, Dmitri 
Olinin, a being quite distinct from every other being, 
now lying all alone Heaven only knows where— 
where a stag used to live—an old stag, a beautiful 
stag who perhaps had never seen a man, and in a 
place where no human being has ever sat or thought 
these thoughts. Here I sit, and around me stand old 
and young trees, one of them festooned with wild 
grape vines, and pheasants are fluttering, driving one 
another about and perhaps scenting their murdered 
brothers.’ He felt his pheasants, examined them, and 
wiped the warm blood off his hand onto his coat. 
Perhaps the jackals scent them and with dissatisfied 
faces go off in another direction: above me, flying 
in among the leaves which to them seem enormous 
islands, mosquitoes hang in the air and buzz; one, 
two, three, four, a hundred, a thousand, a million 
mosquitoes, and all of them buzz something or 
other and each one of them is separate from all 
else and is just such a separate Dmitri Olenin as I 
am myself.’ He vividly imagined what the mosquitoes 
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buzzed: This way, this way, lads! Here’s some one 
we can eat!’ They buzzed and stuck to him. And it 
was clear to him that he was not a Russian nobleman, 
a member of Moscow society, the friend and relation 
of so-and-so and so-and-so, but just such a mosquito, 
or pheasant, or deer, as those that were now living all 
around him. ‘Just as they, just as Daddy Eroshka, 
I shall live awhile and die, and as he says truly: “grass 
will grow and nothing more”.’ 

‘But what though the grass does grow?’ he con¬ 
tinued thinking, ‘Still I must live and be happy, 
because happiness is all I desire. Never mind what 
I am—an animal like all the rest, above whom the 
grass will grow and nothing more; or a frame in 
which a bit of the one God has been set,- still 1 must 
live in the very best way. How then must I live to be 
happy, and why was I not happy before?’ And he 
began to recall his former life and he felt disgusted 
with himself. He appeared to himself to have been 
terribly exacting and selfish, though he now saw that 
all the while he really needed nothing for himself. 
And he looked round at the foliage with the light 
shining through it, at the setting sun and the clear 
sky, and he felt just as happy as before. ‘Why am I 
happy, and what used I to live for?’ thought he. 
‘How much I exacted for myself; how 1 schemed 
and did not manage to gain anything but shame and 
sorrow! and, there now, I require nothing to be 
happy;’ and suddenly a new light seemed to reveal 
itself to him. ‘Happiness is this!’ he said to himself, 
‘Happiness lies in living for others. That is evident. 
The desire for happiness is innate in every man; 
therefore it is legitimate. When trying to satisfy it 
selfishly—that is, by seeking for oneself riches, fame, 
comforts, or love—it may happen that circumstance* 
arise which make it impossible to satisfy these desires. 
It follows that it is these desires that are illegitimate, 
but not the need for happiness. But what desires can 
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always be satisfied despite external circumstances? 
What are they? Love, self-sacrifice.’ He was so glad 
and excited yvhen he had discovered this, as it seemed 
to him, new truth, that he jumped up and began 
impatiently seeking some one to sacrifice himself for, 
to do good to and to love. ‘Since one wants nothing 
for oneself,’ he kept thinking, “why not live for others?’ 
He took up his gun with the intention of returning 
home quickly to think this out and to find an oppor¬ 
tunity of going good. He made his way out of the 
thicket. When he had conic out into the glade he 
looked around him; the sun was no longer visible 
above the tree-tops. It had grown cooler and the 
place seemed to him quite strange and not like 
the country round the village. Everything seemed 
changed—the weather and the character of the forest; 
the sky was wrapped in clouds, the wind was rustling 
in the tree-tops, and all around nothing was visible 
but reeds and dying broken-down trees. He called 
to his dog who had run away to follow some animal, 
and his voice came back as in a desert. And suddenly 
he was seized with a terrible sense of weirdness. He 
grew frightened. He remembered the abreks and the 
murders he had been told about, and he expected 
every moment that an abrek would spring from behind 
every bush and he would have to defend his life and 
die, or be a coward. He thought of God and of the 
future life as for long he had not thought about them. 
And all around was that same gloomy stem wild 
nature. ‘Aral is it worth while living for oneself,’ 
thought he, ‘when at any moment you may die, and 
die without having done any good, and so that no one 
will know of it?’ He went in the direction where he 
fancied the village lay. Of his shooting he had no 
further thought; but he felt tired to death and peered 
round at every bush and tree with particular attention 
and almost with terror, expecting every moment to 
be called to account for his life. After having wan- 
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dered about for a considerable time he came upon a 
ditch down which was flowing cold sandy water from 
the Terek, and, not to go astray any longer, he decided 
to follow it. He went on without knowing where the 
ditch would lead him. Suddenly the reeds behind him 
crackled. He shuddered and seized his gun, and then 
felt ashamed of himself: the over-excited dog, panting 
hard, had thrown itself into the cold walcr of the 
ditch and was lapping it! 

He too had a dunk, and then followed the dog in 
the direction it wished to go, thinking it would lead 
him to the village Hut despite the dog’s company 
everything around him seemed still more dreary. 
The foiest giew darker and the wind grew stronger 
and stronger in the tojis of the broken old trees. Some 
large birds circled screeching round their nests in 
those trees. The vegetation grew poorer and he eamc 
oftener and oftener upon rustling reeds and bare 
sandy spares covered with animal footprints. To the 
howling of the wind was added another kind of cheer¬ 
less monotonous roar. Altogether his spirits became 
gloomy. Hutting his hand behind him he felt hu 
pheasants, and found one missing. It had broken 
off and was lost, and only the bleeding head and beak 
remained sticking in his bell. He felt more frightened 
than he had ever done before. 1 ie began to pray to 
God, and feared above all that he might die without 
having done anything good or kind; and he so wanted 
to live, and to live so as to perform a feat of self- 
sacrifice. 


CHAPTER XXI 

Suddenly it was as though the sun had shone kito 
his soul. He heard Russian being spoken, and also 
heard the rapid smooth flow of the Terek, and a few 
steps farther in front of him saw the brown moving 
surface of the river, with the dim-coloured wet sand 
of its banks and shallows, the distant steppe, the 
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cordon watch-tower outlined above the water, a 
saddled and hobbled horse among the brambles, and 
then the mountains opening out before him. The red 
sun appeared for an instant from under a cloud and 
its last rays glittered brightly along the river over the 
reeds, on the watch-tower, and on a group of Cossacks, 
among whom Lukdshka’s vigorous figure attracted 
ORnin’s involuntary attention. 

Olenin felt that he was again, without any appa¬ 
rent cause, perfectly happy. He had come upon the 
Nfzhni-Prototsk post on the T£rek, opposite a pro- 
Russian Tartar village on the other side of the river. 
He accosted the Cossacks, but not finding as yet any 
excuse for doing anyone a kindness, he entered the 
hut; nor in the hut did he find any such opportunity. 
The Cossacks received him coldly. On entering the 
mud hut he lit a cigarette. The Cossacks paid little 
attention to him, first because he was smoking a 
cigarette, and secondly because they had something 
else to divert them that evening. Some hostile 
Chechens, relatives of the abnk who had been killed, 
had come from the hills with a scout to ransom the 
body; and the Cossacks were waiting for their Com¬ 
manding Officer’s arrival from the village. The dead 
man’s brother, tall and well shaped with a short 
cropped beard which was dyed red, despite his very 
tattered coat and cap was calm and majestic as a king. 
His face was very like that of the dead abrek. He did 
not deign to look at anyone and never once glanced 
at the dead body, but sitting on his heels in the shade 
he spat as he smoked his short pipe, and occasionally 
uttered some few guttural sounds of command, which 
were respectfully listened to by his companion. He 
was evidently a brave who had met Russians more 
than once before in quite other circumstances, and 
nothing about them could astonish or even interest 
him. Olenin was about to approach the dead body 
and had begun to look at it when the brother, looking 
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up at him from under his brows with calm contempt, 
said something sharply and angrily. The scout has¬ 
tened to cover the dead man’s face with his coat. 
Olenin was struck by the dignified and stem expres¬ 
sion of the brave's face. He began to speak to him, 
asking from what village he came, hut the Chechen, 
scarcely giving him a glance, spat contemptuously 
and turned away. Olenin was so surprised at the 
Chechen not being interested in him that he could 
only put it down to the man’s stupidity or ignorance 
of Russian; so he turned to the scout, who also acted 
as interpreter. The scout was as ragged as the other, 
but instead of being red haired he was black haired, 
restless, with extremely white gleaming teeth and 
sparkling black eyes. The scout willingly entered into 
conversation and asked for a cigarette. 

‘There were five brothers,’ began the scout in his 
broken Russian. ‘This is the third brother the 
Russians have killed, only two are left. He is a brave, 
a great brave!’ he said, pointing to the Chechen. 
‘When they killed Ahmet Khan (the dead brave) this 
one was sitting on the opposite bank among the reeds. 
He saw it all. Saw him laid in the skiff and brought 
to the bank. He sat there till the night and wished 
to kill the old man, but the others would not let 
him. 1 

Lukishka went up to the speaker, and sat down. 

‘Of what village?’ asked he. 

‘From there in the hills,’ replied the scout, pointing 
to the misty bluish gorge beyond the Terek. ‘Do 
you know Suuk-su? It is about eight miles beyond 
that.’ 

‘Do you know Giriy Khan in Suuk-su?’ asked 
Lukishka, evidently proud of the acquaintance. ‘He 
is my kunak.' 

‘He is my neighbour,’ answered the scout 

‘He’s a trump!’ and Lukishka, evidently much 
interested, began talking to the scout in Tartar. 
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Presently a Cossack captain, with the head of the 
village, arrived on horseback with a suite of two 
Cossacb. The captain—one of the new type of 
Cossack officers—wished the Cossacb ‘Good health,’ 
but no one shouted in reply, ‘Hail! Good health to 
your honour,’ as is customary in the Russian Army, 
and only a few replied with a bow. Some, and among 
them Lukashka, rose and stood erect. The corporal 
replied that all was well at the outposts. All this 
seemed ridiculous: it was as if these Cossacb were 
playing at being soldiers. But these foimalities soon 
gave place to ordinary ways of behaviour, and the 
captain, who was a smart Cossack just like the others, 
began speaking lluently in Tartar to the interpreter. 
They filled in some document, gave it to the scout, 
and received from him some money. Then they 
approached the body. 

‘Which of you is I.uke Gavrilov?’ asked the captain. 

Lukbhka took off his cap and came forward. 

‘I have reported your exploit to the Commander. 
I don’t know what will come of it. I have recom¬ 
mended you for a cross; you’re too young to be made 
a sergeant. Can you read?’ 

‘I can’t.’ 

‘But what a fine fellow to look at!’ said the captain, 
again playing the commander. ‘Put on your cap. 
Which of the Gavrilovs docs he come of? ... the 
Broad, eh?’ 

‘His nephew,’ replied the corporal. 

*1 know, I know. Well, lend a hand, help them,’ 
he said, turning to the Cossacb. 

I.ukashka’s face shone with joy and seemed hand¬ 
somer than usual. He moved away from the corporal, 
and having put on his cap sat down beside Olenin. 

When the body had been carried to the skiff 
the brother Chechen descended to the bank. The 
Cossacb involuntarily stepped aside to let him pass. 
He jumped into the boat and pushed off from the 
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bank with his powerful leg, and now, as Olenin 
noticed, for the first time threw a rapid glance at all 
tlic Cossacks and then abruptly asked hts companion 
a question. The latter answered something and 
pointed to Ltikashka. The Chechen looked at him 
and, turning slowly away, gazed at the opposite bank. 
That look expressed not haticd but cold contempt. 
He again made some remark. 

‘What is he saying?’ Olenin asked of the fidgety 
scout. 

'Yours kill ours, ours slay yours. It’s always the 
same,’ replied the scout, evidently inventing, and 
he smiled, showing his white teeth, .is he jumped into 
the skiff. 

The dead man’s brother sat motionless, gazing at 
the opposite bank. He was so full of hatred and 
contempt that thrrr was nothing on this side of the 
river that moved his cuiiosity. flic scout, standing 
up at one end ol the skiff and dipping Ins paddle now 
on one side now on the other, steered skilfully while 
talking mrcssanllv. The skiff became smaller and 
smaller as it moved obliquely across the stream, the 
voices became scarcely audible, and at la3t, sull 
within sight, they landed on the opposite bank where 
their horses stood waiting. There they lilted out the 
corpse and (though the horse sliud) laid it across one 
of the saddles, mounted, and rode at a foot-pat e along 
the road past a Tartar village from which a crowd 
came out to look at them. I he Cossacks on the 
Russian side of the river were highly satisfied and 
jovial. Laughter and jokes were heard on all sides. 
The captain and the head of the village entered the 
mud hut to regale themselves. Lukaslika, vainly 
striving to impart a sedate expression to his merry 
face, sat down with his ellxrws on his knees beside 
Olenin and whittled away at a stick. 

‘Why do you smoke?’ he said with assumed 
curiosity. ‘Is it good?’ 
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He evidently spoke because he noticed Olenin felt 
ill at ease and isolated among the Cossacks. 

‘It’s just a habit,’ answered Oldnin. ‘Why?’ 

‘H’m, if one of us were to smoke there would be 
a row! Look there now, the mountains are not far 
off,’ continued Lukashka, ‘yet you can’t get there! 
How will you get back alone? It’s getting dark. 
I’ll take you, if you like. You ask the corpoial to give 
me leave.’ 

‘What a fine fellow!’ thought Olenin, looking at 
the Cossack’s bright face. He remembered Maryinka 
and the kiss he had heard by the gate, and he was 
sorry for Luk&shka and his want of culture. ‘What 
confusion it is,’ he thought. ‘A man kills another and 
is happy and satisfied with himself as if he had done 
something excellent. Can it be that nothing tells 
him that it is not a reason for any rejoicing, and 
that happiness lies not in killing, but in sacrificing 
oneself?’ 

‘Well, you had better not meet him again now, 
mate 1 ’ said one of the Cossacks who had seen the skiff 
off, addressing Lukashka. ‘Did you hear him asking 
about you?’ 

Luklshka raised his head. 

'My godson?’ said Lukishka, meaning by that word 
the dead Chechen. 

‘Your godson won’t rise, but the red one is the 
godson’s brother!’ 

‘Let him thank God that he got off whole himself,’ 
replied Lukishka. 

‘What are you glad about?’ asked OMnin. ‘Suppos¬ 
ing your brother had been killed would you be 
glad?’ 

The Cossack looked at Olenin with laughing eyes. 
He seemed to have understood all that Olifnin wished 
to say to him, but to be above such considerations. 

‘Well, that happens too! Don’t our fellows get 
killed sometimes?’ 
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CHAPTER XXII 

The captain and the head of the village* rode away, 
and Olenin, to please LukAshka as well as to avoid 
going back alone through the dark forest, asked the 
corporal to give Lukashka leave, and the corporal 
did so. Olenin thought that Lukashka wanted to see 
MaryAnka and he was also glad of the companion¬ 
ship of such a pleasant-looking and sociable Cossack. 
LukAshka and MaryAnka he involuntarily united in 
his mind, and he found pleasure in thinking about 
them. ‘He loves MaryAnka,’ thought OHnin, ‘and 
I could love her,’ and a new and powerful emotion of 
tenderness overcame him as they walked homewards 
together through the dark forest. I.ukAshka too felt 
happy; something akin to love made itself felt between 
these two very different young men. Every time they 
glanced at one another they wanted to laugh. 

‘By which gate do you enter?’ asked Olenin. 

‘By the middle one. But I’ll see you as far as the 
marsh. After that you have nothing to fear.' 

Olenin laughed. 

‘Do you think I am afraid? Go back, and thank 
you. I can get on alone.’ 

‘It's all right! What have I to do? And how can 
you help being afraid? Even we are afraid,’ said 
LukAshka to set Olenin's self-esteem at rest, and he 
laughed too. 

‘Then come in with me. We’ll have a talk and a 
drink and in the morning you can go back.' 

‘Couldn’t I find a place to spend the night ?’ laughed 
LukAshka. ‘But the corporal asked me to go back.’ 

‘I heard you singing last night, and also saw you.' 

‘Every one . . .’ and Luke swayed his head. 

‘Is it true you are getting married?’ asked OlAnin. 

‘Mother wants me to marry. But I have not got 
a horse yet.' 

'Aren’t you in the regular service?' 
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He evidently spoke because he noticed Olenin felt 
ill at ease and isolated among the Cossacks. 

‘It’s just a habit,’ answered Oldnin. ‘Why?’ 

‘H’m, if one of us were to smoke there would be 
a row! Look there now, the mountains are not far 
off,’ continued Lukashka, ‘yet you can’t get there! 
How will you get back alone? It’s getting dark. 
I’ll take you, if you like. You ask the corpoial to give 
me leave.’ 

‘What a fine fellow!’ thought Olenin, looking at 
the Cossack’s bright face. He remembered Maryinka 
and the kiss he had heard by the gate, and he was 
sorry for Luk&shka and his want of culture. ‘What 
confusion it is,’ he thought. ‘A man kills another and 
is happy and satisfied with himself as if he had done 
something excellent. Can it be that nothing tells 
him that it is not a reason for any rejoicing, and 
that happiness lies not in killing, but in sacrificing 
oneself?’ 

‘Well, you had better not meet him again now, 
mate 1 ’ said one of the Cossacks who had seen the skiff 
off, addressing Lukashka. ‘Did you hear him asking 
about you?’ 

Luklshka raised his head. 

'My godson?’ said Lukishka, meaning by that word 
the dead Chechen. 

‘Your godson won’t rise, but the red one is the 
godson’s brother!’ 

‘Let him thank God that he got off whole himself,’ 
replied Lukishka. 

‘What are you glad about?’ asked OMnin. ‘Suppos¬ 
ing your brother had been killed would you be 
glad?’ 

The Cossack looked at Olenin with laughing eyes. 
He seemed to have understood all that Olifnin wished 
to say to him, but to be above such considerations. 

‘Well, that happens too! Don’t our fellows get 
killed sometimes?’ 
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'I came by my own wisli,’ replied Olenin. ‘I 
wanted to we vour parti and to join some expeditions.’ 

‘I would go on an ex|X'dmon any. day,’ said 
Lukaslika. ‘D'vou hear the jackals howling?’ he 
added, listening. 

‘I say, don’t you feci any horror at having killed a 
man?’ asked Olenin 

‘What’s there to be (lightened about? But I should 
like to join an expedition,' J.ukashka repeated ‘How 
I want to! llow I want to!’ 

‘Perhaps wc may be going together. Our company 
is going before the holidays, and vour “hundred” too.’ 

‘And what did you want to come here for J You've 
a house and horses and sells. In your place I’d do 
nothing but make merrv! And what is your tank?’ 

T am a cadet, but have been recommended for a 
commission ’ 

‘Well, if you’re not bragging about your home, if 
I were jou I’d never have left it! Yes, I'd never have 
gone away anywhere. Do you lind it pleasant living 
among us?’ 

‘Yes, very pleasant,' answered Olenin. 

It had grown quite dark before, talking in this way, 
they approached the village, l'hry were still sur¬ 
rounded by the deep gloom of the forest. The wind 
howled through the tree-tops. The jackals suddi uly 
seemed to be crying close beside them, howling, 
chuckling, and sobbing; but ahead of them in (he 
village the sounds of women's voices and the barking 
of dogs could already be heard, the outlines of the huts 
were clearly to be seen; lights gleamed and the air 
was filled with the peculiar smell of kw,yak smoke. 
Olenin felt keenly, that night especially, that here in 
this village was his home, his family, ail Ins happiness, 
and that he never had and never would live so happily 
anywhere as he did in this Cossack village. He was so 
fond of everybody and especially of Lukashka that 
night. On reaching home, to Lukashka’s great 
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surprise, Olenin with his own hands led out of the 
shed a horse he had bought in Groznoe—it was not 
the one he usually rode but another—not a bad horse 
though no longer young, and gave it to Lukdshka. 

‘Why should you give me a present?’ said Luk£shka, 
‘I have not yet done anything for you.’ 

‘Really it is nothing,’ answered Olenin. 'Take it, 
and you will give me a present, and we’ll go on an 
expedition against the enemy together.’ 

Lukdshka became confused. 

‘But what d’you mean by it? As if a horse were of 
little value,’ he said without looking at the horse. 

‘Take it, take it! If you don’t you will offend me. 
Vanyusha! Take the grey horse to his house,’ 

LukAshka took hold of the halter. 

‘Well then, thank you! This is something un¬ 
expected, undreamt of.’ 

Olenin was as happy as a boy of twelve. 

‘Tie it up here. It’s a good hone. I bought it in 
Grbznoe; it gallops splendidly! Vanyusha, bring us 
some chikhir. Come into the hut.' 

The wine was brought. Lukishka sat down and 
took the wine-bowl. 

‘God willing I’ll find a way to repay you,’ he said, 
finishing his wine. ‘How are you called?’ 

‘Dmitri Andreich.’ 

'Well, ’Mitry Andreich, God bless you. We will 
be kmaks. Now you must come to see us. Though 
we are not rich people still we can treat a kunak, and 
I will tell mother in case you need anything—clotted 
cream or grapes—and if you come to the cordon I’m 
your servant to go hunting or to go across the river, 
anywhere you like! There now, only the other day, 
what a boar I killed, and I divided it among the 
Cossacks, but if I had only known I’d have given it 
to you.’ 

‘That’s all right, thank you! But don’t harness the 
horse, it has never been in harness.’ 
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‘Why harness the horse? And there is something 
else I’ii tell you if you like,’ said Lukashka, bending 
his head. ‘I have a kurnk, Girev Khan. He asked me 
to lie in ambush by the road where they come down 
from the mountains. Shall we go together? I’ll not 
betray you. I’ll be your murid.'' 

'Yes, we’ll go; we’ll go some day.’ 

Lukishka seemed quite to have quieted down and 
to have understood Olenin’s attitude towards him. 
His calmness and the ease of his behaviour surprised 
Olenin, and he did not even quite like it. They 
talked long, and it was late when Lukashka, not Upsy 
(he never was tipsy) but having drunk a good deal, 
left Olenin after shaking hands. 

Olenin looked out of the window to see what he 
would do. Lukashka went out, hanging his head. 
Then, having led the horse out of the gate, lie suddenly 
shook his head, threw the reins ol the halter over its 
head, sprang onto its back like a cat, gave a wild shout, 
and galloped down the street. Olenin expected that 
Lukishka would go to share his joy with Maryinka, 
but though he did not do so Olenin still lelt his soul 
more at ease than ever before in his life. He was as 
delighted as a boy, and could not refrain from telling 
Vanyusha not only that he had given Luk&shka the 
horse, but also why he had done it, as well as his new 
theory of happiness. Vanyusha did not approve of 
his theory, and announced that 'I’argent d riy a pas!’ 
and that therefore it was all nonsense. 

Lukashka rode home, jumped oil the horse, and 
handed it over to his mother, telling her to let it out 
with the communal Cossack herd. He himself had 
to return to the cordon that same night. His deaf 
sister undertook to take the horse, and explained by 
signs that when she saw the man who had given the 

1 In the religious and racial revival led by Shamyi, a 
murid was a follower or disciple attached to a murshid or 
teacher. 
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horse, she would bow down at his feet. The old 
woman only shook her head at her son’s story, and 
decided m .her own mind that he had stolen it. Site 
therefmc told the deal'girl to take it to the herd before 
daybieak. 

Lukashka went back alone to the coidon pondering 
over Olenin’s action. Though lie did not consider 
the horse a good one, yet it was worth at least forty 
rubles and Lukashka was very glad to have the 
present, but why it had been given him he could not 
at all understand, and therefore he did not experience 
the least feeling ol gratitude. On the contrary, vague 
suspicions that the cadet had some evil intentions 
tilled his mind What those intentions were he could 
not decide, but neither could he admit the idea that 
a stranger would give him a hone worth forty rubles 
for nothing, just out of kindness; it seemed impossible. 
Had lie been drunk one might understand it! He 
might have wished to show off. But the cadet had 
been sober, and therefore must have wished to bribe 
him to do something wrong. ‘Eh, humbug!’ thought 
Lukdshka. 'Haven’t I got the horse and we’ll see 
later on. I’m not a fool myself and we shall see who’ll 
get the better of the other,’ he thought, feeling the 
necessity of being on bis guard, and therefore arousing 
in himself unfriendly feelings towards Oirmn. He 
told no one how he had got the horse. 'To some he 
said he had bought it, to others he replied evasively. 
However, the truth soon got about in the village, and 
Lukashka’s mother and Maiyanka, as well as Elias 
Vasiluli and other Cossacks, when they heard ol 
Olenin’s unnecessary gilt, were perplexed, and began 
to be on their guard against the Cadet. But despite 
their fears his action aroused in them a great respect 
for lus simplicity and wealth. 

‘Have you heard.’ said one, ‘that the cadet quartered 
on Elias Vasllich has thrown a fifty-ruble horse at 
Lukashka? He’s rich! .. .’ 
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‘Yes, I heard of it,’ replied another profoundly, 'he 
must have done him some prat service. We shall see 
what will come of this cadet. Eh! what luck that 
Snatcher has!’ 

‘Those cadets are crafty, awfully crafty,’ said a 
third. ‘See il he don't go setting lire to a building, or 
doing something!’ 

CHAPTER XXIII 

Olenin’s life went on with monotonous regularity. 
He had little intercourse with the < orninandmg officers 
or with his equals. The position of a rich cadi t in the 
Caucasus was peculiarly advantageous m this inspect. 
He was not sent out to work, or for training. As a 
reward for going on an expedition he wax recom¬ 
mended for a commission, and meanwhile he was leit 
in peace. The officers regarded him as an aristocrat 
and behaved towards him with dignity. Card-playing 
and die officers’ carousals accompanied bv the soldier- 
singers, of which he had had ex|>eneiice when he was 
with the detachment, did not seem to him attractive, 
and he also avoided the society and life of the 
officers in the village. The life of officers stationed 
in a Cossack village has long had its own definite 
form. Just as every cadet or officer when in a fort 
regularly drinks porter, plays cards, and discusses the 
rewards given for taking part in the expeditions, so 
in the Cossack villages he regularly drinks chikhit with 
his hosts, treats the girls to sweetmeats and honey, 
dangles after the Cossack women, and falls in love, 
and occasionally marries there. Olenin always took 
his own padi and had an unconscious obicction to 
the beaten tracks. And here, too, he did not follow 
the ruts of a Caucasian officer’s life. 

It came quite naturally to him to wake up at day¬ 
break. After drinking tea and admiring from hu 
porch the mountains, the morning, and Maryinka, 
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he would put on a tattered ox-hide coat, sandals ot 
soaked raw hide, buckle on a dagger, take a gun, 
put cigarettes and some lunch in a little bag, call 
his dog, and soon after five o’clock would start for 
the forest beyond the village. Towards seven in the 
evening he would return tired and hungry with five or 
six pheasants hanging from his belt (sometimes with 
some other animal) and with his bag of food and 
cigarettes untouched. If the thoughts in his head had 
lain like the lunch and cigarettes in the bag, one 
might have seen that during all those fourteen hours 
not a single thought had moved in it. He returned 
morally fresh, strong, and perfectly happy, and he 
could not tell what he had been thinking about all 
the time. Were they ideas, memories, or dreams that 
had been flitting through his mind? They were 
frequently all three. He would rouse himself and ask 
what he had been thinking about; and would see 
himself as a Cossack working in a vineyard with his 
Cossack wife, or an abrek in the mountains, or a boar 
running away from himself. And all the time he kept 
peering and watching for a pheasant, a boar, or a deer. 

In the evening Daddy Eroshka would be sure to be 
sitting with him. Vanyusha would bring a jug of 
chikhvr, and they would converse quietly, drink, and 
separate to go quite contentedly to bed. The next 
day he would again go shooting, again be healthily 
weary, again they would sit convening and drink 
their fill, and again be happy. Sometimes on a 
holiday or day of rest Oldnin spent the whole day 
at home. Then his chief occupation was watching 
Maryinka, whose every movement, without realizing 
it himself, he followed greedily from his window or his 
porch. He regarded Maryanka and loved her (so 
he thought) just as he loved the beauty of the moun¬ 
tains and the sky, and he had no thought of entering 
into any relations with her. It seemed to him that 
between him and her such relations as there were 
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between her and the Cossack Luktishka could not 
exist, and still less such as often existed between rich 
officers and other Cossack girls. It seemed to him 
that if he tried to do as his fellow officers did, he would 
exchange his complete enjoyment of contemplation 
for an abyss ofsutfering, disillusionment, and remorse. 
Besides, he had already achieved a triumph of self- 
sacrifice in connexion with her which had given him 
great pleasure, and above all he was in a way afraid 
of Maryanka and would not for anything have ven¬ 
tured to utter a word of love to her lightly. 

Once during the summer, when Olenin had not 
gone out shooting but was sitting at home, quite un¬ 
expectedly a Moscow acquaintance, a very young 
man whom he had met in society, came in. 

‘Ah, mon chrr , my dear fellow, how glad I was when 
I heard that you were here!’ he began in lus Moscow 
French, and he went on intermingling French words 
in his remarks. They said, “Oltfmn'’. What Oldnin? 
and I was so pleased. . . . Fancy fate bringing us 
together here! Well and how arc you? How? Why?’ 
and Prince Belctski told his whole story: how he had 
temporarily entered the regiment, how the Com- 
mander-in-Chief had offered to take him as an 
adjutant, and how he would take up the post after this 
campaign although personally he felt quite indifferent 
about it. 

‘Living here in this hole one must at least make 
a career—get a cross—or a rank—be transferred to 
the Guards. That is quite indispensable, not for 
myself but for the sake of my relations and friends. 
The prince received me very well; he is a very decent 
fellow,’ said Belctski, and went on unceasingly. ‘I 
have been recommended for the St. Anna Cross for 
the expedition. Now 1 shall stay here a bit until we 
start on the campaign. It’s capital here. What 
women! Well and how are you getting on? I was 
told by our captain, Stirtsev you know, a kind- 
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hearted stupid creature. . . . Well, he said you wc.t 
living like an awful savage, seeing no one! I quit! 
undeistand you don't want to be mixed up with the 
set of officers we have here. I am so glad now yoi 
and I will be able to see something of one another 
I have put up at the Cossack coiporal’s house. Then 
is such a girl there, Ustcnka! I tell you she’s jus' 
charming.’ 

And more and more French and Russian word; 
came pouring forth from that world which Olenir 
thought he had left for ever. The general opinior 
about Bcletski was that he was a nice, good-natured 
fellow. Perhaps he really was: but in spite of hi: 
pretty, good-natured face, Oltfmn thought him ex' 
tremely unpleasant. He seemed just to exhale thai 
filthiness which Olenin had forsworn. What vexcc 
him most was that he could not - had not the strengtf 
—abruptly to repulse this man who came from thai 
world: as if that old world he used to belong to hac 
an irresistible claim on him. Oldnin felt angry witl 
Beldtski and with himself, yet against his wish he 
introduced French phrases into his own conversation 
was intciested in the Commander-in-Chicf and ir 
their Moscow acquaintances, and because in thi: 
Cossack village he and Bcletski both spoke F'rcnch, he 
spoke contemptuously of their fellow officers and o: 
the Cossacks, and was friendly with Bcletski, promis 
ing to visit him and inviting him to drop in to see him 
Olenin however did not himself go to see Beletski. 

Vanyusha for his part approved of Bel 4 tski, re 
marking that he was a real gentleman. 

Bcletski at once adopted the customary life of a rich 
officer in a Cossack village. Before Oleum’s eyes, ir 
one month he came to be like an old resident of th< 
village; he made the old men drunk, arranged evening 
parties, and himself went to parties arranged by the 
girls—bragged of his conquests, and even got so fai 
that, for some unknown reason, the woman and girli 
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began calling him grandad, and the Cossacks, to 
whom a man who loved wine and women was clearly 
understandable, got used to him and evt-n liked him 
better than they did Olenin, who was a puzzle to 
them. 


CHAPTER XXIV 

It was five in the morning. Vanyusha was in the 
porch heating the samovar, and using the leg of a long 
boot instead of bellows 1 Olenin had already ridden 
o(F to bathe in the Terek. (He had recently invented 
a new amusement: to swim his horse m the river.) 
His landlady was in her outhouse, and the dense 
smoke of the kindling fire rose from the chimney. The 
girl was milking the bufl'.ilo-cow in the shed. ‘Can’t 
keep quiet, the damned thing!’ came her impatient 
voice, followed by the rhythiniial sound of milking. 

From the street in front of the house horses’ hoofs 
were heard clattering briskly, and Olenin, riding bare- 
backon a handsomcdark-greyhorsewhichwasstillwet 
and shining, rode up to the gate. MaryAnka’s hand¬ 
some head, tied round with a red kerchief, appeared 
from the shed and again disappeared. Olenin was 
wearing a red silk shirt, a white Circassian coat 
girdled w ith a strap which carried a daggrr, and a tall 
cap. He sat his well-fed wet horse with a slightly 
conscious elegance and, holding his gun at his back, 
stooped to open the gate. His hair was still wet, and 
his face shone with youth and health. He thought 
himself handsome, agile, and like a brave; but he 
was mistaken. To any experienced Caucasian he was 
still only a soldier. When he noticed that the girl had 
put out her head he stooped with particular smartness, 
threw open the gate and, tightening the reins, swished 

1 These boots have concertina-like sides, and can be 
used instead of bellows to make the charcoal in the 
samovar burn up. 
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his whip and entered the yard. ‘Is tea ready, Van¬ 
yusha?’ he cried gaily, not looking at the door of the 
shed. He ftlt with pleasure how his fine horse, 
pressing down its flanks, pulling at the bridle and 
with every muscle quivering and with each foot ready 
to leap over the fence, pranced on the hard clay of 
the yard. ‘C’est prlt,’ answered Vanyusha. OHnin 
felt as if Marydnka’s beautiful head was still looking 
out of the shed but he did not turn to look at her. As 
he jumped down from his horse he made an awkward 
movement and caught his gun against the porch, and 
turned a frightened look towards the shed, where 
there was no one to be seen and whence the sound of 
milking could still be heard. 

Soon after he had entered the hut he came out 
again and sat down with his pipe and a book on the 
side of the porch which was not yet exposed to the rays 
of the sun. He meant not to go anysvhere before 
dinner that day, and to write some long-postponed 
letters; but somehow he felt disinclined to leave his 
place in the porch, and he was as reluctant to go back 
into the hut as if it had been a prison. The housewife 
had heated her oven, and the girl, having driven the 
cattle, had come back and was collecting kisyak and 
heaping it up along the fence. Olenin went on reading, 
but did not understand a word of what was written 
in the book that lay open before him. He kept lifting 
his eyes from it and looking at the powerful young 
woman who was moving about. Whether she stepped 
into the moist morning shadow thrown by the house, 
or went out into the middle of the yard lit up by the 
joyous young light, so that the whole of her stately 
figure in its bright coloured garment gleamed in the 
sunshine and cast a black shadow—he always feared 
to lose any one of her movements. It delighted him 
to see how freely and gracefully her figure bent: into 
what folds her only garment, a pink smock, draped 
itself on her bosom and along her shapely legs; 
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how she drew herself up and her tight-drawn smock 
showed the outline of her heaving bosom, how the 
soles of her narrow feet in her worn red sfippers rested 
on the ground without altering their shape; how her 
strong arms with the sleeves rolled up, exerting the 
muscles, used the spade almost as if in anger, and how 
her deep dark eyes sometimes glanced at him. Though 
the delicate brows frowned, yet her eyes expressed 
pleasure and a knowledge of her own beauty. 

‘I say, Olenin, have you been up long?’ said 
Bcletski as he entered the yard dressed in the coat of 
a Caucasian officer. 

‘Ah, BclCtski,’ replied Olenin, holding out his hand. 
‘How is it you are out so early?’ 

‘I had to. I was driven out; we are having a 
ball to-night. Maryanka, of course you’ll come to 
Ustenka's?’ he added, turning to the girl. 

Olenin felt surprised that Bcletski could address 
this woman so easily. But Marydnka, as though she 
had not heard him, bent her head, and throwing the 
spade across her shoulder went with her firm mascu¬ 
line tread towards the outhouse. 

‘She’s shy, the wench is shv,’ Bcletski called after 
her. ‘Shy of you,’ he added as, smiling gaily, he ran 
up the steps of the porch. 

‘How is it you are having a ball and have been 
driven out 5 ' 

‘It’s at Ustenka’s, at my landlady’s, that the ball 
is, and you two are invited. A ball consists of a pie 
and a gathering of girls.’ 

‘What should we do there?’ 

Bcletski smiled knowingly and winked, jerking his 
head in the direction of the outhouse into which 
Maryinka had disappeared. 

Olenin shrugged his shoulders and blushed. 

‘Well, really you are a strange fellow!’ said he. 

‘Come now, don’t pretend I’ 

OHnin frowned, and Bcletski noticing this smiled 
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insinuatingly. ‘Oh, come, what do you mean?’ he 
said, ‘living in the same house—and such a fine girl, 
a splendid giH, a perfect beauty-’ 

‘Wonderfully beautiful! I never saw such a woman 
before,’ replied Olenin. 

‘Well then?’ said Beletski, quite unable to under¬ 
stand the situation. 

‘It may be strange,’ replied Olenin, ‘but why 
should I not say what is true? Since I have lived here 
women don’t seem to exist for me. And it is so good, 
really! Now what can there be in common between 
us and women like these? Eroshka—that’s a different 
matter! He and I have a passion in common—sport.’ 

There now! In common! And what have I in 
common with Amdlia Ivdnovna? It’s the same thing! 
You may say they’re not very clean—that’s another 
matter ... A la guerre, comme & la guerre! . . .’ 

‘But I have never known any Amelia Ivanovnas, 
and have never known how to behave with women of 
that sort,’ replied Olenin. ‘One cannot respect them, 
but these I do respect.’ 

‘Well go on respecting them! Who wants to prevent 
you?’ 

Olenin did not reply. He evidently wanted to 
complete what he had begun to say. It was very near 
his heart. 

‘I know I am an exception . . .’ He was visibly 
confused. ‘But my life has so shaped itself that I not 
only see no necessity to renounce my rules, but I 
could not live here, let alone live as happily as I am 
doing, were I to live as you do. Therefore I look for 
something quite diffcient from what you look for.’ 

Beletski raised his eyebrows incredulously. ‘Any¬ 
how, come to me this evening; Maryanka will be there 
and I will make you acquainted. Do come, please! 
If you feel dull you can go away. Will you come?’ 

‘I would come, but to speak frankly I am afraid 
of being seriously carried away.’ 
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‘Oh, oh, oh!’ shouted Bclctski. ‘Only come, and 
I’ll see that you aren’t. Will you? On your word?’ 

‘I would come, but really I don’t understand what 
we shall do; what part we shall plav 1 ’ 

'Please, I beg of you. You will come?’ 

‘Yes, perhaps I’ll come,’ said Oifmn. 

‘Really now! Charming women such as one sees 
nowhere else, and to live like a monk! What an idea! 
Why spoil your life and not make use of what is at 
hand? Have you heard that our company is ordeied 
to Vozdvizhomk?’ 

‘Hardly. I was told the 8th Company would he 
sent theie,’ said Olenin. 

‘No. I have had a letter from the adjutant there. 
He writes that the Prince himself will take part 111 the 
campaign. 1 am very glad 1 shall sec something of 
him. I’m beginning to get tiled of this place.' 

T hear we shall start on a raid soon.’ 

‘I have not heard of it; hut I have heard that 
Kriiiovltsm has received the Order of St. Anna for 
a raid. He expected a lieutenancy,’ said Bclctski 
laughing. ‘He was let in! He has set oil lor head¬ 
quarters.’ 

It was growing dusk and ORnin began thinking 
about the patty. The invitation he had received 
worried him. He felt inclined to go, hut what might 
take place there seemed strange, absurd, and even 
rather alarming. He knew that neither Cossack men 
nor older women, nor anyone besides the girls, were 
to be there. What was going to happen? How was 
he to behave? Whgt would they talk about? What 
connexion was there between him and those wild 
Cossack girls? Bclctski had told him of such curious, 
cynical, and yet rigid relations. It seemed strange to 
think that he would be there in the same hut with 
Maryanka and perhaps might have to talk to her. 
It seemed to him impossible when he remembered 
her majestic bearing. But Bcletski spoke of it as if it 
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were all perfectly simple. ‘Is it possible that BeMtski 
will treat Maryanka in the same way? That is inter¬ 
esting,’ thought he. ‘No, better not go. It’s all so 
horrid, so vulgar, and above all—it leads to nothing!’ 
But again he was worried by the question of what 
would take place; and besides he felt as if bound by 
a promise. He went out without having made up 
his mind one way or the other, but he walked as far 
as Belteki’s, and went in there. 

The hut in which Beletski lived was like Oldnin’s. 
It was raised nearly five feet from the ground on 
wooden piles, and had two rooms. In the first (which 
Olenin entered by the steep flight of steps) feather 
beds, rugs, blankets, and cushions were tastefully and 
handsomely arranged, Cossack fashion, along the 
main wall. On the side wall hung brass basins and 
weapons, while on the floor, under a bench, lay 
water-meloas and pumpkins. In the second room 
there was a big brick oven, a table, and sectarian 
icons. It was here that Bcldtski was quartered, with 
his camp-bed and his pack and trunks. His weapons 
hung on the wall with a little rug behind them, and 
on the table were his toilet appliances and some 
portraits. A silk dressing-gown had been thrown on 
the bench. Beletski himself, clean and good looking, 
lay on the bed in his underclothing, reading Les Trots 
Mousquetaircs. 

He jumped up. 

‘There, you see how I have arranged things. Fine! 
Well, it’s good that you have come. They are 
working furiously. Do you know what the pie is made 
of? Dough with a stuffing of pork and grapes. But 
that’s not the point. You just look at the commotion 
out there!’ 

And really, on looking out of the window they saw 
an unusual bustle going on in the hut. Girls ran in 
and out, now for one thing and now for another. 

‘Will it soon be ready?’ cried Beletski. 
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‘Very soon! Why? Is Grandad hungry?'and from 
the hut came the sound of ringing laughter. 

Ustenka, plump, small, rosy, and pretty, with her 
sleeves turned up, ran into Beletski’s hut to fetch some 
plates. 

‘Get away or I shall smash the plates!’ she squeaked, 
escaping from Bcletski. ‘You’d better come and 
help,’ she shouted to Oltfnin, laughing. ‘And don't 
forget to get some refreshments for the girls.’ ('Re¬ 
freshments’ meaning spice-bread and sweets.) 

‘And has Maryinka come?’ 

‘Of course! She brought some dough.’ 

‘Do you know,’ said Iicldtski, ‘if one were to dress 
fttenka up and clean and polish her up a bit, she’d 
be better than all our beauties. Have you ever seen 
that Cossack woman who married a colonel; she was 
charming! Bdrshcva? What dignity! Where do they 
get it . . .’ 

'I have not seen librsheva, hut I think nothing could 
be better than the costume they wear here.’ 

‘Ah, I’m first rate at fitting into anv kind of life,' 
said Beldski with a sigh of pleasure. Til go and see 
what they are up to.’ 

He threw his dressing-gown over his shoulders 
and ran out, shouting, 'And you look after the “re¬ 
freshments”.’ 

Oltinin sent Bcletski’s orderly to buy spice-bread 
and honey; but it suddenly seemed to him so disgust¬ 
ing to give money (as if he were bribing someone) 
that he gave no definite reply to the orderly’s question: 
‘How much spice-bread with peppermint, and how 
much with honey?’ 

‘Just as you please.' 

‘Shall I spend all the money,’ asked the old soldier 
impressively. ‘The peppermint is dearer, it's sixteen 
kopeks.’ 

‘Yes, yes, spend it all,’ answered Olinin and sat 
down by the window, surprised that his heart was 
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thumping as if he were preparing himself for some¬ 
thing senous and wicked. 

He heard screaming and shrieking in the girls’ hut 
when Beletski went tiiere, and a few moments later 
saw how he jumped out and ran down the steps, 
accompanied by shrieks, bustle, and laughter. 

‘Turned out,’ he said. 

A little later Ustenka entered and solemnly invited 
her visitors to come in: announcing that all was ready. 

When they came into the room they saw that every¬ 
thing was really ready. Ustenka was rearranging the 
cushions along the wall. On the table, which was 
covered by a disproportionately small cloth, was a 
decanter of chikhir and some dried fish. The room 
smelt of dough and grapes. Some half dozen girls 
in smart tunics, with their heads not covered as usual 
with kerchiefs, were huddled together in a corner 
behind the oven, whispering, giggling, and spluttering 
with laughter. 

‘I humbly beg you to do honour to my patron 
saint,’ said Ustenka, inviting her guests to the table. 

Olenin noticed Maryhnka among the group of 
girls, who without exception were all handsome, and 
he felt vexed and hurt that he met her in such vulgar 
and awkward circumstances. He felt stupid and 
awkward, and made up his mind to do what Beltitski 
did. Beltitski stepped to the table somewhat solemnly 
yet with confidence and ease, drank a glass of wine to 
Ustenka’s health, and invited the others to do the 
same. Ustenka announced that girls don’t drink. 

'We might with a little honey,’ exclaimed a voice 
from among the group of girls. 

The orderly, who had just returned with the honey 
and spice-cakes, was called in. He looked askance 
(whether with envy or with contempt) at the gentle¬ 
men, who in his opinion were on the spree; and 
carefully and conscientiously handed over to them 
a piece of honeycomb and the cakes wrapped up in a 
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piece of greyish paper, aod began explaining circum* 
stantially all about the price and the change, but 
Bcletski sent him away. . 

Having mixed honev with wine in the glasses, and 
having lavishly scatteied the three pounds of spice- 
cakes on the table, Bcletski diugged the girls from 
their corners by force, made them sit down at the 
table, and began distributing the cakes among them. 
Olenin involuntarily noticed how MarvAnka’s sun¬ 
burnt but small hand closed on two lound pepper¬ 
mint nuts and one brown one, and that she did not 
know what to do with them 1 he conversation was 
halting and constrained, in spite of Ustrnk.Vs and 
Beletski’s free and easy manner and their wish to 
enliven the company. Olemn faltered, and tried to 
think of something to sav, feeling that he was exciting 
curiosity and perhaps provoking ridicule and inlrct- 
mg the others with his shyness. He blushed, and it 
seemed to him that .Maryanka in partirulat was feeling 
uncomfortable. ‘Most likely they are cxjiecling us to 
give them some money,’ thought he ‘How are we 
to do it? And how can we manage quickest to give 
it and get away ” 


CHAPTER XXV 

‘How is it you don’t know your own lodger?’ said 
Bcl&ski, addressing Maryanka. 

‘How is one to know him if he never comes to see 
us?’ answered Maryanka, with a look at Olenin. 

Olenin felt frightened, he did not know ol what. 
He flushed and, hardly knowing what he was saying, 
remarked; ‘I’m afraid of your mother. She gave me 
such a scolding the first time I went in.’ 

Maryanka bunt out laughing. 

‘And so you were frightened?’ she said, and glanced 
at him and turned away. 

It was the first tune Olenin had seen the whole of 
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her beautiful face. Till then he had seen her with her 
kerchief covering her to the eyes. It was not for 
nothing that she was reckoned the beauty of the 
village, tlstenka was a pretty girl, small, plump, rosy, 
with merry brown eyes, and red lips which were 
perpetually smiling and chattering. Maryanka on 
the contrary was certainly not pretty but beautiful. 
Her features might have been considered too mascu¬ 
line and almost harsh had it not been for her tall 
stately figure, her powerful chest and shoulders, and 
especially the severe yet tender expression of her long 
dark eyes which were darkly shadowed beneath their 
black brows, and for the gentle expression of her 
mouth and smile. She rarely smiled, but her smile 
was always striking. She seemed to radiate virginal 
strength and health. Ail the girls were good-looking, 
but they themselves and Beletski, and the orderly 
when he brought in the spice-cakes, all involuntarily 
gazed at Marydnka, and anyone addressing the girls 
was sure to address her. She seemed a proud and 
happy queen among them. 

Beletski, trying to keep up the spirit of the party, 
chattered incessantly, made the girls hand round 
chikhir, fooled about with them, and kept making 
improper remarks in French about Mary&nka’s beauty 
to Olenin, calling her ‘yours’ (la vStrc), and advising 
him to behave as he did himself. Olenin felt more and 
more uncomfortable. He was devising an excuse to 
get out and run away when Beldtski announced that 
Ustcnka, whose saint’s day it was, must offer chikhu 
to everybody with a kiss. She consented on condition 
that they should put money on her plate, as is the 
custom at weddings. ‘What fiend brought me to 
this disgusting feast?’ thought Olenin, rising to go 
away. 

'Where are you off to?’ 

‘I’ll fetch some tobacco,’ he said, meaning to 
escape, but Beliftski seized his hand. 
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‘I have jome money,’ he said lo him in French. 

‘One can’t go away, one has to pay here,’ thought 
Olenin bitterly, vexed at his own awkwardness. ‘Can’t 
I really behave like Beletski? I ought not to have 
come, but once I am here 1 must not spoil their fun. 
1 must drink like a Cossack,’ and taking the wooden 
bowl (holding about eight tumblers) he almost filled 
it with chikhir and drank it almost all. The girls 
looked at him, surprised and almost frightened, as he 
drank. It seemed to them strange and not right. 
Ustenka brought them another glass each, and kissed 
them both. ‘There girls, now we’ll have some fun,’ 
she said, clinking on the plate the four rubles the men 
had put there. 

Olenin no longer felt awkward, but berame talkative. 

‘Now, Maryanka, it’s your turn to oiler us wine and 
a kiss,’ said beletski, seizing her hand. 

‘Yes, I’ll give you such a kiss!’ she said playfully, 
preparing to sti ike at him. 

‘One can kiss Grandad without payment,' said 
another girl. 

‘There’s a sensible girl,’ said Beletski, kissing the 
struggling girl. 'No, you must offer it,’ he insisted, 
addressing Maryinka. ‘Offer a glass to your lodger.’ 

And taking her by the hand he led her to the bench 
and sat her down beside Olenin. 

'What a beauty,’ he said, turning her head to see 
it in profile. 

Maryanka did not resist but proudly smiling turned 
her long eyes towards Olenin. 

‘A beautiful girl,’ repeated Beletski. 

'Yes, see what a beauty I am,’ Maryanka’s look 
seemed to endorse. Without considering what he was 
doing Olenin embraced Maryanka and was going to 
kiss her, but she suddenly extricated herself, upsetting 
Beletski and pushing the top off the table, and sprang 
away towards the oven. There was much shouting 
and laughter. Then Beletski whispered something to 
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the girls and suddenly they all ran out into the passage 
and locked the door behind them. 

‘Why did- you kiss Beletski and won’t kiss me?’ 
asked Olenin. 

‘Oh, just so. I don’t want to, that’s all!’ she 
answered, pouting and frowning. ‘He’s Grandad,’ 
she added with a smile. She went to the door and 
began to bang at it. ‘Why have you locked the door, 
you devils?' 

‘Well, let them be there and us here,’ said Olenin, 
drawing closer to her. 

She frowned, and sternly pushed him away with 
her hand. And again she appeared so majestically 
handsome to Olenin that he came to his senses and 
felt ashamed of what he was doing. He went to the 
door and began pulling at it himself. 

‘Beletski! Open the door! What a stupid joke!’ 

Marytmka again gave a bright happy laugh. ‘Ah, 
you’re afraid of me?' she said. 

'Yes, you know you're as cross as your mother.’ 

‘Spend more of your time with F.rbshka; that will 
make the girls love you!’ And she stniled, looking 
straight and close mto his eyes. 

He did not know what to reply. ‘And if I were to 
come to see you-’ he let fall. 

‘That would be a diflcrcnt matter,’ she replied, 
tossing her head. 

At that moment BeWtski pushed the door open, and 
Maryinka sprang away from Olenin and in doing 
so her thigh struck his leg. 

‘It’s all nonsense what I have been thinking about— 
love and self-sacrifice and Lukashka. Happiness is the 
one thing. He who is happy is right,’ flashed through 
Olbnin’s mind, and with a strength unexpected to 
himself he seized and kissed the beautiful Maryanka 
on her temple and her cheek. Maryanka was not 
angry, but only burst into a loud laugh and ran out 
to the other girls. 
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That was the end of the party. Cstenka’s mother, 
returned from her work, gave all the girls a scolding, 
and turned them all out. • 

CHAPTER XXVI 

‘Yes,’ thought Olenin, as lie walked home. 'I need 
only slacken the reins a bit and I might fall desperately 
in love with this Cossaik girl ’ Hr went to bed with 
these thoughts, but expected it all to blow over and 
that he would continue to live as before. 

But the old life did not return His relations to 
Maryanka were changed. The wall that had separ¬ 
ated them was broken down. ORnin now greeted 
her every time they met. 

The master of the house having returned to collect 
the rent, on hearing of ORnin's wealth and generositv 
invited him to Ins hut. The old woman received 
him kindly, and from the day of the party onwards 
Olenin often went in of an earning and sat with them 
till late at night. He seemed to be living in the village 
just as he used to, but within him everything had 
changed He spent his days in tile foicst. and towards 
eight o'clock, when it began to glow dusk, hr would 
go to sec Ins hosts, alone or with Daddy Erdshka. They 
grew so used to him that they were surprised when 
he stayed away. He paid well for his wine and was 
a quiet fellow. Vanyusha would bring him his tea 
and he would sit down in a corner near the oven. 
The old woman did not mind him but went on with 
her work, arid over their lea or their chihhir they 
talked about Cossaek affairs, about the neighbours, 
or about Russia: Olenin relating and the others in¬ 
quiring. Sometimes he brought a hook and read to him¬ 
self. Maryanka crouched like a wild goat with her feet 
drawn up under her, sometimes on the top of the oven,' 
sometimes in a dark corner, She did not take part 

* The stove or O', en was large, with a fiat top on which 
anyone could sit or he. 
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in (he conversations, but OltSnin saw her eyes and 
face and heard her moving or cracking sunflower 
seeds, and hte felt that she listened with her whole 
being when he spoke, and was aware of his presence 
while he silently read to himself. Sometimes he 
thought her eyes were fixed on him, and meeting their 
radiance he involuntarily became silent and gazed 
at her. Then she would instantly hide her face and he 
would pretend to be deep in conversation with the 
old woman, while he listened all the time to her 
breathing and to her every movement and waited for 
her to look at him again. In the presence of others 
she was generally bright and friendly with him, but 
when they were alone together she was shy and rough. 
Sometimes he came in before Maryinka had returned 
home. Suddenly he would hear her firm footsteps and 
catch a glimmer of her blue cotton smock at the 
open door. Then she would step into the middle of 
the hut, catch sight of him, and her eyes would give 
a scarcely perceptible kindly smile, and he would feel 
happy and frightened. 

He neither sought for nor wished for anything from 
her, but every day her presence became more and 
more necessary to him. 

Oicmn had entered into the life of the Cossack 
village so fully that his past seemed quite foreign to 
him. As to the future, especially a future outside the 
world in which he was now living, it did not interest 
him at all. When he received letters from home, from 
relatives and friends, he was offended by the evident 
distress with which they regarded him as a lost man, 
while he in his village considered those as lost who 
did not live as he was living. He felt sure he would 
never repent of having broken away from his former 
surroundings and of having settled down in this 
village to such a solitary and original life. When out 
on expeditions, and when quartered at one of the 
forts, he felt happy too; but it was here, from under 
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Daddy Eroshka’s wing, from the forest and from his 
hut at the end of the village, and especially when he 
thought ol Maryanka and Lukashka, thaf he seemed 
to see the lalscness of his firmer life. That falseness 
used to rouse Ins indignation even before, but now 
it seemed inexpressibly vile and ridiculous. Here he 
felt freer and trecr every day and more and more of 
a man. The Caucasus now appeared entirely different 
to what I113 imagination had painted it. He had 
found nothing at all like his dreams, nor like the 
descriptions oi the Caucasus he had heard and read. 
‘There are none of all those dn stnut steeds, precipices, 
Amulet Beks, heroes or villains,’ thought he. 'The 
people live as nature lives: they die, aie born, unite, 
and more are born—they fight, eat and drink, rejoice 
and die, without any restrictions but those that nature 
imposes on sun and grass, on animal and tree, 1 hey 
have no other laws.’ lherelore these people, com¬ 
pared to himself, appeared to him beautiful, strong, 
and free, and the sight ol them made him feel ashamed 
and sorry for himself. Often it seriously occurred to 
him to throw up everything, to get registered as 
a Cossack, to buy a hut and cattle and marry a 
Cossack woman (only not Maryhnka, whom he con¬ 
ceded to i.uk.l.'-.hka:, and to live with Daddy Kibshka 
and go shooUng and fishing with him, and go with 
the Cossacks on their expeditions. ‘Why ever don’t 
I do it? What am I waiting for?’ he asked him¬ 
self, and he egged himself on and shamed lutmclf. 
‘Am I afraid of doing what 1 hold to be reasonable 
and right? Is the wish to be a simple Cossack, to live 
close to nature, not to injure anyone but even to do 
good to others, more stupid than my former dreams, 
such as those of becoming a minister of state or a 
colonel?’ but a voice seemed to say that he should wait, 
and not take any decision. He was held back by a dim 
consciousness that he could not five altogether like 
Erdshka and Lukishka because he had a different 
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idea of happiness—he was held back by the thought 
that happiness lies in self-sacrifice. What he had done 
for Lukashka continued to give him joy. He kept 
looking for occasions to sacrifice himself for others, 
but did not meet with them. Sometimes he forgot this 
newly discovered recipe for happiness and considered 
himself capable of identifying his life with Daddy 
Eroshka’s, but then he quickly bethought himself and 
promptly clutched at the idea of conscious self-sacri¬ 
fice. and from that basis looked calmly and proudly 
at all men and at their happiness. 

CHAPTER XXVII 

Just before the vintage Lukishka came on horseback 
to see Olenin. He looked more dashing then ever. 

‘Well? Arc you getting married?’ asked Olenin, 
greeting him merrily. 

Lukdshka gave no direct reply. 

‘There, I’ve exchanged your horse across the river. 
This « a horse! A Kabard 4 horse from the Lov' stud. 
I know horses.’ 

They examined the new horse and made him 
caracole about the yaid. The horse really was an 
exceptionally fine one, a broad and long gelding, 
with glossy coat, thick silky tail, and the soft fine mane 
and crest of a thoroughbred. He was so well fed that 
‘you might go to sleep on his back’ as Lukashka 
expressed it. His hoofs, eyes, teeth, were exquisitely 
shaped and sharply outlined, as one only finds them 
in very pure-bred horses. Olenin could not help 
admiring the horse, he had not yet met with such 
a beauty in the Caucasus. 

‘And how it goes!' said Lukdshka, patting its neck. 
'What a step! And so clever—he simply runs after 
his master.’ 

1 The Lov Stud Farm was considered one of the best in 
the Caucasus. See also note on p. 245. 
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‘Did you have to add much to make the exchange?' 
asked Olenin. 

‘I did not count it,’ answered LukaSlika with a 
smile. ‘I got him from a kunak.’ 

‘A wonderfully beautiful horse! What would you 
take for it?’ asked Oleum 

‘I have been offered a hundred and fifty rubles for 
it, but I’ll give it you for nothing,’ said I.uk.kshka, 
merrily. ‘Only say the woid and it’s yours. I’ll 
unsaddle it and you may take it. Only give me some 
sort of a horse for inv duties.’ 

‘No, on no account.’ 

‘Well then, here is a dagger I’ve brought you,’ said 
I.ukashka, unfastening his girdle and taking out one 
of the two daggers which hung from it. T got it from 
across the river.’ 

‘Oh, thank you!’ 

‘And mother has promised to In mg you some grapes 
herself’ 

‘That’s quite unnercssaiv We'll balance up some 
day. You seel don’t offer you any money for the dagger!’ 

‘How could yon J \Nr are kunak i. It's ]usl the 
same as when Girev Khan across the rivei took me 
into his home and said, “Choose what you like!” 
So I took this sword. It’s our custom.’ 

They went into the hut and had a drink 

‘Are you staying here awhile?’ asked Oldnin. 

‘No, I have come to say good-bve They are send¬ 
ing me from the cordon to a company Ix yond the 
Terek. I am going to-night with my comrade 
Nazarka.’ 

‘And when is the wedding to be?’ 

‘I shall be coming bark for the betrothal, and then 
1 shall return to the company again,’ I-ukishka 
replied reluctantly. 

'What, and see nothing of your betrothed?’ 

‘Just so—what is the good of looking at her? When 
you go on campaign ask in our company for Lukishka 
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the Broad. But what a lot of boars there are in our 
parts! I’ve killed two. I’ll take you.’ 

‘Well, good-bye! Christ save you.’ 

LukAshka mounted his horse, and without calling 
on MaryAnka, rode caracoling down the street, where 
NazArka was already awaiting him. 

'I say, shan’t we call round?’ asked Nazarka, wink¬ 
ing in the direction of YAmka’s house. 

‘That’s a good one 1 ’ said LukAshka. ‘Here, take my 
horse to her and if I don’t come soon give him some hay. 
I shall reach the company by the morning any way.’ 

‘Hasn’t the cadet given you anything more?’ 

‘I am thankful to have paid him back with a dagger 
—he was going to ask for the horse,’ said LukAshka, 
dismounting and handing over the horse to NazArka. 

He darted into the yard past OlAnin’s very window, 
and came up to the window of the cornet’s hut. It 
was already quite dark. MaryAnka, wearing only her 
smock, was combing her hair preparing for bed. 

‘It’s I-’ whispered the Cossack. 

MaryAnka’s look was severely indifferent, but her 
face suddenly brightened up when she heard her 
name. She opened the window and leant out, 
frightened and joyous. 

‘What—what do you want?’ she said. 

‘Open!’ uttered LukAshka. ‘Let me in for a 
minute. I am so sick of waiting! It’s awful!’ 

He took hold of her head through the window and 
kissed her. 

'Really, do open!’ 

‘Why do you talk nonsense? I’ve told you I won’t! 
Have you come for long?’ 

He did not answer but went on kissing her, and she 
did not ask again. 

‘There, through the window one can’t even hug 
you properly,’ said LukAshka. 

‘MaryAnka dear!’ came the voice of her mother, 
‘who is that with you?’ 
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Lukishka took off his cap, which might have been 
seen, and crouched down by the window. 

‘Go, be quick!’ whispered MaryAnka. 

‘LukAshka called round,’ she answered; ‘he was 
asking for Daddy.’ 

‘Well then send him here!’ 

‘He’s gone; said he was in a hurry.’ 

In fact, LukAshka, stooping as with big stridrs he 
passed under the windows, ran out through the yard 
and towards YAmka’s house unseen by anyone but 
Olenin. After drinking two bowls of chikhir he and 
NazArka rode away to the out[>ost. The night was 
warm, dark, and calm. They rode in silenre, only the 
footfall of their horses was heard. LukAshka started 
a song about the Cossack, MtngAl, but stopped liefore 
he had finished the first verse, and after a pause, 
turning to NazArka, said: 

T say, she wouldn’t let me in!’ 

‘Oh?’ rejoined NazArka. ‘I knew she wouldn’t. 
D’you know what Yamka told me? The cadet has 
Ix-gun going to their house Daddy Erbshka brags 
that he got a gun from the cadet for getting him 
MaryAnka.’ 

‘He lies, the old devil!’ said LukAshka, angrily. 
‘She’s not such a girl. If he does not look out I’ll 
wallop that old devil’s sides,’ and he began his 
favourite song: 

‘From the village of Izmiylov, 

From the master’s favourite garden, 

Once escaped a keen-eyed falcon. 

Soon after him a huntsman came a-rtding, 

And he beckoned to the falcon that had strayed, 
But the bright-eyed bird thus answered 
“In gold cage you could not keep me, 

On your hand you could not hold me, 

So now I fly to blue seas far away. 

There a white swan 1 will kill. 

Of sweet swan-flesh have my fill.” ’ 
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CHAPTER XXVIII 

The betrothal was taking place in the cornet's hut. 
LukAshka had returned to the village, but had not 
been to see Olenin, and Olenin had not gone to the 
betrothal though he had been invited. He was sad 
as he had never been since he settled in this Cossack 
village. He had seen Lukashka earlier in the evening 
and was worried by the question why LukAshka was 
so cold towards him. Olenin shut himself up in his 
hut and began writing in his diary as follows: 

‘Many things have I pondered over lately and much 
have I changed,’ wrote he, ‘and I have come back 
to the copybook maxim: The one way to be happy is 
to love, to love self-denyingly, to love everybody and 
everything; to spread a web of love on all sides and 
to take all who come into it. In this way I caught 
Vanyusha, Daddy Erdshka, LukAshka, and MaryAnka.’ 

As Oldnin was finishing this sentence Daddy 
Erdshka entered the room. 

Erdshka was in the happiest frame of mind. A few 
evenings before this, Olenin had gone to see him and 
had found him with a proud and happy face deftly 
skinning the carcass of a boar with a small knife in the 
yard. The dogs (Lyam his pet among them) were 
lying close by watching what he was doing and gently 
wagging their tails. The little boys were respectfully 
looking at him through the fence and not even teasing 
him as was their wont. His women neighbours, who 
were as a rule not too gracious towards him, greeted 
him and brought him, one a jug of chikhir, another 
some clotted cream, and a third a little Hour. The 
next day Erdshka sat in his store-room all covered 
with blood, and distubutcd pounds of boar-fiesh, 
taking in payment money from some and wine from 
others. His face dearly expressed, ‘God has sent me 
luck. I have killed a boar, so now I am wanted. 
Consequently he naturally began to drink, and had 
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gone on for four days never leaving the village. 
Besides which he had had something to drink at the 
betrothal. 

He came to Olenin quite drunk: his face red, his 
beard tangled, hut wcanng a new beshnut trimmed 
with gold braid; and he brought with him a balalaika' 
which he had obtained beyond the river. He had 
long promised Olenin this treat, and felt in the mood 
for it, so that lie was sorry to find Oleum writing. 

‘Write on, write on, my lad,’ he whispered, as if 
he thought that a spirit sat between him and the 
paper and must not he frightened away, and he softly 
and silently sat down on the lloor. When Daddy 
Erbshka was drunk his favotmte position was on the 
floor. Oleum looked round, ordered some wine to lie 
brought, and continued to write. Eioshha found it 
dull to drink by himself and lie wished to talk. 

‘I’ve been to the betrothal at the cornet’s. But 
there! They’re sliwine!—Don't want them!—Have 
come to you.’ 

‘And where did you get your batahiykaV asked 
Olenin, still writing 

‘I’ve been beyond the river and got it there, 
brother mine,’ he answered, also very quietly. ‘I’m 
a master at it. Tartar or Cossack, squire or soldiers’ 
songs, any kind you please.’ 

Olenin looked at him again, smiled, and went on 
writing. 

That smile emboldened the old man. 

‘Come, leave off my lad, leave oil!’ he said with 
sudden firmnes3. 

‘Well, perhaps I will.’ 

‘Come, people have injured you but leave them 
alone, spit at them! Come, what’s the use of writing 
and writing, what’s the good?' 

And he tried to mimic Olenin by tapping the floor 

‘ A three-stringed guitar, corresponding to the banjo 
of the American negroes. 
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with his thick fingers, and then twisted his big face 
to express contempt. 

‘What’s the good of writing quibbles. Better have 
a spree and show you’re a man!’ 

No other conception of writing found place in his 
head except that of legal chicanery. 

Oltlnin burst out laughing and so did Eroshka. 
Then, jumping up from the floor, the latter began 
to show off his skill on the balaldyka and to sing Tartar 
songs. 

‘Why write, my good fellow! You’d better listen 
to what I’ll sing to you. W'hen you’re dead you won’t 
hear any more songs. Make merry now!’ 

First he sang a song of lus own composing accom¬ 
panied by a dance: 

‘Ah, dee, dee, dee, dee, doe, dim, 

Say where did they last see hun? 

In a booth, at the fair, 

He was selling pms, there.’ 

Then he sang a song he had learnt from his former 
sergeant-major: 

‘Deep I fell in love on Monday, 

Tuesday nothing did but sigh, 

Wednesday I popped the question, 

Thursday waited her reply. 

Friday, late, it came at last, 

Then all hope for me was pastl 
Saturday my life to take 
I determined like a man, 

But for my salvation’s sake 
Sunday morning changed my plan!’ 

Then he sang again: 

‘Oh dee, dee, dee, dee, dee, dim, 

Say where did they last see him.’ 

And after that, winking, twitching his shoulders, and 
footing it to the tune, he sang: 
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‘I will kiss you and embrace, 

Ribbons red twine round you; 

Arid I’ll call you little Grace. 

Oh! you little Grace now do 
Tell me, do you love me I rue’’ 

And he became so excited that with a sudden dashing 
movement he started dancing around the room accom¬ 
panying himself the while. 

Songs like ‘Dee, dee, dee’—‘genllemen’s songs'— 
he sang for Olenin’s benefit, but after drinking three 
more tumblers of chikhir he remembered old times and 
began singing real Cossack and Tartar songs. In the 
midst of one of his favourite songs his voice suddenly 
trembled and he ceased singing, and only continued 
strumming on the balalaika. 

‘Oh, my dear friend!’ he said. 

The peculiar sound of his voice made Oldnin look 
round. The old man was weeping. Tears stood in 
his eyes and one tear was running down his cheek. 

’You are gone, my young days, and will never rome 
back!’ he said, blubbering and halting. ‘Drink, why 
don’t you drink!’ he suddenly shouted with a deafen¬ 
ing roar, without wiping away his tears. 

There was one Tartar song that specially moved 
him. It had few words, but its charm lay in the sad 
refrain. ‘Ay day, dalalay!' Eroshka translated the 
words of the song: ‘A youth drove his sheep from the 
aoul to the mountains: the Russians came and burnt 
the aoul , they killed all the men and took all the 
women into bondage. The youth returned from the 
mountains. Where the aoul had stood was an empty 
space; his mother not there, nor his brothers, nor his 
house: one tree alone waj left standing. The youth 
sat beneath the tree and wept. “Alone like thee, alone 
am I left,’” and Eroshka began singing: 'Ay day, 
dalalay!' and the old man repeated several times this 
wailing, heart-rending refrain. 

When he had finished the refrain Erdshka suddenly 
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seized a gun that hung on the wall, rushed hurriedly 
out into the yard and fired off both barrels into the 
air. Then again he began, more dolefully, his ‘Ay 
day, dalalay—ah, ah,’ and ceased. 

Olenin followed him into the porch and looked up 
into the starry sky in the direction where the shots had 
flashed. In the cornet’s house there were lights and 
the sound of voices. In the yard girls were crowding 
round the porch and the windows, and running back¬ 
wards and forwards between the hut and the outhouse. 
Some Cossacks rushed out of the hut and could not 
refrain from shouting, re-echoing the refrain of Daddy 
Erbshka’s song and his shots. 

‘Why are you not at the betrothal?’ asked Olbnin. 

'Never mind them! Never mind them!’ muttered 
the old man, who had evidently been offended by 
something there. ‘Don’t like them, I don’t. Oh, those 
people! Come back into the hut! Let them make 
merry by themselves and we’ll make merry by our¬ 
selves.’ 

Olbnin went in. 

‘And Lukishka, is he happy? Won’t he come to 
see me?’ he asked. 

‘What, Lukashka? They’ve lied to him and said 
I am getting his girl for you, 1 whispered the old man. 
‘But what’s the girl? She will be ours if we want her. 
Give enough money—and she’s ours. I’ll fix it up 
for you. Really!’ 

‘No, Daddy, money can do nothing if she does not 
love me. You’d better not talk like that!’ 

‘We are not loved, you and I. We are forlorn,’ 
said Daddy Eroshka suddenly, and again he began 
to cry. 

Listening to the old man’s talk Olenin had drunk 
more than usual. ‘So now my Lukashka is happy,’ 
thought he; yet he felt sad. The old man had drunk 
so much that evening that he fell down on the floor 
and Vanyusha had to call soldiers in to help, and spat 
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as they dragged the old man out. He was »o angry 
with the old man for his bad behaviour that he did 
not even say a single French word. 

CHAPTER XXIX 

It was August. For days the skv had Item cloudless, 
the sun scorched unliearablv and hum early morning 
the warm wind raised a whirl ol hot sand limn the 
sand-drilts and from the road, and bore it 111 the air 
through the reeds, the trees, and the village. 'Flu- 
grass and the leaves on the tiers were covered with 
dust, the roads and dried-up salt marshes were baked 
so hard that thev rang when trodden on T he water 
had long since subsided in the 'ierrk and rapidly 
vanished and dried up in the ditches. T he slimy banks 
of the pond near the ullage were trodden hair bv the 
cattle and all day long you could hear the splashing 
of water and the shouting of guls and boys bathing. 
The sand-dnfts and the reeds were already drying up 
in the steppes, and dir rattle, lowing, ran into the 
fields in the dav-time. The hoars migrated into the 
distant reed-beds and to the hills beyond the Terek. 
Mosquitoes and gnats swarmed in thick clouds over 
the low lands and villages. The snow-peaks su re hid¬ 
den in grey mist. I hr air was rare-lied and smoky. 
It was said that abreks had crossed the now shallow 
river and were prowling on this side oi it. Every night 
the sun set in a glowing red blaze. It was the busiest 
time of the year. The villagers all swarmed in die 
melon-fields and the vineyards. The vineyards thickly 
overgrown with twining verdure lay in cool, deep 
shade. Everywhere between the broad translucent 
leaves, npe, heavy, black dusters peeped out. Along 
the dusty road from the vineyards the creaking carts 
moved slowly, heaped up with black grapes. Clusters 
of them, crushed by the wheels, lay in the dirt. Boys 
and girls in smocks stained with grape-jmee, with 
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graoes in their hands and mouths, ran after tiieii 
mothers. On the road you continually came acres 
tattered laoourers with baskets of grapes on then 
powerful shoulders; Cossack maidens, veiled wit! 
kerchiefs to their eyes, drove bullocks harnessed t< 
carts laden high with grapes. Soldiers who happenec 
to meet these carts asked for grapes, and the maidens 
clambering up without stopping their carts, wouk 
take an armful of grapes and drop them into the 
skirts of the soldiers’ coats. In some homesteads the) 
had already begun pressing the grapes; and th< 
smell of the emptied skins filled the air. One saw the 
blood-red troughs in the pent-houses in the yards and 
Nogay labourers with their trousers rolled up and then 
legs stained with the juice. Grunting pigs gorged 
themselves with the empty skins and rolled about ir 
them. The flat roofs of the outhouses were all spread 
over with the dark amber clusters drying in the sun. 
Daws and magpies crowded round the roofs, picking 
the seeds and fluttering from one place to another. 

The fruits of the year’s labour were being merril) 
gathered in, and this year the fruit was unusually fint 
and plentiful. 

In the shady green vineyards amid a sea of vines 
laughter, songs, merriment, and the voices of women 
were to be heard on all sides, and glimpses of their 
bright-coloured garments could be seen. 

Just at noon Maryinka was sitting in their vineyard 
in the shade of a peach-tree, getting out the family 
dinner from under an unharnessed cart. Opposite 
her, on a spread-out hone-cloth, sat the cornet (whe 
had returned from the school) washing his hands by 
pouring water on them from a little jug. Her little 
brother, who had just come straight out of the pond, 
stood wiping his face with his wide sleeves, and gazed 
anxiously at his sister and his mother and breathed 
deeply, awaiting his dinner. The old mother, with 
her sleeves rolled up over her strong sunburnt arms, 
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was arranging grapes, dried fish, and clotted cream 
on a little low, circularTartar table. The cornet wiped 
his hands, took ofTliis cap, crossed himself, ^nd moved 
nearer to the table. The boy seized the tug and 
eagerly began to drink. The mother and daughter 
crossed their legs under them and sat down by the 
table. Even in the shade it was intolerably hot. The 
air above the vineyard smelt unpleasant: the strong 
warm wind passing amid the branches brought no 
coolness, but only monotonously bent the lops of the 
pear, peach, and mulberry trees with which the vine¬ 
yard was sprinkled. The cornet, having crossed him¬ 
self once more, took a little jug of chdhir that stood 
behind him covered with a vine-leaf, and having had 
a drink from the mouth of the jug passed it to the old 
woman. He had nothing on over his shirt, which was 
unfastened at the neck and showed Ins shaggy' muscu¬ 
lar chest. His fine-featured cunning fare looked cheer¬ 
ful; neither in his attitude nor in his words was his 
usual wiliness to be seen, he was cheerful and natural. 

‘Shall we finish the bit beyond the shed lo-mght?' 
he asked, wiping his wet beard. 

‘We’ll manage it,’ replied his wife, ‘if only the 
weather does not hinder us. The Drmkins have not 
half finished yet,’ she added. ‘Only Ustcnka 11 at work 
there, wearing herself out.’ 

‘What can you expect of them?’ said the old man 
proudly. 

‘Here, have a drink, Maryinka dear!’ said the old 
woman, passing the jug to the girl. ‘God willing we'll 
have enough to pay for the wedding feast,’ she added. 

‘That’s not yet awhile,’ said the cornet with a slight 
frown. 

The girl hung her head. 

‘Why shouldn't we mention it?’ said the old woman, 
‘the affair is settled, and the time is drawing near too,’ 

‘Don’t make plans beforehand,’ said the cornet. 
‘Now we have the harvest to get in.’ 
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‘Have you seen Lukdshka’s new horse?’ asked the 
old woman. ‘That which Dmitri Andreich Olenin 
gave him is gone—he’s exchanged it.’ 

‘No, I have not; but I spoke with the servant to-dav,’ 
said the comet, ‘and he said his master has again 
received a thousand rubles.’ 

‘Rolling in riches, in short,’ said the old woman. 
The whole family felt cheerful and contented. 

The work was progressing successfully. The grapes 
were more abundant and finer than they had expected 
After dinner Maryanka threw some grass to the 
oxen, folded her beshmit for a pillow, and lay down 
under the wagon on the |uh v down-trodden grass 
She had on only a red kerchief over her head and 
a faded blue print smock, yet she felt unbearably hot. 
Her face was burning, and she did not know where to 
put her feet, her eyes were moist with sleepiness and 
weariness, her lips parted involuntarily, and her chest 
heaved heavily and deeply. 

The busy time of year had begun a fortnight ago 
and the continuous heavy labour had filled the girl's 
life. At dawn she jumped up, washed her face with 
cold water, wrapped herself in a shawl, and ran out 
barefoot to see to the cattle. Then she hurriedly put 
on her shoes and her bcshmtt and, taking a small 
bundle ol biead, she harnessed the bullocks and drove 
away to the vineyards for the whole day. There she 
cut the grapes and carried the baskets with only an 
hour’s interval for rest, and in the evening she returned 
to the village, bright and not tired, dragging the 
bullocks by a rope or driving them with a long stick. 
After attending to the cattle, she took some sunflower 
seeds in the wide sleeve of her smock and went to the 
corner of the street to rrack them and have some fun 
with the other girls. But as soon as it was dusk she 
returned home, and after having supper with her 
parents and her brother in the dark outhouse, she went 
into the hut, healthy and free from care, and climbed 
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onto the oven, where half drowsing she listened to 
their lodger’s conversation. As soon as he went away 
she would throw herselt down on her bed 1 and sleep 
soundly and quietly till morning. And so it went on 
day alter day. She had not seen Lukaslika since the 
day of their betrothal, but calmly awaited the wed¬ 
ding. She had got used to their lodger and felt his 
intent looks with pleasure. 

CHAPTER XXX 

Although there was no escape from the heat and the 
mosquitoes swarmed in the cool shadow ol the wagons, 
and her little brother tossing alxmt beside her kept 
pushingher.Maryanka having drawn her kerchief over 
her head was just falling asleep, when suddenly their 
neighbour Ustcnka tame running tow aids her and, 
diving under the wagon, lay down beside her 

'Sleep, girls, sleep!’ said Ustcnka, making herself 
comfortable under the wagon. ‘Wait a bit,’ she ex¬ 
claimed, ‘this won’t do 1 ’ 

She jumped up, plurked some green branches, and 
stuck them through the wheels on both sides ol the 
wagon and hung her btshmtl over them. 

‘Let me in,’ she shouted to the little boy as she again 
crept under the wagon. 'Is this the plat c for a Cossack 
—with the girls? Co awa\ r 

When alone under the wagon with her friend, 
Ustcnka suddenly put both her arms round her, and 
clinging close to her began kissing her cheeks and 
neck. 

‘Darling, sweetheart,’ she kept repeating, between 
bursts of shrill, dear laughter. 

‘Why, you’ve learnt it from grandad,’ said Mar- 
yAnka, struggling. 'Stop it!’ 

And they both broke into surh peals of laughter that 
Maryinka’s mother shouted to them to lx- quiet. 

‘Are you jealous?’ asked Ustcnka in a whisper. 



414 THE COSSACKS 

‘What humbug! Let me sleep. What have you 
come for?’ 

But Ustdnka kept on, ‘I say! But I wanted to tell 
you such a thing.’ 

Maryanka raised herself on her elbow and arranged 
the kerrhief which had slipped off. 

‘Well, what is it?’ 

*1 know something about your lodger!’ 

‘There’s nothing to know,’ said Maryanka. 

‘Oh, you rogue of a girl!’ said Ustenka, nudging her 
with her elbow and laughing. ‘Won’t tell anything. 
Does he come to you?’ 

‘He does. What of that?’ said MaryAnka with a 
sudden blush. 

‘Now I’m a simple lass. I tell everybody. Why 
should I pretend?’ said Ustenka, and her bright rosy 
lace suddenly became pensive. ‘Whom do I hurt? 
I love him, that’s all about it.’ 

‘Grandad, do you mean?’ 

‘Well, yes!’ 

‘And the sin?’ 

‘Ah, Maryanka! When is one to have a good time 
if not while one’s still free? When I marry a Cossack 
I shall bear children and shall have cares. There now, 
when you get married to LukAshka not even a thought 
of joy will enter your head: children will come, and 
work!’ 

‘Well? Some who are married live happily. It 
makes no difference!’ Maryanka replied quietly. 

‘Do tell me just this once what has passed between 
you and LukAshka?’ 

‘What has passed? A match was proposed. Father 
put it off for a year, but now it’s been settled and 
they’ll marry us in autumn.’ 

‘But what did he say to you?’ 

MaryAnka smiled. 

‘What should he say? He said he loved me. He kept 
asking me to come to the vineyards with him.’ 
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'Just see what pitch! But you didn’t go, did you? 
And what a dare-devil he has become: the first among 
the braves. He makes merry out there in the army too! 
The other day our Kirka came home; he sap: What 
a horse Lukashka’s got in exchange! But all the same 
I expect he frets after you. And w hat else did lie say?’ 

‘Must you know everything?’ said Man.anka 
laughing. ‘One night he came to my window tipsy, 
and asked me to let him in.’ 

‘And you didn’t let him?’ 

‘Let him, indeed! Once I have said a thing I keep 
to it firm as a rock,’ answered MaryAnka seriously. 

‘A fine fellow! If he wanted her, no girl would 
refuse him.’ 

‘Well, let him go to the others,’ replied MaryAnka 
proudly. 

‘You don’t pity him?’ 

‘I do pity him, but I’ll have no nonsense. It is 
wrong.’ 

Ustenka suddenly dropped her head on her friend’s 
breast, seized hold of her, and sluxik with smothered 
laughter. ‘You silly fool!' she exclaimed, quite out of 
breath. ‘You don’t want to be happy,’ and she began 
tickling MaryAnka, 

'Oh, leave off!’ said MaryAnka, screaming and 
laughing. ‘You've crushed Lazutka.’ 

‘Hark at those young devils! Quite frisky! Not 
tired yet!’ came the old woman's sleepy voice from 
the wagon. 

‘Don’t want happiness,’ repeated Cstcnka in a 
whisper, insistently. ‘But you are lucky, that you are I 
How they love you! You are so crusty, and yet they 
love you. Ah, if I were in your place I’d soon turn the 
lodger’s head! I noticed him when you were at our 
house. He was ready to eat you with his eyes. What 
tilings grandad has given me! And yours they say is 
the richest of the Russians. His orderly says they have 
serfs of their own.’ 
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Marydnka raised herself, and after thinking a 
moment, smiled. 

‘Do you-know what he once told me: the lodger 
I mean?’ she said, biting a bit of grass. ‘He said, I’d 
like to be Lukdshka the Cossack, or your brother 
Lazutka-. What do you think he meant?’ 

‘Oh, just chattering what came into his head,’ 
answered Ustenka. ‘What does mine not say! Just 
as it he was possessed!’ 

Maryanka dropped her head on her folded beshmtL 
threw her arm over Ustenka’s shoulder, and shut her 
eyes. 

‘He wanted to come and work in the vineyard 
to-day: father invited him,’ she said, and after a short 
silence she fell asleep. 

CHAPTER XXXI 

The sun had come out from behind the pear-tree that 
had shaded the wagon, and even through the branches 
that Ustenka had fixed up it scorched the fares of the 
sleeping girls. Maryanka woke up and began arrang¬ 
ing the kerchief on her head. Looking about her, 
beyond the prar-tree she noticed their lodger, who with 
his gun on his shoulder stood talking to her father. She 
nudged Ustenka and smilingly pointed him out to her. 

‘I went yesterday and didn’t find a single one,’ 
Olenin was saying as he looked about uneasily, not 
seeing Marydnka thiough the branches. 

‘Ah, you should go out there in that direction, go 
right as by compasses, there in a disused vineyard 
denominated as the Waste, hares are always to be 
found,’ said the cornet, having at once changed his 
manner of speech. 

‘A fine thing to go looking for hares in these busy 
times! You had better come and help us, and do some 
work with the girls,’ die old woman said merrily. 
‘Now then, girls, up with you!’ she cried. 
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Mary ink a and Ostenka under the cart were 
whispering and could hardly restrain their laughter. 

Since it had become known that Olenm had given 
a horse worth fifty rubles to Lukashka, his hosts had 
become more amiable and the cornet in particular 
saw with pleasure his daughter's growing mumacy 
with Olenin. 

‘But I don’t know how to do the work,’ replied 
Olenin, trying not to look through the green branches 
under the wagon where he had now noticed Mar- 
yinka’s blue smock and red kerchief. 

‘Come, I’ll give you some pearlies,’ said the old 
woman. 

‘It’s only according to the ancient Cossack hospi¬ 
tality. It’s her old woman’s silliness,’ said the cornet, 
explaining and apparently correcting his wife’s words. 
‘In Russia, I expect, it’s not so much peaches as pine¬ 
apple jam and preserves you have been ai custoined 
to eat at your pleasure.’ 

‘So you say hares arc to be found in the disused 
vineyard^’ asked Olenin. ‘I will go there,’ and throw¬ 
ing a hasty glance through the green branches he 
raised his cap and disappeared between the regular 
rows of green vines. 

The sun had already sunk behind the fence of the 
vineyards, and its broken rays glittered through the 
translucent leaves when Olenin returned to his host’s 
vineyard. The wind was falling and a cool freshness 
was beginning to spread around. By some instinct 
Olenin recognized from afar Maryinka’s blue smock 
among the rows of vine, and, picking grapes on his 
way, he approached her. His highly excited dog also 
now and then seized a low-hanging cluster of grapes 
in his slobbering mouth. MaryAnka, her face flushed, 
her sleeves rolled up, and her kerchief down below her 
chin, was rapidly cutting the heavy clusters and laying 
them in a basket. Without lei ting go of the vine she 
had hold of, she stopped to smile pleasantly at him 

*0 r 
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and resumed her work. Olenin drew near and threw 
his gun behind his back to have his hands free. ‘Where 
are your people? May God aid you! Are you alone?’ 
he meant to say but did not say, and only raised his 
cap in silence. 

He was ill at ease alone with MaryAnka, but as if 
purposely to torment himself he went up to her. 

‘You’ll be shooting the women with your gun like 
that,’ said Maryanka. 

‘No, I shan’t shoot them.’ 

They were both silent. 

Then after a pause she said: ‘You should help me.’ 

He took out his knife and began silently to cut off 
the clusters. He reached from under die leaves low 
down a thick bunch weighing about three pounds 
the grapes of which grew so close that they flattened 
each other for want of space. He showed it to 
MaryAnka. 

‘Must they all be cut? Isn’t this one too green?’ 

‘Give it here.’ 

Their hands touched. OlAnin took her hand, and 
she looked at him smiling. 

‘Are you going to be married soon?’ he asked. 

She did not answer, but turned away with a stern 
look. 

‘Do you love Lukishka?’ 

‘What’s that to you?’ 

‘I envy him!’ 

'Very likely!’ 

‘No really. You are so beautiful!’ 

And he suddenly felt terribly ashamed of having 
said it, so commonplace did the words seem to him. 
He flushed, lost control of himself, and seized both her 
hands. 

‘Whatever I am, I’m not for you. Why do you make 
fun of me?’ replied MaryAnka, but her look showed 
how certainly she knew he was not making fun. 

‘Making fun? If you only knew how I-’ 
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The words sounded still more commonplace, they 
accorded still less with what he leh, but yet hr con¬ 
tinued, ‘I don’t know what I would* not do for 
you -’ 

‘Leave me alone, you pitch!’ 

But her face, her shining eyes, her swelling bosom, 
her shapely legs, said something quite different. It 
seemed to him that she understood how petty wrre all 
things he had said, but that she was superior to such 
considerations. It seemed to him she had long known 
all he wished and was not able to tell her, but wanted 
to hear how he would say it. ‘And how can she help 
knowing,’ he thought, ‘since I only want to tell her ail 
that she herself is? But she does not wish to under¬ 
stand, does not wish to replv.’ 

‘Hullo!’ suddenly came Ustenka’s high voire from 
behind the vine at no great distance, followed by her 
shrill laugh. ‘Come and help me, Dmitri AndrAch. 

I am all alone,’ she cried, thrusting her round, naive 
little face through the vines. 

Olinin did not answer nor move from his place. 

Maryanka went on cutting and continually looked 
up at OMnin. He was about to say something, but 
stopped, shrugged his shoulders and, having jerked up 
his gun, walked out of the vineyard with rapid strides. 


CHAPTER XXXII 

Hb stopped once or twice, listening to the ringing 
laughter of MaryAnka and Ustenka who, having come 
together, were shouting something. Olenin spent the 
whole evening hunting in the forest and returned 
home at dusk without having killed anything. When 
crossing the road he noticed her open the door of the 
outhouse, and her blue smock showed through it. He 
called to Vanyusha very loud so as to let her know that 
he was back, and then sat down in the porch in his 
usual place. His hosts now returned from the vineyard; 
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they came out of the outhouse and into their hut, but 
did not ask him in. Maryanka went twice out of 
the gate. Once in the twilight it seemed to him that 
she was looking at him. He eagerly followed her every 
movement, but could not make up his mind to approach 
her. When she disappeared into the hut he left the 
porch and began pacing up and down the yard, but 
Marydnka did not come out again. OHnin spent the 
whole sleepless night out in the yard listening to every 
sound in his hosts’ hut. He heard them talking early 
in the evening, heard them having their supper and 
pulling out their cushions, and going to bed; he heard 
Maryinka laughing at something, and then heard 
everything growing gradually quiet. The cornet and 
his wife talked a while in whispers, and someone was 
breathing. Olenin re-entered his hut. Vanyusha lay 
asleep in his clothes. Olenin envied him, and again 
went out to pace the yard, always expecting some¬ 
thing, but no one came, no one moved, and he only 
heard the regular breathing of three people. He knew 
Marydnka’s breathing and listened to it and to the 
beating of his own heart. In the village everything 
was quiet. The waning moon rose late, and the deep- 
breathing cattle in the yard became more visible as 
they lay down and slowly rose. Olenin angrily asked 
himself, ‘What is it I want?’ but could not tear him¬ 
self away from the enchantment of the night. Suddenly 
he thought he distinctly heard the floor creak and the 
sound of footsteps in his hosts’ hut. He rushed to the 
door, but all was silent again except for the sound of 
regular breathing, and in the yard the buffalo-cow, 
after a deep sigh, again moved, rose on her foreknees 
and then on her feet, swished her tail, and something 
splashed steadily on the dry clay ground; then she lay 
down again in the dim moonlight. He asked himself: 
‘What am I to do?’ and definitely decided to go to 
bed, but again he heard a sound, and in his imagina¬ 
tion there arose the image of Marydnka coming out 
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into this moonlit nustv night, and again ho rushed to 
her window and again hoard the sound of footsteps. 
Not till just before dawn did he go up to her window 
and push at the shutter and then run to the door, and 
this time he really heard Marvunka’s deep breathing 
and her footsteps. He took hold of the latch and 
knocked. The floor hardly creaked under (lie bare 
cautious footsteps which approached the door. The 
latch clicked, the door creaked, and he noticed a faint 
smell of marjoram and pumpkin, and Maryanka’s 
whole figure appeared in die doorway. He saw her 
only for an instant in the moonlight. She slammed 
the door and, muttering something, ran lightly back 
again. Olenin began rapping softly but nothing 
responded. He tan to the window and listened, 
buaacmy he was startled by a shrill, squeaky man’s 
voice. 

‘Fine!’ exclaimed a rather small young Oossark in 
a white cap, coming across the yard dose to Olenin. 
‘I saw . . . fine 1 ’ 

Olenin recognized Nazarka, and was silent, not 
knowing what to do or say. 

‘Fine! I'll go and tell them at the office, and I'll tell 
her father! That's a fine cornet’s daughter! One’s 
not enough for her.’ 

‘What do you want of me, what arc you after?’ 
uttered Olenin. 

‘Nothing; only I'll tell them at the oflirr.’ 

Nazarka spoke very loud, and evidently did so 
intentionally, adding: 'Just see what a clever <adet!’ 

Olenin trembled and grew pale. 

‘Come here, here!’ He seized the Cossack firmly 
by the arm and drew him towards his hut 

‘Nothing happened, she did not let me in, and I too 
mean no harm. She is an honest girl-’ 

‘Eh, discuss-’ 

‘Yes, but all the same I’ll give you something now. 
Wait a bit!’ 
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Nazarka said nothing. Olenin ran into his hut and 
brought out ten rubles, which he gave to the Cossack. 

‘Nothing happened, but still I was to blame, so 
I give this!— Only for God’s sake don’t let anyone 
know, for nothing happened . . .’ 

‘I wish you joy,’ said NazArka laughing, and went 
away. 

Nazarka had come to the village that night at 
LukAshka’s bidding to find a place to hide a stolen 
horse, and now, passing by on his way home, had 
heard the sound of footsteps. When he returned next 
morning to his company he bragged to his chum, and 
told him how cleverly he had got ten rubles. Next 
morning Olenin met his hosts and they knew nothing 
about the events of the night. He did not speak to 
MaryAnka, and she only laughed a little when she 
looked at him. Next night he also passed without 
sleep, vainly wandering about the yard. The day 
after he purposely spent shooting, and in the evening 
he went to see Bcletski to escape from his own thoughts. 
He was afraid of himself, and promised himself not to 
go to his hosts’ hut any more. 

That night he was roused by the sergeant-major. 
His company was ordered to start at once on a raid. 
Olenin was glad this had happened, and thought he 
would not again return to the village. 

The raid lasted four days. The commander, who 
was a relative of OWnin’s, wished tosee him and offered 
to let him remain with the staff, but this Olinin 
declined. He found that he could not live away from 
the village, and asked to be allowed to return to it. 
For having taken part in the raid he received a 
soldier’s cross, which he had formerly greatly desired. 
Now he was quite indifferent about it, and even more 
indifferent about his promotion, the order for which 
had still not arrived. Accompanied by Vanyiisha he 
rode back to the cordon without any accident several 
hours in advance of the rest of the company. He spent 
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the whole evening in hii porch watching Marv.inka, 
and he again walked about the yard, without aim or 
thought, all night. 

CHAPTER XXXIII 

It was late when he awoke the next day. His hosts 
were no longer in. He did not go shooting, but now 
took up a book, and now went out into the poirli, and 
now again re-entered the hut and lay down on the 
bed. Vanyusha thought he was ill. 

Towards evening Olenin got up, resolutely began 
writing, and wrote on till late at night, lie wrote a 
letter, but did not post it because he felt that no one 
would have understood what he wanted to say, and 
besides it was not necessary that anyone but himself 
should understand it. This is what he wrote: 

‘I receive letters of condolence from Russia. They 
are afraid that I shall perish, buried in these wilds. 
They say about me: "lie will become coarse; he will 
be behind the times in everything, he will take to 
drink, and who knows but that he may marry a Cossack 
girl." It was not for nothing, they say, that Ermilov 1 
declared: “Anyone serving in the Caucasus for ten 
years either becomes a conlirmed drunkard or marries 
a loose woman." How terrible! Indeed it won’t do 
for me to ruin myself when I might have the great 

happiness of even becoming the Countess B-’» 

husband, or a Court chamberlain, or a Marshal it 
nob lent of my district. Oh, how repulsive and pitiable 
you all seem to me! You do not know what happiness 
is and what life is! One must taste life once in all its 
natural beauty, must see and understand what I see 
every day before me—those eternally unapproachable 
snowy peaks, and a majestic woman in that primitive 
beauty in which the first woman must have come from 
her creator’s hands—and then it becomes clear who is 
1 See note on p. 75. 
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ruining himself and who is living truly or falsely—you 
or I. If you only knew how despicable and pitiable 
you, in your.delusions, seem to me! When I picture 
to myself—in place of my hut, my forests, and my 
love—those drawing-rooms, those women with their 
pomatum-greased hair eked out with false curls, those 
unnaturally grimacing lips, those hidden, feeble, dis¬ 
torted limbs, and that chatter of obligatory drawing¬ 
room conversation which has no right to the name— 
1 feel unendurably revolted. I then see before me those 
obtuse faces, those rich eligible girls whose looks seem 
to say: “It’s all right, you may come near though 
I am rich and eligible”—and that arranging and 
rearranging of seats, that shameless match-making 
and that eternal tittle-tattle and pretence; those rules 
—with whom to shake hands, to whom only to nod, 
with whom to converse (and all this done deliberately 
with a conviction of its inevitability), that continual 
ennui in the blood passing on from generation to 
generation. Try to understand or believe just this one 
thing: you nee>t only see and comprehend what truth 
and beauty are, and all that you now say and think 
and all your wishes for me and for yourselves will fly 
to atoms! Happiness is being with nature, seeing her, 
and conversing with her. “He may even (God forbid) 
marry a common Cossack girl, and be quite lost 
socially” I can imagine them saying of me with sincere 
pity! Yet the one thing I desire is to be quite “lost” 
in your sense of the word. I wish to marry a Cossack 
girl, and dare not because it would be a height of 
happiness of which I am unworthy. 

‘Three months have passed since I first saw the 
Cossack girl, Maryanka. The views and prejudices of 
the world I had left were still fresh in me. I did not 
then believe that I could love that woman. 1 delighted 
in her beauty just as I delighted in the beauty of the 
mountains and the sky, nor could I help delighting in 
her, for she is as beautiful as they. I found that the 
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sight of her beauty had become a necessity of mv life 
and I began asking myself w hether I did not los e her. 
But I could find nothing within myself ahall like love 
as I had imagined it to be. Mine was not the restless¬ 
ness of loneliness and desire for marriage, nor was it 
platonic, still less a carnal love such as I have expe¬ 
rienced. 1 needed only to see her, to hear her, to know 
that she was near—and if I was not happy, 1 was at 
peace. 

‘After an evening gathering at which I met her 
and touched her, I felt that between that woman 
and myself there existed an indissoluble though 
unacknowledged bond against winch 1 could not 
struggle, yet 1 did struggle 1 asked mysrll, “Is it 
possible to love a woman who will never understand 
the profoundest interests ol my life? Is it possible to 
love a woman simply lor her beauty, to love the statue 
of a woman?” But I was already in love with her, 
though I did not yet trust to my feelings. 

‘After that evening when I first spoke to her our 
relations changed. Before that she had been to me 
an extraneous but ma]cstic object of external nature: 
but since then she has berome a human lieing. I began 
to meet her, to talk to her, and sometimes logo to work 
for her father and to spend whole evenings with them, 
and in this intimate intercourse she remained still 
in my eyes just as pure, inaa cssiblc, and majestic. 
She always responded with equal calm, pride, and 
cheerful equammily. Sometimes she was friendly, but 
generally her every look, every word, and every 
movement expressed equanimity—not contemptuous, 
but crushing and bewitching. Every day with a 
feigned smile on mv lips I tried to play a part, and 
with torments of passion and desire in my heart 
I spoke bantcringly to her. She saw that I was dis¬ 
sembling, but looked straight at me cheerfully and 
simply. This position became unbearable. I wished 
not to deceive her but to tell her ail I thought and felt. 
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I was extremely agitated. We were in the vineyard 
when I began to tell her of my love, in words I am 
now ashamed to remember. I am ashamed because 
I ought not to have dared to speak so to her because 
she stood far above such words and above the feeling 
they were meant to express. I said no more, but from 
that day my position has been intolerable. I did not 
wish to demean myself by continuing our former 
flippant relations, and at the same time I felt that 1 
had not yet reached the level of straight and simple 
relations with her. I asked myself despairingly, “ Wbat 
am I to do?” In foolish dreams I imagined her now 
as my mistress and now as my wife, but rejected both 
ideas with disgust. To make her a wanton woman 
would be dreadful. It would be murder. To turn her 
into a fine lady, the wife of Dmitri Andreich Olenin, 
like a Cossack woman here who is married to one of 
our officers, would be still worse. Now could I turn 
Cossack like Lukashka, and steal horses, get drunk 
on chikhir, sing rollicking songs, kill people, and when 
drunk climb in at her window for the night without 
a thought of who and what I am, it would be differ¬ 
ent: then we might understand one another and 
I might be happy. 

‘I tried to throw myself into that kind of life but 
was still more conscious of my own weakness and 
artificiality. I cannot forget myself and my complex, 
distorted past, and my future appears to me still more 
hopeless. Every day I have before me the distant 
snowy mountains and this majestic, happy woman. 
But not for me is the only happiness possible in the 
world; I cannot have this woman! What is most 
terrible and yet sweetest in my condition is that I feel 
that I understand her but that she will never under¬ 
stand me; not because she is inferior: on the contrary 
she ought not to understand me. She is happy, she 
is like nature: consistent, calm, and self-contained; 
and I, a weak distorted being, want her to understand 
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my deformity and my torments! I have not slept at 
night, but have aimlessly passed under her windows 
not rendering account to myself of what»was happen¬ 
ing to me. On the 1 Oth our company started on a 
raid, and I spent three days away from the village. 
I was sad and apathetic, the usual songs, cards, 
drinking-bouts, and talk of rewards in the regiment, 
were more repulsive to me than usual. Yesterday 
I returned home and saw her, my hut, Daddy 
Erbshka, and the snowy mountains, from my porch, 
and was seized by such a strong, new feeling of joy that 
I understood it all. 1 love this woman: I feel real love 
for the first and only time in my life. I know what has 
befallen me. I do not fear to be degraded by this 
feeling, I am not ashamed of my lor:, 1 am proud of it. 
It is not my fault that I love. It has come about 
against my will. I tried to escape from my love by 
self-renunciation, and tried to devise a joy in the 
Cossack LukAshka’s and MaryAnka’s love, but thereby 
only stirred up my own love and jealousy. This is not 
the ideal, the so-called exalted love which I have 
known before; not that sort of attachment in which 
you admire your own love and feel that the source of 
your emotion is within yourself and do everything 
yourself. I have felt that too. It is still less a desire for 
enjoyment: it is something different. Perhaps in her 
I love nature: the personification of all that u beautiful 
in nature; but yet I am not acting by my own will, but 
some elemental force loves through me; the whole of 
God’s world, all nature, presses this love into my soul 
and says, “Love her.” I love her not with my mind 
or my imagination, but with my whole being. 
Loving her I feel myself to be an integral part of all 
God’s joyous world. I wrote before about the new 
convictions to which my solitary life had brought me, 
but no one knows with what labour they shaped them¬ 
selves within me and with what joy I realized them and 
saw a new way of life opening out before me; nothing 
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was dearer to me than those convictions ... Well!... 
love has come and neither they nor any regrets for 
them remain! It is even difficult for me to believe 
that I could prize such a one-sided, cold, and abstract 
state of mmd. Beauty came and scattered to the winds 
all that laborious inward toil, and no regret remains 
for what has vanished! Self-renunciation is all non¬ 
sense and absurdity! That is pride, a refuge from well- 
merited unhappiness, and salvation from the envy of 
others’ happiness: “Live for others, and do good!” 

-Why? when in my soul there is only love for 

myself and the desire to love her and to live her life 
with her? Not for others, not for Lukishka, I now 
desire happiness. I do not now love those others. 
Formerly 1 should have told myself that this is wrong. 
I should have tormented myself with the questions: 
What will become of her, of me, and of Lukashka? 
Now I don’t care. I do not live my own life, there 
is something stronger than me which directs me. 
I suffer; but formerly I was dead and only now 
do I live. To-day I will go to their house and tell 
her everything.’ 

CHAPTER XXXIV 

Late that evening, after writing this letter, Olenin 
went to his hosts’ hut. The old woman was sitting 
on a bench behind the oven unwinding cocoons. 
Maryanka with her head uncovered sat sewing by the 
light of a candle. On seeing Olenin she jumped up, 
took her kerchief and stepped to the oven. 

‘Maryanka dear,’ said her mother, ‘won’t you sit 
here with me a bit?’ 

‘No, I’m bareheaded,’ she replied, and sprang up 
on the oven. 

Olenin could only see a knee, and one of her shapely 
legs hanging down from the oven. He treated the old 
woman to tea. She treated her guest to clotted cream 
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which she sent Maryanka to fetch. But having put 
a plateful on the table Maryanka again sprang on the 
oven from whence Olenin felt her eyes upon him. 
They talked about household matters. Granny Ulltka 
became animated and went into raptures of hospital¬ 
ity. She brought Olenin preserved grapes and a grape 
tart and some of her best wine, and pressed lum to 
eat and drink with the rough yet proud hospitality of 
country folk, only found among those who produce 
their bread by the labour of their own hands. The old 
woman, who had at first struck Olenin so much by her 
rudeness, now often touched him by her simple tender¬ 
ness towards her daughter. 

‘Yes, we need not ollend the I.ord by grumbling! 
We have enough of everything, thank God We have 
pressed sufficient chikhir and base preserved and shall 
sell three or four barrels of grapes and have enough 
left to drink. Don’t be in a hurry to leave us. We will 
make merry together at the wedding ’ 

‘And when is the wedding to lie.'' asked OlAnin, 
feeling his blood suddenly rush to lus face while his 
heart beat irregularly and painfully 

He heard a movement on the oven and the sound 
of seeds being cracked. 

‘Well, you know, it ought to be next week. We are 
quite ready,’ replied the old woman, as simply and 
quietly as though Olenin did not exist. ‘I have pre¬ 
pared and have procured everything for MaryAnka. 
We will give her away properly. Only there’s one 
thing not quite right. Our LukAshka has been running 
rather wild. He has been too murh on the spree! 
He’s up to tricks! The other day a Gossack came here 
from his company and said he had been to NogAy.’ 

‘He must mind he does not get caught,’ said 
Olenin. 

‘Yes, that’s what I tell him. “Mind, LukAshka, don’t 
you get into mischief. Well of course a young fellow 
naturally wants to cut a dash. But there’s a time for 
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everything. Well, you’ve captured or stolen something 
and killed an abnk\ Well, you’re a fine fellow! But 
now you should live quietly for a bit, or else there’ll be 
trouble.”’ 

‘Yes, I saw him a time or two in the division, he 
was always merry-making. He has sold another horse,’ 
said Olenin, and glanced towards the oven. 

A pair of large, dark, and hostile eyes glittered as 
they gazed severely at him. 

He became ashamed of what he had said. ‘What 
of it? He does no one any harm,’ suddenly remarked 
MaryAnka. ‘He makes merry with his own money,’ 
and lowering her legs she jumped down from the oven 
and went out banging the door. 

Oldnin followed her with his eyes as long as she was 
in the hut, and then looked at the door and waited, 
understanding nothing of what Granny Ulitka was 
telling him. 

A few minutes later some visitors arrived: an old 
man, Granny Ulltka’s brother, with Daddy Erdshka, 
and following them came Marydnka and Ustenka. 

‘Good evening,’ squeaked Ustenka. ‘Still on holi¬ 
day?’ she added, turning to Olenin. 

‘Yes, still on holiday,’ he replied, and felt, he did not 
know why, ashamed and ill at ease. 

He wished to go away but could not. It also seemed 
to him impossible to remain silent. The old man 
helped him by asking for a drink, and they had a drink. 
Oldnin drank with Erdshka, with the other Cossack, 
and again with Erdshka, and the more he drank the 
heavier was his heart. But the two old men grew 
merry. The girls climbed onto the oven, where they sat 
whispering and looking at the men, who drank till it 
was late. Olenin did not talk, but drank more than 
the others. The Cossacks were shouting. The old 
woman would not let them have any more chikhir, and 
at last turned them out. The girls laughed at Daddy 
Erdshka, and it was past ten when they all went out 



THE COSSACKS 431 

into the porch. The old men invited themselves to 
finish their merry-making at Olenin's. Ustenka ran 
off home and Eroshka led the old Cossack to Van- 
ytisha. The old woman went out to tidy up the shed. 
MaryAnka remained alone in the hut. Olenin felt fresh 
and joyous, as if he had only just woke up. He noticed 
everything, and having let the old men pass ahead he 
turned back to the hut where MaryAnka was prepar¬ 
ing for bed. He went up to her and wished to say 
something, but his voice broke. She moved away from 
him, sat down cross-legged on her bed in the corner, 
and looked at him silently with wold and frightened 
eyes. She was evidently afraid of him. Olenin felt 
this. He felt sorry and ashamed of lumsclf, and at the 
same time proud and pleased that he aroused even 
that feeling in her. 

‘MaryAnka!’ he said, ‘Will you never take pity on 
me? 1 can’t tell you how I love you.’ 

She moved still farther away. 

‘Just hear how the wine is speaking!... You’ll get 
nothing from me!’ 

‘No, it is not the wine. Don’t marry I.ukAshka. 
I will marry you.’ (‘What am 1 saying,’ he thought as 
he uttered tiiesc words. ‘Shall 1 be able to say the 
same to-morrow?’ 'Yes, I shall, 1 am sure 1 shall, 
and I will repeat them now,’ replied an inner voice.) 

‘Will you marry me?’ 

She looked at him seriously and her fear seemed to 
have passed. 

‘MaryAnka, 1 shall go out of my mind! 1 am not 
myself. I will do whatever you command,’ and madly 
tender words came from his lips of their own accord. 

‘Now then, what are you drivelling about?’ she 
interrupted, suddenly seizing the arm he was stretch¬ 
ing towards her. She did not push his arm away but 
pressed it firmly with her strong hard fingen. ‘Do 
gentlemen marry Cossack girls? Go awayl’ 

‘But will you? Everything .. 
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‘And what shall we do with Lukdshka?’ said she, 
laughing. 

He snatched away the arm she was holding and 
firmly embraced her young body, but she sprang away 
like a fawn and ran barefoot into the porch: Olenin 
came to his senses and was terrified at himself. He 
again felt himself inexpressibly vile compared to her, 
yet not repenting for an instant of what he had said 
he went home, and without even glancing at the old 
men who were drinking in his room he lay down and 
fell asleep more soundly than he had done for a long 
time. 


CHAPTER XXXV 

The next day was a holiday. In the evening all the 
villagers, their holiday clothes shining in the sunset, 
were out in the street. That season more wme than 
usual had been produced, and the people were now 
free from their labours. In a month the Cossacks were 
to start on a campaign and in many families prepara¬ 
tions were being made for weddings. 

Most of the people were standing in the square in 
front of the Cossack Government Office and near the 
two shops, in one of which cakes and pumpkin seeds 
were sold, in the other kerchiefs and cotton prints. 
On the earth-embankment of the oflke-buildmg sat 
or stood the old men in sober grey, or black coats 
without gold trimmings or any kind of ornament. 
They conversed among themselves quietly in measured 
tones, about the harvest, about the young folk, about 
village affairs, and about old times, looking with 
dignified equanimity at the younger generation. 
Passing by them, the women and girls stopped and 
bent their heads. The young Cossacks respectfully 
slackened their pace and raised their caps, holding 
them for a while over their heads. The old men then 
stopped speaking. Some of them watched the passers- 



THE COSSACKS 433 

by severely, olhers kindly, and in their turn slowly 
took off their caps and put them on again. 

The Cossack girls had not yet started dancing their 
khorovids,' but having galhered in groups, in their 
bright-coloured bcshnuls with white kerchiefs on their 
heads pulled down to their eyes, they sat cither on the 
ground or on the earth-banks about the huts sheltered 
from the oblique rays of the sun, and laughed and 
chattered in their ringing voices. Little bovs and girls 
playing in the square sent their balls high up into the 
clear sky, and ran about squealing and shouting. The 
half-grown girls had started dancing their khorovodi, 
and were timidly singing in their thin shrill voices. 
Clerks, lads not in the service, or home for the holiday, 
bright faced and wearing smart white or new red 
Circassian gold-trimmed coats, went about aim in 
arm in twos or threes Irom one group ol women or 
girls to another, and stopped joking and dialling with 
the Cossack girls. The Armenian shopkeeper, in a 
gold-trimmed coat of fine blue cloth, stood at the open 
door through which piles of folded bright-coloured 
kerchiefs were visible and, conscious of his own 
importance and with die pride of an oriental trades¬ 
man, waited for customers, 'lwo red-bearded, bare¬ 
footed Chechens, who had come from iieyond the 
Tdck to see the fete, sat on their heels outside the 
house of a friend, negligently smoking their little pipes 
and occasionally spitting, watching the villagers and 
exchanging remarks with one another in their rapid 
guttural speech. Occasionally a workaday-looking 
soldier in an old overcoat passed across the square 
among the bright-clad girls. Here and there the songs 
of tipsy Cossacks who were merry-making could 
already be heard. All the huts were closed; the 
porches had been scrubbed clean the day before. 
Even the old women were out in the street, which was 

1 The khoroM is a ring formed by the girls, who move 
round in a circle singing. 
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everywhere sprinkled with pumpkin and melon seed- 
shells. The air was warm and still, the sky deep and 
clear. Beyofid the roofs the dead-white mountain 
range, which seemed very near, was turning rosy in 
the glow of the evening sun. Now and then from the 
other side of the river came the distant roar of a can¬ 
non, but above the village, mingling with one another, 
floated all sorts of merry holiday sounds. 

Oltain had been pacing the yard all that morning 
hoping to see Mary 4 nka. But she, having put on 
holiday clothes, went to Mass at the chapel and after¬ 
wards sat with the other girls on an earth-embank¬ 
ment cracking seeds; sometimes again, together with 
her companions, she ran home, and each time gave 
the lodger a bright and kindly look. Oltinin felt afraid 
to address her playfully or in the presence of others. 
He wished to finish telling her what he had begun to 
say the night before, and to get her to give him a 
definite answer. He waited for another moment like 
that of yesterday evening, but the moment did not 
come, and he felt that he could not remain any longer 
in this uncertainty. She went out into the street again, 
and after waiting awhile he too went out and without 
knowing where he was going he followed her. He 
passed by the corner where she was sitting in her 
shining blue satin beskmet , and with an aching heart 
he heard behind him the girls laughing. 

Bellitski’s hut looked out onto the square. As 
Olririn was passing it he heard Beletski’s voice calling 
to him, ‘Come in,’ and in he went. 

After a short talk they both sat down by the window 
and were soon joined by ErOshka, who entered dressed 
in a new beshmet and sat down on the floor beside 
them. 

‘There, that’s the aristocratic party,’ said Belitski, 
pointing with his cigarette to a brightly coloured 
group at the comer. ‘Mine is there too. Do you see 
her? in red. That’s a new btshmtt.' ‘Why don’t you 
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start the khorovodV he shouted, leaning out of the 
window. ‘Wait a bit, and then when it grows dark 
let us go too. Then we will invite them to Ustenka’s. 
We must arrange a ball for them!' 

‘And I will come to Ustenka’s,’ said Olenin in a 
decided tone. ‘Will Maryinka be there?’ 

‘Yes, she’ll be there. Do come!’ said Beldtski, with¬ 
out the least surprise. ‘But isn’t it a pretty picture?' 
he added, pointing to the motley crowds. 

‘Yes, very!’ Olenin assented, trying to appear in¬ 
different. ‘Holidays of this kind,’ he added, ‘always 
make me wonder why all these people should suddenly 
be contented and jolly. To-day for instance, just 
because it happens to be the fifteenth of the month, 
everything is festive. Eyes and faces and voices and 
movements and garments, and the air and the sun, 
are all in a holiday mood. And we no longer have any 
holidays!’ 

‘Yes,’ said Beltitski, who did not like such reflections. 
‘And why arc you not drinking, old fellow?’ he said, 
turning to Erbshka. 

Erbshka winked at Olfnin, pointing to Belittki. 
‘Eh, he’s a proud one that, kurnk of yours,’ he said. 

Belbtski raised his glass. ‘Allah btrdy" he said, 
emptying it. (Allah btrdy , ‘God has given!’—the usual 
greeting of Caucasians when drinking together.) 

‘Sau bul ' ('Your health’), answered Erbslika smiling, 
and emptied his glass. 

‘Speaking of holidays!’ he said, turning to Olenin 
as he rose and looked out of the window, ‘What sort 
of holiday is that! You should have seen them make 
merry in the old days! The women used to come out 
in their gold-trimmed sarafans . 1 Two rows of gold 
coins hanging round their necks and gold-cloth 
diadems on their heads, and when they passed they 
made a noise, “flu, flu,” with their dresses. Every 

1 A kind of gored dress worn over a blouse of different 
material. 
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woman looked like a princess. Sometimes they’d come 
out, a whole herd of them, and begin singing songs 
so that the air seemed to rumble, and they went on 
making merry all night. And the Cossacks would roll 
out a barrel into the yards and sit down and drink till 
break of day, or they would go hand-in-hand sweeping 
the village. Whoever they met they seized and took 
along with them, and went from house to house. 
Sometimes they used to make merry for three days on 
end. Father used to come home—I still remember it— 
quite red and swollen, without a cap, having lost 
everything: he’d come and lie down. Mother knew 
what to do: she would bring him some fresh caviar 
and a little chikhir to sober him up, and would herself 
run about in the village looking for his cap. Then he’d 
sleep for two days! That’s the sort of fellows they were 
then! But now what are they?’ 

‘Well, and the girls in the sarafans, did they make 
merry all by themselves?’ asked Beletski. 

‘Yes, they did! Sometimes Cossacks would come 
on foot or on horse and say, “Let’s break up the 
khorovids ,” and they’d go, but the girls would take up 
cudgels. Carnival week, some young fellow would 
come galloping up, and they’d cudgel his horse and 
cudgel him too. But he’d break through, seize the 
one he loved, and carry her off. And his sweetheart 
would love him to his heart’s content! Yes, the girls 
in those days they were regular queens!’ 

CHAPTER XXXVI 

Just then two men rode out of the side street into the 
square. One of them was Nazarka. The other, 
Lukashka, sat slightly sideways on his well-fed bay 
Kabardi horse which stepped lightly over the hard 
road jerking its beautiful head with its fine glossy 
mane. The well-adjusted gun in its cover, the pistol 
at his back, and the cloak rolled up behind his saddle 
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showed that I.ukashka had not come from a peaceful 
place or from one near by. The smart way in which 
he sat a little sideways on his horse,.the carelcsj 
motion with which he touched the horse under its 
belly with his whip, and especially his half-closed 
black eyes, glistening as he looked proudly around 
him, all expressed the conscious strength and self- 
conlidence of youth. ‘Ever seen as fine a lad ?’ his eyes, 
looking from side to side, seemed to say. The elegant 
horse with its silver ornaments and trappings, the 
weapons, and the handsome Cossack himself attracted 
the attention of everyone in the square. Nazirka, 
lean and short, was much less well dressed. As he 
rode past the old men, Lukaslika paused and raised 
his curly white sheepskin cap above ins closely t ropped 
black head. 

‘Well, have you carried ofl many Nogfiy horses?' 
asked a lean old man with a frowning, lowering 
look. 

‘Have you counted them. Grandad, that you ask?’ 
replied Lukashka, turning away 

‘That’s all very well, but you need not take my 
lad along with you,’ the old man muttered with a 
still darker frown. 

‘Just see the old devil, he knows everything,’ mut¬ 
tered Lukashka to himself, and a worried expression 
came over his face; but then, noticing a corner 
where a number of Cossack girls were standing, he 
turned his horse towards them. 

‘Good evening, girls!’ lie shouted in his powerful, 
resonant voice, suddenly checking his horse. ‘You’ve 
grown old without me, you witches!’ and he laughed. 

‘Good evening, I-ukashka! Good evening, laddie!’ 
the merry voices answered. ‘Have you brought much 
money? Buy some sweets for the girls! . . . Have you 
come for long? True enough it’s long since we saw 
you. . . .’ 

‘Nazarka and t have just flown across to make a 
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night of it,’ replied LukAshka, raising his whip and 

riding straight at the girls. 

_ ‘Why, MaryAnka has quite forgotten you,’ said 
Ostenka, nudging MaryAnka with her elbow and 
breaking into a shrill laugh. 

Maryanka moved away from the hone and throw¬ 
ing back her head calmly looked at the Cossack with 
her large sparkling eyes. 

‘True enough you have not been for a long time! 
Why are you trampling us under your horse?’ she 
remarked dryly, and turned away. 

LukAshka had appeared particular merry. His face 
shone with audacity and joy. Obviously staggered by 
Maryanka’s cold reply he suddenly knitted his brow. 

‘Step up on my stirrup and I’ll carry you away to 
the mountains, Mammy!’ he suddenly exclaimed, 
and as if to disperse his dark thoughts he caracoled 
among the girls. Stooping down towards MaryAnka 
he said, ‘I’ll kiss, oh, how I’ll kiss you!. . .’ 

MaryAnka’s eyes met his and she suddenly blushed 
and stepped back. 

‘Oh, bother you! you’ll crush my feet,’ she said, and 
bending her head looked at her well-shaped feet in 
their tightly fitting light blue stockings with clocks and 
her new red slippers trimmed with narrow silver braid. 

LukAshka turned towards Uslenka, and MaryAnka 
sat down next to a woman with a baby in her arms. 
The baby stretched his plump little hands towards the 
girl and seized a necklace string that hung down onto 
her blue beshmet. Maryanka bent towards the child 
and glanced at LukAshka from the corner of her eyes. 
LukAshka just then was getting out from under his 
coat, from the pocket of his black beshmet, a bundle of 
sweetmeats and seeds. 

‘There, I give them to all of you,’ he said, handing 
the bundle to Ustenka and smiling at MaryAnka. 

A confused expression again appeared on the girl’s 
face. It was as though a mist gathered over her 
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beautiful eyes. She drew her kerchief down below' her 
lips, and leaning her head over the fair-skinned face 
of the baby that still held her by her coin necklace 
she suddenly began to kiss it greedily." The baby 
pressed his little hands against the girl’s high breasts, 
and opening his toothless mouth screamed loudly. 

‘You’re smothering the boy!’ said the little one’s 
mother, taking him away; and she unfastened her 
btshmet to give him the breast. ‘You’d belter have a 
chat with the young fellow.’ 

‘I’ll only go and put up my hone and then NazArka 
and I will come back; we’ll make merry all night,’ 
said Lukashka, touching bis horse with his whip and 
riding away from the girls. 

Turning into a side street, he and Nazarka rode up 
to two huts that stood side by side. 

‘Here we are all right, old lellow! Be quick and 
come soon!’ called l ukashka to Ins comrade, dis¬ 
mounting in front of one oi the huts, then he carefully 
led his horse in at the gate of the wattle fence of his 
own home. 

‘How d’you do, Stepka?’ he said to his dumb sister, 
who, smardy dressed like the others, came in from the 
street to take his horse; and he made signs to her to 
take the horse to the hay, but not to unsaddle it. 

The numb girl made her usual humming noise, 
smacked her lips as she pointed to the horse and kissed 
it on the nose, as much as to say that she loved it and 
that it was a fine horse. 

‘How dyou do, mother? How 13 it that you have 
not gone out yet?’ shouted Lukashka, holding his gun 
in place as he mounted the steps of the porch. 

His old mother opened the door. 

‘Dear me! I never expected, never thought, you’d 
come,’ said the old woman. ‘Why, Kirka said you 
wouldn’t be here.’ 

‘Go and bring some chikhir, mother. NazArka is 
coming here and we will celebrate the feast day.’ 
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‘Directly, Luklshka, directly!’ answered the old 
woman. ‘Our women are making merry. I expect 
our dumb one has gone too.’ 

She took her keys and hurriedly went to the 
outhouse. 

Nazarka, after putting up his horse and taking the 
gun oll’his shoulder, returned to Lukbshka’s house and 
went in. 


CHAPTER XXXVII 

‘Your health!’ said Lukdshka, taking from his 
mother’s hands a cup filled to the brim with chikhir 
and carefully raising it to his bowed head. 

‘A bad business!’ said Nazarka. ‘You heard how 
Daddy Burlak said, “Have you stolen many horses?” 
He seems to know!’ 

‘A regular wizard!’ Iaikashka replied shortly. ‘But 
what ot it!’ he added, tossing his head. ‘They are 
across the river by now. Go and find them!’ 

‘Still it’s a bad lookout.’ 

‘What’s a bad lookout? Go and take some chikhir 
to him to-morrow and nothing will come of it. Now 
let’s make merry. Drink!’ shouted Lukdshka, just in 
the tone in which old Erbshka uttered the word. 
‘We’ll go out into the street and make merry with the 
girls. You go and get some honey; or no, I’ll send our 
dumb wench. We’ll make merry till morning.’ 

Nazarka smiled. 

‘Are we stopping here long?’ he asked. 

‘Till we’ve had a bit of fun. Run and get some 
vodka. Here’s the money.’ 

Nazarka ran off obediendy to get the vodka from 
Ykmka’s. 

Daddy Erbshka and Ergushbv, like birds of prey, 
scenting where the merry-making was going on, 
tumbled into the hut one after the other, both tipsy. 

'Bring us another half-pail,’ shouted Lukdshka to 
his mother, by way of reply to their greeting. 
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‘Now then, tell us where did you steal them, you 
devdP’shouted Eroshka. ‘Fine fellow,I’m fond of you!’ 

'Fond indeed . . answered Lukashkji laughing, 
'carrying sweets from cadets to lasses! Eh, you 
old . ’ 

That’s not true, not true!. . . Oh, Mark,’ and the 
old man burst out laughing, ‘And how that devil 
begged me. “Go,” he said, “and arrange it.” lie 
offered me a gun! But no. I’d have managed it, but 
I feel for you. Now tell us where have you been?’ 
And the old rnan began speaking m Tartar. 

Eukashka answered him promptly. 

Ergushov, who did not know much Tartar, only 
occasionally put in a word in Russian: 

‘What 1 say is he’s driven away the horses. I know 
it for a fact,’ he chimed in. 

‘Gircy and 1 went together.’ (His speaking of 
Girev Khan as ‘Girev’ was, to ihe Cossack rmnd, 
evidence of his boldness.) ‘Just bevond the river he 
kept bragging that he knew the whole of the steppe 
and would lead the way straight, but we rode on and 
the night was dark, and my Girdy lost his way and 
licgan wandering in a circle without getting anywhere: 
couldn't Imd the village, and there we were. We must 
have gone too much to the right. I believe we wan¬ 
dered about weilmgh till midnight. Then, thank 
goodness, we heard dogs howling.’ 

‘Fools!’ said Daddy Eroshka. ‘ There now, we too 
used to lose our way m the steppe. (Who the devil 
can follow it?) But I used to ride up a hillcxk and 
start howling like the wolves, like this!’ He placed his 
hands before his mouth, and howled like a pack of 
wolves, all on one note. ‘The dogs would answer at 
once. . . . Well, go on—so you found them?’ 

‘We soon led them away! Nazirka was nearly 
caught by some Nogay women, he was!’ 

‘Caught indeed,’ Nazarka, who had just come back, 
said in an injured tone. 
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‘We rode off again, and again Gircy lost his way and 
almost landed us among the sand-drifts. We thought 
we were just getting to the Tirek but we were riding 
away from it all the time!’ 

‘You should have steered by the stars,’ said Daddy 
Erdshka. 

‘That’s what I say,’ interjected Ergush6v. 

‘Yes, steer when all is black; I tried and tried all 
about . . . and at last I put the bridle on one of the 
mares and let my own horse go free—thinking he’ll 
lead us out, and what do you think! he just gave a 
snort or two with his nose to the ground, galloped 
ahead, and led us straight to our village. Thank 
goodness! It was getting quite light. We barely had 
time to hide them in the forest. Nagfm came across 
the river and took them away.’ 

Ergushdv shook his head. ‘It’s just what I said. 
Smart. Did you get much for them?’ 

'It’s all here,’ said Lukishka, slapping his pocket. 

Just then his mother came into the room, and 
Lukdshka did not finish what he was saying. 

‘Drink!’ he shouted. 

‘We too, Glrich and I, rode out late one night. ..’ 
began Eroshka. 

‘Oh bother, we’ll never hear the end of you!’ said 
Luk&shka. ‘I am going.’ And having emptied his 
cup and tightened the strap of his belt he went out. 

CHAPTER XXXVIII 

It was already dark when Lukashka went out into 
the street. The autumn night was fresh and calm. 
The full golden moon floated up behind the tall dark 
poplars that grew on one side of the square. From the 
chimneys of the outhouses smoke rose and spread 
above the village, mingling with the mist. Here and 
there lights shone through the windows, and the air 
was laden with the smell of kisyak, grape-pulp, and 
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mist. The sounds of voices, laughter, songs, and the 
cracking of seeds mingled just as they had done in the 
daytime, but were now more distinct. .Clusters of 
white kerchiefs and cap 3 gleamed through the dark¬ 
ness near the houses and by the fences. 

In the square, before the shop door which was lit 
up and open, the black and white figures of Cossack 
men and maids showed through the darkness, and one 
heard from afar their loud songs and laughter and talk. 
The girls, hand in hand, went round and round 
in a circle stepping lightly in the dusty square. A 
skinny girl, the plainest of them all, set the tunc: 

From beyond the wood, from the forest dark. 

From the garden green and the shady park, 

There came out one day two young lads so gay. 

Young bachelors, hey! brave and smart were they! 

And they walked and walked, then stood still, each man, 
And they talked and soon to dispute began! 

Then a maid came out; as she came along, 

Said, ‘To one ot you I shall soon belong 1 ’ 

’Twas the fair-faced lad got the maiden fair, 

Yes, the fair-faced lad with the golden hair! 

Her right hand so white in his own took he, 

And he led her round for hn mates to sec! 

And said, ‘Have you ever in all your life, 

Met a lass as fair as my sweet little wife?’ 

The old women stood round listening to the songs. 
The little boys and girls ran about chasing one another 
in the dark. The men stood by, catching at the girls 
as the latter moved round, and sometimes breaking 
the ring and entering it. On the dark side of the door¬ 
way stood Beltitski and Olenin, in their Circassian 
coats and sheepskin caps, and talked together in a 
style of speech unlike that of the Cossacks, in low but 
distinct tones, conscious that they were attracting 
attention. Next to one another in the khorovod circle 
moved plump bttle Cstcnka in her red bishmet and 
the stately .Waryinka in her new smock and beshmel. 
Oleum and Bcletski were discussing how to snatch 
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Ustenka and Maryanka out of the ring. BeHtski 
thought that Olenin wished only to amuse himself, 
but Olcniu was expecting his fate to be decided. He 
wanted at any cost to see Marydnka alone that very 
day and to tell her everything, and ask her whether 
she could and would be his wife. Although that 
question had long been answered in the negative in 
his own mind, he hoped he would be able to tell her 
all he lelt, and that she would understand him. 

‘Why did you not tell me sooner?’ said Beletski. 
'1 would have got Ustenka to arrange it for you. You 
are such a queer fellow! . . .’ 

‘What’s to be done! . . . Some day, very soon, I’ll 
tell you all about it. Only now for Heaven’s sake 
arrange so that she should come to Ustenka’s.’ 

‘AH right, that’s easily done! Well, Marydnka, 
will you belong to the “fair-faced lad,” and not to 
Lukdshka?’ said Beletski, speaking to Maryanka first 
for propriety’s sake, but having received no reply he 
went up to Ustenka and begged her to bring Mary&nka 
home with her. He had hardly time to finish what he 
was saying before the leader began another song and 
the girls started pulling each other round in the ring 
by the hand. 

They sang: 

l’ast the garden, by the garden, 

A young man came strolling down, 

Up the street and through the town. 

And the first time as he passed 
He did wave his strong right hand. 

As the second Ume he passed 
Waved his hat with silken band. 

But the third time as he went 
He stood still, before her bent. 

'How is it that thou, my dear, 

My reproaches dost not fear? 

In the park don’t come to walk 
That we there might have a talk? 
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‘Come now, answer me, my dear, 

Dost thou hold me in contemptl 
Later on, thou knowest, dear, 

Thou'lt get sober and repent. * 

Soon to woo thee I will come, 

And when we shall married be 
Thou wilt weep because o( mel* 

‘Though I knew what to reply, 

Yet 1 dared not him deny, 

No, I dared not him deny! 

So into the park went I, 

In the park my lad to meet. 

There my dear one I did greet.' 

‘Maiden dear, I bow to thee! 

Take this handkerchief from me. 

In thv white hand take it, sect 
Say I am beloved b> thee 
I don’t know at all, I fear, 

What I am to give thee, dear! 

To my dear I think I will 
Of a shawl a present make— 

And five kisses for it take.’ 

Luk&shka and Naz^rka broke into the ring and 
started walking about among the girb. Lukashka 
joined in the singing, taking seconds in his clear voice 
as he walked m the middle of the ring swinging his 
arms. ‘Well come in, one of you!’he said. The other 
girls pushed Marvdnka, but she would not enter the 
ring. The sound of shrill laughter, slaps, kisses, and 
whispers mingled with the singing. 

As he went past Olenin, Lukishka gave a friendly 
nod. 

‘Dmitri Andrrich! Have you too come to have 
a look?’ he said. 

‘Yes,’ answered Olenin dryly. 

Beletski stooped and whispered something into 
Ustenka’s ear. She had not time to reply till she came 
round again, when she said: 
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‘All right, we’ll come.’ 

‘And MaryAnka too?’ 

Olenin stooped towards MaryAnka. ‘You’ll come? 
Please do, if only for a minute. I must speak to you ' 

‘If the other girls come, I will.’ 

‘Will you answer my question?’ said he, bending 
towaids her. ‘You are in good spirits to-day.’ 

She had already moved past him. He went after 
her. 

‘Will you answer?’ 

‘Answer what?’ 

‘The question I asked you the other day,’ said 
Oldnin, stooping to her ear. ‘Will you marry me?’ 

Maryanka thought for a moment. 

‘I’ll tell you,’ said she, ‘I’ll tell you to-night.’ 

And through the darkness her eyes gleamed brightly 
and kindly at the young man. 

He still followed her. He enjoyed stooping closer 
to her. 

But Lukashka, without ceasing to sing, suddenly 
seized her firmly by the hand and pulled her from her 
place in the ring of girls into the middle. Olenin had 
only time to say, ‘Come to Ustenka’s,’ and stepped 
back to his companion. The song came to an end. 
LukAshka wiped his lips, MaryAnka did the same, and 
they kissed. ‘No, no, kisses five!’ said LukAshka. 
Chatter, laughter, and running about, succeeded to 
the rhythmic movements and sound. LukAshka, who 
seemed to have drunk a great deal, began to dis¬ 
tribute sweetmeats to the girls. 

‘I offer them to everyone I’ he said with proud, 
comically pathetic self-admiration. ‘But anyone who 
goes after soldiers goes out of the ring!’ he suddenly 
added, with an angry glance at Olenin. 

The girls grabbed his sweetmeats from him, and, 
laughing, struggled for them among themselves. 
Beletski and OlAnin stepped aside. 

LukAshka, as if ashamed of his generosity, took off 
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his cap and wiping his forehead with his sleeve came 
up to MaryAnka and TJstonka. 

‘Answer me, my dear, dost thou hold me in con¬ 
tempt?’ he said in the words of the song they had just 
been singing, and turning to Maryanka he angrily 
repeated the words: ‘Dost thou hold me in contempt? 
When we shall married be thou wilt weep because of 
me!’ he added, embracing Uslcnka and MaryAnka 
both together. 

Ustenka tore herself away, and swinging her arm 
gave him such a blow on the back that she hurt her 
hand. 

‘Well, are you going to have another turn?’ he 
asked. 

'The other girls may if they like,’ answered Uslrnka, 
‘but I am going home and Maryanka was coming to 
our house too.’ 

With his armstill round her, LukAshka led MaryAnka 
away from the crowd to the darker corner of a house. 

‘Don’t go, Maryanka,’ he said, ‘let’s have some 
lun for the last time. Go home and I will come to 
you!’ 

‘What am I to do at home? Holidays are meant 
for merry-making. I am going to L’stenkaY, replied 
MaryAnka. 

‘I’ll marry you all the same, you know!’ 

‘All right,’ said MaryAnka, ‘we shall sec when the 
time comes.’ 

‘So you are going,’ said LukAshka sternly, and, 
pressing her close, he kissed her on the cheek. 

‘There, leave off! Don’t bother,’ and MaryAnka, 
wrenching herself from his arms, moved away. 

‘Ah my girl, it will turn out badly,’ said LukAshka 
reproachfully and stood still, shaking his head. ‘Thou 
wilt weep because of me ...’ and turning away from 
her he shouted to the other girls: 

‘Now then! Play away!’ 

What he had said seemed to have frightened and 
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vexed Mary&nka. She stopped, ‘What will turn out 

badly?’ 

‘Why, that!’ 

‘That what?’ 

‘Why, that you keep company with a soldier- 
lodger and no longer care for me!’ 

'I’ll care just as long as I choose. You’re not my 
father, nor my mother. What do you want? I’ll care 
for whom I like!’ 

‘Well all right. . .’ said Lukdshka, ‘but remember 1 ’ 
He moved towards the shop. ‘Girls!’ he shouted, 
‘why have you stopped? Go on dancing. Naz&rka, 
fetch some more chikhir.’ 

‘Well, will they come?’ asked Olenin, addressing 
Beldtski. 

‘They’ll come directly,’ replied Beldtski. ‘Come 
along, we must prepare the ball.’ 

CHAPTER XXXIX 

It was already late in the night when Oldnin came 
outofBcltaki’s hut following Marydnka and Ustenka. 
He saw in the dark street before him the gleam of the 
girl’s white kerchief. The golden moon was descend¬ 
ing towards the steppe. A silvery mist hung over the 
village. All was still; there were no lights anywhere 
and one heard only the receding footsteps of the 
young women. Olenin’s heart beat fast. The fresh 
moist atmosphere cooled his burning face. He 
glanced at the sky and turned to look at the hut he 
had just come out of; the candle was already out. 
Then he again peered through the darkness at the 
girls’ retreating shadows. The white kerchief dis¬ 
appeared in the mist. He was afraid to remain alone, 
he was so happy. He jumped down from the porch 
and ran after the girls. 

‘Bother you, someone may see . . .’ said Ustenka. 

‘Never mind 1 ’ 
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Olenin ran up to Maryinka and embraced her. 
Mary&nka did not resist. 

‘Haven’t you kissed enough yet?’ sqid Ustenka. 
‘Marry and then kiss, but now you’d better wait.’ 

Good-night, Maryanka, to-morrow I will come to 
see your father and tell him. Don't you say any¬ 
thing.’ 

‘Why should I!’ answered Mary&nka. 

Both the girls started running. Olenin went on by 
himself thinking over all that had happened. He had 
spent the whole evening alone with her in a corner 
by the oven. Ustenka had not left the hut for a single 
moment, but had romped about with the other girls 
and with Beliftski all the time. Olenin had talked in 
whispers to Mary&nka. 

‘Will you marry me?’ he had asked. 

‘You’d deceive me and not have me,’ she replied 
cheerfully and calmly. 

‘But do you love me? Tell me for God’s sake!’ 
‘Why shouldn’t I love you? You don’t squint,’ 
answered Mary&nka, laughing and with her hard 
hands squeezing his. . . . 

‘What whi-ite, whi-i-ite, soft hands you’ve got— 
*0 like clotted cream,’ she said. 

‘I am in earnest. Tell me, will you marry me?’ 
‘Why not, if father gives me to you ?’ 

‘Well then remember, I shall go mad if you deceive 
me. To-morrow I will tell your mother and father. 

I shall come and propose.’ 

Mary&nka suddenly burst out laughing. 

‘What’s the matter?’ 

‘It seems so funny!’ 

‘It’s true! I will buy a vineyard and a house and 
will enroll myself as a Cossack.’ 

‘Mind you don’t go after other women then. I am 
severe about that.’ 

OKnin joyfully repeated all these words to himself. 
The memory of them now gave him pain and now 
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such joy that it took away his breath. The pain was 
because she had remained as calm as usual while 
talking to htm. She did not seem at all agitated by 
these new conditions. It was as if she did not trust 
him and did not think of the future. It seemed to 
him that she only loved him for the present moment, 
and that in her mind there was no future with him. 
He was happy because her words sounded to him 
true, and she had consented to be his. ‘Yes,’ thought 
he to himself, ‘we shall only understand one another 
when she is quite mine. For such love there are no 
words. It needs life—the whole of life. To-morrow 
everything will be cleared up. I cannot live like this 
any longer; to-morrow I will tell everything to her 
father, to BelHski, and to the whole village.’ 

Lukdshka, after two sleepless nights, had drunk so 
much at the f£te that for the first time in his life his 
feet would not carry him, and he slept in Yamka’s 
house. 


CHAPTER XL 

The next day Olenin awoke earlier than usual, and 
immediately remembered what lay before him, and 
he joyfully recalled her kisses, the pressure of her hard 
hands, and her words, ‘What white hands you have!’ 
He jumped up and wished to go at once to his hosts’ 
hut to ask for their consent to his marriage with 
Maryinka. The sun had not yet risen, but it seemed 
that there was an unusual bustle in the street and 
side-street: people were moving about on foot and 
on horseback, and talking. He threw on his Circassian 
coat and hastened out into the porch. His hosts were 
not yet up. Five Cossacks were riding past and talking 
loudly together. In front rode Lukishka on his broad- 
backed Kabardi horse. The Cossacks were all speak¬ 
ing and shouting so that it was impossible to make out 
exactly what they were saying. 

‘Ride to the Upper Post,’ shouted one. 
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‘Saddle and catch us up, be quick,’ said another. 

‘It’s nearer through the other gate!’ 

‘What are you talking about?' cried Lukdshka. 'We 
must go through the middle gates, of course.’ 

‘So we must, it’s nearer that way,’ said one ot the 
Cossacks who was covered with dust and rode a 
perspiring horse. Lukashka's lace was red and swollen 
after the drinking of the previous night and his cap 
was pushed to the back of his head. He was calling 
out with authority as though he were an oflicer. 

‘What is the matter? Where are you going?’ asked 
Olenin, with difficulty attracting the Cossacks’ atten¬ 
tion. 

‘We are off to catch abreks. They're hiding among 
the sand-drifts. We arc just off, but there are not 
enough of us yet.’ 

And the Cossacks continued to shout, more and 
more of them joining as they rode down the street. 
It occurred to Olenin that it would not look well lor 
him to stay behind; besides he thought he could soon 
come back. He dressed, loaded his gun with bullets, 
jumped onto his horse which Vanyusha had saddled 
more or less well, and overtook the Cossacks at the 
village gates. The Cossacks had dismounted, and 
filling a wooden bowl with chikhtr from a little cask 
which they had brought with them, they passed the 
bowl round to one another and drank to the success 
of their expedition. Among them was a smartly 
dressed young cornet, who happened to be in die 
village and who took command of the group ol nine 
Cossacks who had joined for the expedition. All these 
Cossacks were privates, and although the cornet 
assumed the airs of a commanding officer, they only 
obeyed Lukishka. Of Olenin they took no notice at 
all, and when they had all mounted and started, and 
Olenin rode up to the comet and began asking him 
what was taking place, the comet, who was usually 
quite friendly, treated him with marked condescension. 
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It was with great difficulty that Olenin managed to 
find out from him what was happening. Scouts who 
had been sent out to search for abreks had come upon 
several hillsmen some six miles from the village. 
These abreks had taken shelter in pits and had fired 
at the scouts, declaring they would not surrender. 
A corporal who had been scouting with two Cossacks 
had remained to watch the abreks, and had sent one 
Cossack back to get help. 

The sun was just rising. Three miles beyond the 
village the steppe spread out and nothing was visible 
except the dry, monotonous, sandy, dismal plain 
covered with the footmarks of cattle, and here and 
there with tufts of withered grass, with low reeds in 
the flats, and rare, little-trodden footpaths, and the 
camps of the nomad Nogay tribe just visible far away. 
The absence of shade and the austere aspect of the 
place were striking. The sun always rises and sets red 
in the steppe. When it is windy whole hills of sand 
are carried by the wind from place to place. When it 
is calm, as it was that morning, the silence, un¬ 
interrupted by any movement or sound, is peculiarly 
striking. That morning in the steppe it was quiet and 
dull, though the sun had already risen. It all seemed 
specially soft and desolate. The air was hushed, the 
footfalls and the snorting of the horses were the only 
sounds to be heard, and even they quickly died away. 

The men rode almost silently. A Cossack always 
carries his weapons so that they neither jingle nor 
ratde. Jingling weapons are a terrible disgrace to 
a Cossack. Two other Cossacks from the village 
caught the party up and exchanged a few words. 
Lukishka’s horse either stumbled or caught its foot 
in some grass, and became restive—which is a sign 
of bad luck among the Cossacks, and at such a time 
was of special importance. The others exchanged 
glances and turned away, trying not to notice what 
had happened. Lukishka pulled at the reins, frowned 
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sternly, set his teeth, and flourished his whip above 
his head. His good Kabarda horse, prancing from 
one foot to another not knowing with wtych to start, 
seemed to wish to fly upwards on wings. But Lukashka 
hit its well-fed sides with his whip once, then again, 
and a third time, and the horse, showing its teeth and 
spreading out its tail, snorted and reared and stepped 
on its hind legs a few paces away from the others. 

‘Ah, a good steed that!’ said the cornet. 

That he said steed instead of horse indicated special 
praise. 

‘A lion of a horse,’ assented one of the others, an 
old Cossack. 

The Cossacks rode forward silently, now at a foot¬ 
pace, then at a trot, and these changes were the only 
incidents that interrupted for a moment the stillness 
and solemnity ol their movements. 

Riding through the steppe for about six miles, they 
passed nothing but one Nogay tent, placed on a cart 
and moving slowly along at a distance of about a mile 
from them. A Nogay family was moving from one part 
of the steppe to another. Afterwards they met two 
tattered Nogdy women with high cheekbones, who 
with baskets on their backs were gathering dung left 
by the cattle that wandered over the steppe. The 
comet, who did not know their language well, tried 
to question them, but they did not understand him 
and, obviously frightened, looked at one another. 

Lukashka rode up to them both, stopped Ins horse, 
and promptly uttered the usual greeting. The N'ogiy 
women were evidently relieved, and began speaking 
to him quite freely as to a brother. 

‘Ay-ay, kop abrek!' they said plaintively, pointing 
in the direction in which the Cossacks were going. 
Olenin understood that they were saying, ‘Many 
abreks.' 

Never having seen an engagement of that kind, and 
having formed an idea of them only from Daddy 

*>» ft* 
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Erdshka’s tales, Olenin wished not to be left behind 
by the Cossacks, but wanted to see it all. He admired 
the Cossacks, and was on the watch, looking and 
listening and making his own observations. Though 
he had brought his sword and a loaded gun with him, 
when he noticed that the Cossacks avoided him he 
decided to take no part in the action, as in his opinion 
his t ourage had already been sufficiently proved when 
he was with his detachment, and also because he was 
very happy. 

Suddenly a shot was heard in the distance. 

The cornet became excited, and began giving 
orders to the Cossacks as to how they should divide 
and from which side they should approach. But the 
Cossacks did not appear to pay any attention to these 
orders, listening only to what LukAshka said and 
looking to him alone. LukAshka’s face and figure 
were expressive of calm solemnity. He put his horse 
to a trot with which the others were unable to keep 
pace, and screwing up his eyes kept looking ahead. 

‘There’s a man on horseback,’ he said, reining in 
his horse and keeping in line with the others. 

OHnin looked intently, but could not see anything. 
The Cossacks soon distinguished two riders and 
quietly rode straight towards them. 

‘Are those tire abreks ?’ asked Olenin. 

The Cossacks did not answer his question, which 
appeared quite meaningless to them. The abreks 
would have been fools to venture across the river on 
horseback. 

‘That’s friend R6dka waving to us, I do believe,' 
said LukAshka, pointing to the two mounted men 
who were now clearly visible. ‘Look, he’s coming 
to us.’ 

A few minutes later it became plain that the two 
horsemen were the Cossack scouts. The corporal rode 
up to LukAshka. 
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CHAPTER XLI 
‘Are they far?' was all I.uk.ishka said. 

Just then they heard a sliaip shot some thirty paces 
otf. The corporal smiled slightly. 

‘Our Gurka is having shots at them,’ he said, 
nodding in the direction of the shot. 

Having gone a few paces fnither they saw Glirka 
sitting behind a sand-hillock and loading Ins gun. 
To while away the time he was exchanging shots with 
the abreks , who were behind another sand-heap. A 
bullet lame whistling fiom their side. 

The cornet was pale and grew confused LukAshka 
dismounted from ins horse, threw the reins to one of 
the other Cossacks, and went up to Gurka. Olenin 
also dismounted and, bending down, followed Lu- 
kishka. They had hardly rent led Corfu when two 
bullets whistled above them. I.uk.isliku looked around 
laughing at Olenin and stooped a little. 

‘Look out or they will kill you, Dmitri Andnhch,’ 
he said. ‘You’d better go away -you have no business 
here.’ 

But Olenin wanted absolutely to sec the abreks. 

From behind the mound he saw caps and muskets 
some two hundred paces off. Suddenly a little c loud 
of smokr appeared from theme, and again a bullet 
whistled past. The abreks were hiding in a marsh at 
the foot of the lull. Olenin was much impressed by 
the place in which they sat. In reality it was very 
much like the rest of the steppe, but Irecause the 
abreks sat there it seemed to detach itself from all the 
rest and to have become distinguished. Indeed it 
appeared to Olenin that it was the very spot for abreks 
to occupy. I.ukishka went back to Ins hone and 
Olenin followed him. 

‘VVc must get a hay-cart,’ said Lukishka, ‘or they 
will be killing some of us. There behind that mound 
is a NogAy cart with a load of hay.’ 
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The comet listened to him and the corporal agreed. 
The cart of hay was fetched, and the Cossacks, hiding 
behind it, pushed it forward. Olenin rode up a hillock 
from whence he could see everything. The hay-cart 
moved on and the Cossacks crowded together behind 
it. The Cossacks advanced, but the Chechens, of 
whom there were nine, sat with their knees in a row 
and did not fire. 

All was quiet. Suddenly from the Chechens arose 
the sound of a mournful song, something like Daddy 
Erdshka’s ‘Ay day, dalalay’. The Chechens knew that 
they could not escape, and to prevent themselves from 
being tempted to take to flight they had strapped 
themselves together, knee to knee, had got their guns 
ready, and were singing their death-song. 

The Cossacks with their hay-cart drew closer and 
closer, and Olenin expected the firing to begin at any 
moment, but the silence was only broken by the 
abreks’ mournful song. Suddenly the song ceased; 
there was a sharp report, a bullet struck the front of 
the cart, and Chechen curses and yells broke the 
silence and shot followed on shot and one bullet after 
another struck the cart. The Cossacks did not fire 
and were now only five paces distant. 

Another moment passed and the Cossacks with a 
whoop rushed out on both sides from behind the cart 
—LukAshka in front of them. Olenin heard only a few 
shots, then shouting and moans. He thought he saw 
smoke and blood, and abandoning his horse and quite 
beside himself he ran towards the Cossacks. Horror 
seemed to blind him. He could not make out any¬ 
thing, but understood that all was over. LukAshka, 
pale as death, was holding a wounded Chechen by 
the arms and shouting, 'Don’t kill him. I’ll take him 
alive!’ The CMchen was the red-haired man who 
had fetched his brother’s body away after LukAshka 
had killed him. LukAshka was twisting his arms. 
Suddenly the Chechen wrenched himself free and 
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fired his pistol. Lukishka fell, and blood began to 
flow from his stomach. He jumped up, but fell again, 
swearing in Russian and in Tartar. More and more 
blood appeared on his clothes and under him. Some 
Cossacks approached him and began loosening his 
girdle. One of them, Nazdrka, before beginning to 
help, fumbled for some time unable to put his sword 
in its sheath: it would not go the right way. The blade 
of the sword was blood-stained. 

The Chechens with their red hair and clipped 
moustaches lay dead and hacked about. Only the 
one we know of, who had fired at I.ukAshka, though 
wounded in many places was still alive. Like a 
wounded hawk all covered with blood (blood was 
flowing from a wound under his right eye), pale and 
gloomy, he looked about him with wide-open excited 
eyes and clenched teeth as he crouched, dagger in 
hand, still prepared to defend himself. The cornet 
went up to him as if intending to pass by, and with 
a quick movement shot him in the ear. The Chechen 
started up, but it was too late, and he fell. 

The Cossacks, quite out of breath, dragged the 
bodies aside and took the weapons from them. Each 
of the red-haired Chechens had been a man, and each 
one had his own individual expression. I.ukAshka 
was carried to the cart. He continued to swear in 
Russian and in Tartar. 

‘No fear, I’ll strangle him with my hands. Anna 
smi!’ he cried, struggling. But he soon became quiet 
from weakness. 

Olenin rode home. In the evening he was told that 
Lukishka was at death’s door, but that a Tartar from 
beyond the river had undertaken to cure him with 
herbs. 

The bodies were brought to the village office. The 
women and the little boys hastened to look at them. 

It was growing dark when Olinin returned, and 
he could not collect himself after what be had seen. 
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But towards night memories of the evening before 
came rushing to his mind. He looked out of the 
window, Maryhnka was passing to and fro from the 
house to the cowshed, putting things straight. Her 
mother had gone to the vineyard and her father to 
the office. Olenin could not wait till she had quite 
finished her work, but went out to meet her. She was 
in the hut standing with her back towards him. 
016nin thought she felt shy. 

‘Maryhnka,’ said he, ‘I say, Mary&nka! May I 
come in?’ 

She suddenly turned. There was a scarcely per¬ 
ceptible trace of tears in her eyes and her face was 
beautiful in its sadness, She looked at him in silent 
dignity. 

Olemn again said: 

‘MaryAnka, I have come-’ 

‘Leave me alone!’ she said. Her face did not change 
but the tears ran down her checks. 

‘What are you crying for? What is it?’ 

‘What?’ she repeated in a rough voice. ‘Cossacks 
have been killed, that’s what for.’ 

‘Lukashka?’ said OWnin, 

‘Go away! What do you want?’ 

‘Mary&nka!’ said Olenin, approaching her. 

‘You will never get anytmng from me!’ 

‘MaryAnka, don’t speak like that,’ Olenin en¬ 
treated. 

‘Get away. I'm sick of you!’ shouted the girl, 
stamping her foot, and moved threateningly towards 
him. And her face expressed such abhorrence, such 
contempt, and sudi anger that Olenin suddenly 
understood that there was no hope for him, and that 
his lint impression of this woman’s inaccessibility had 
been perfectly correct. 

Olenin said nothing more, but ran out of the hut, 
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CHAPTER XLII 

For two hours after returning home hj lay on his 
bed motionless. 1 hen he went to Ins company com¬ 
mander and obtained leave to visit the stall'. Without 
taking leave of anyone, anti sending Vanyusha to 
settle his accounts with his landlord, he prepared to 
leave for the fort where ins regiment was stationed. 
Daddy Eioshka was the only one to see him off. They 
had a drink, and then a set ond, and then vet another. 
Again as on the night of his departure from Moscow, 
a three-horsed conveyance stood waiting at the door. 
But Olenin did not t'onler with himself as he had done 
then, and did not say to Imnsrlf that all he had thought 
and done here was 'not it’. He did not promise 
himself a new life. He loved Marviinka more than 
ever, and knew that he could never he loved by her. 

‘Well, good-bye, my lad 1 ' said Daddy Eroshka. 
‘When you go on an expedition, be wise and listen 
to my words—the words oi an old man. When you are 
out on a raid or the like (vou know I'm an old wolf 
and have seen things), and when they begin firing, 
don’t get into a crowd where thrre arc many men. 
When you fellows get Irightcned you always try to 
get close together with a lot of others. You think it is 
merrier to lie with others, hut that’s where it is worst 
of all! They always aim at a crowd. Now I used to 
keep farther away from the others and went alone, 
and I've never been wounded. Yet what things 
haven’t I seen in my day?’ 

‘But you’ve got a bullet in your back,’ remarked 
Vanyusha, who was clearing up the room. 

’That was the Cossacks fooling about.' answered 
Eroshka. 

‘Cossacks? How was that?’asked Olenin. 

‘Oh, just so. We were drinking. VAnka Sltkin, one 
of the Cossacks, got merry, and puff! he gave me 
one from his pistol just here.’ 
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‘Yes, and did it hurt?’ asked Olenin. ‘Vanyusha, 
will you soon be ready?’ he added. 

‘Ah, where’s the hurry! Let me tell you. When 
he banged into me, the bullet did not break the bone 
but remained here. And I say: “You’ve killed me, 
brother. Eh! What have you done to me? I won’t 
let you off! You’ll have to stand me a pailful!”’ 

‘Well, but did it hurt?’ Olenin asked again, scarcely 
listening to the tale. 

‘Let me finish. He stood a pailful, and we drank it, 
but the blood went on flowing. The whole room was 
drenched and covered with blood. Grandad Burldk.he 
says, “The lad will give up the ghost. Stand a bottle 
of the sweet sort, or we shall have you taken up!” 
They bought more drink, and boozed and boozed-’ 

‘Yes, but did it hurt you much?’ Olfein asked once 
more. 

‘Hurt, indeed! Don’t interrupt: I don’t like it. 
Let me finish. We boozed and boozed till morning, 
and I fell asleep on the top of the oven, drunk. When 
I woke in the morning I could not unbend myself 
anyhow-’ 

‘Was it very painful ?’ repeated Oldnin, thinking that 
now he would at last get an answer to his question. 

‘Did I tell you it was painful ? I did not say it was 
painful, but I could not bend and could not walk.’ 

‘And then it healed up?’ said Olfain, not even 
laughing, so heavy was his heart. 

‘It healed up, but the bullet is still there. Just feel 
it!’ And lifting his shirt he showed his powerful back, 
where just near the bone a bullet could be felt and 
rolled about. 

‘Feel how it rolls,’ he said, evidently amusing 
himself with the bullet as with a toy. ‘There now. it 
has rolled to the back.’ 

‘And Lukashka, will he recover?’ asked Olenin. 

‘Heaven only knows 1 There’s no doctor. They’ve 
gone for one.’ 
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‘Where will they get one? From Gr6znoe?’ asked 
Oldnin. 

‘No, my lad. Were I the Tsar I'd have hung all 
your Russian doctors long ago. Cutting is all they 
know! There’s our Cossack Baklashka, no longer a 
real man now that they’ve cut offlus leg! That shows 
they’re fools. What’s BaklAshka good lor now? No, 
my lad, in the mountains there are real doctors. There 
was my chum, Vorchik, he was on an expedition and 
was wounded just here in the chest. Well, your doctors 
gave him up, but one of theirs came Irom the moun¬ 
tains and cured him! They understand herbs, my 
lad!’ 

‘Come, stop talking rubbish,’ said Olinin. ‘I’d 
better send a doctor from head-quarters.’ 

‘Rubbish!’ the old man said mockingly. ‘Fool, 

fool! Rubbish. You’ll send a doctor!-If yours 

cured people, Cossacks and Chdchcns would go to 
you for treatment, but as it is your officers and 
colonels send to the mountains for doctors. Yours are 
all humbugs, all humbugs.' 

Olenin did not answer. He agreed only too fully 
that all was humbug in the world in which he had 
lived and to which he was now returning. 

‘How is Lukishka? You’ve been to sec him?’ he 
asked. 

‘He just lies as if he were dead. He does not eat 
nor drink. Vodka is the only thing his soul accepts. 
But as long as he drinks vodka it’s well. I’d be sorry 
to lose the lad. A fine lad—a brave, like me. I too 
lay dying like that once. The old women were already 
wailing. My head was burning. They had already 
laid me out under the holy icons. So I lay there, and 
above me on the oven little drummers, no bigger 
than this, beat the tattoo. I shout at them and they 
drum all the harder.’ (The old man laughed.) ‘ The 
women brought our church elder. They were getting 
ready to bury me. They said, “he defiled himself 
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with worldly unbelievers; he made merry with women; 
he ruined people; he did not fast, and he played the 
balahiyka." .“Confess,” they said. So I began to con¬ 
fess. “I've sinned!” I said. Whatever the priest said, 
I always answered “I’ve sinned.” He began to ask 
me about the balahiyka. “Where is the accursed thing,” 
he says. “Show it me and smash it.” But I say, “I\e 
not got it.” I’d hidden it myself in a net in the 
out-house. I knew they could not find it. So they 
left me. Yet after all I recovered. When I went for 

my balalayka -What was I saying?’ he continued. 

‘Listen to me, and keep farther away from the other 
men or you’ll get killed foolishly. I feel for you, truly: 
you are a drinker—I love you! And fellows like you 
like riding up the mounds. There was one who lived 
here who had come from Russia, he always would ride 
up the mounds (he called the mounds so funnily, 
“hillocks”). Whenever he saw a mound, off he’d 
gallop. Once he galloped olf that way and rode to 
the top quite pleased, but a Chechen fired at him 
and killed him! Ah, how well they shoot from their 
gun-rests, those Chechens! Some of them shoot even 
better than I do. I don’t like it when a fellow gets 
killed so foolishly! Sometimes I used to look at your 
soldiers and wonder at them. There’s foolishness for 
you! They go, the poor lellows, all in a clump, and 
even sew red collars to their coats! How can they help 
being hit! One gets killed, they drag him away and 
another takes his place! What foolishness!’ the old 
man repeated, shaking his head. ‘Why not scatter, 
and go one by one? So you just go like that and they 
won’t notice you. That’s what you must do.’ 

‘Well, thank you! Good-b)e, Daddy. God willing 
we may meet again,’ said Olenin, getting up and 
moving towards the passage. 

The old man, who was sitting on the floor, did not 
me. 

‘Is that the way one says “Good-bye”? Fool, fool!’ 
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he began. ‘Oh dear, what has come to people? We’ve 
kept company, kept company for wellmgh a year, and 
now “Good-bye!” and olThc goes! Why; I love you, 
and how I pity you! You are so forlorn, always alone, 
always alone. You’re somehow so unsociable. At 
times I can’t sleep for thinking about you. i am so 
sorry for you. As the song has it: 

It is verv hard, dear brother, 

In a foreign land to live. 

So it is with you.’ 

‘Well, good-bye,’ said Olenin again. 

The old man rose and held out his hand. Olenin 
pressed it and turned to go. 

‘Give us your mug, your mug!’ 

And the old man took Olenin by the head with both 
hands and kissed him three times with wet moustaches 
and lips, and began to cry. 

‘I love you, good-bye!’ 

Olenin got into the cart. 

‘Well, is that how you’re going? You might give 
me something for a remembrance. Give me a gun! 
What do you want two for?’ said the old man, sobbing 
quite sincerely. 

Olenin got out a musket and gave it to him. 

‘What a lot you’ve given the old fellow,’ murmured 
Vanyusha, ‘he’ll never have enough! A regular old 
beggar. They are all such irregular people,’ he re¬ 
marked, as he wrapped himself in his overcoat and 
took ins seat on the box. 

‘Hold your tongue, swine!’ exclaimed the old man, 
laughing. ‘What a stingy fellow!’ 

Maryanka came out of the cowshed, glanced in¬ 
differently at the cart, bowed and went towards 
the hut. 

'La Jille!' said Vanytisha, with a wink and burst 
out into a silly laugh. 

‘Drive on!’ shouted Olenin, angrily. 




Finished Dec, ig, 1862, 


PREFACE TO ERSHOV’S 
RECOLLECTIONS OF SEVASTOPOL 

A I. ERSHOV has sent me his book, Recollections of 
• Sevastopol, and has asked me to read it and say 
what impression it makes on me. 

I have read it, and willingly tell of the impression it 
makes on me, for that impression is a very strong one. 
It has caused me to re-experience with the author 
what he and I lived through thirty-four years ago. 
We then experienced what the author describes -the 
horror of war, but we also experienced a mental con¬ 
dition the author hardly describes at all. 

A lad fresh from the Cadet College linds himself 
in Sevastopol. A few months ago he was as merry and 
happy as girls are the day after marriage. It seems 
but yesterday that he lint donned the officer’s uniform 
an expert tailor had skilfully padded with wadding, 
arranging the thick cloth and the shoulder-straps to 
mask the boyish and still undeveloped chest and give 
it a brave appearance. It seems but yesterday that 
he put on that uniform and drove to the hair-dresser’s 
to have his hair curled and pomaded and his incipient 
moustaches accentuated with fixative, and that clank¬ 
ing the sabre attached to his gilt belt against the steps 
and with his cap on one side, he walked down the 
street. It is no longer he who has to be on the watch 
lest he fail to notice and salute some passing officer, 
it is now hu approach that is looked out for by the 
privates, and he carelessly raises his hand to his cap 
and commands ‘at case'. Only yesterday his com¬ 
mander, the General, talked to him seriously as to an 
equal, and a brilliant military career seemed to him 
certain. Was it not yesterday his old nurse was so 
surprised to see what he looked like, and his mother 
was so touched that she wept for joy, kissing and 
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caressing him, while he felt both happy and ashamed? 
It was only yesterday that he met a lovely girl; they 
spoke of tribes, the lips of both were wreathed with 
suppressed smiles, and he knew that she (and not only 
she, but hundreds of other girls a thousand times 
better) might, and must, love him. It all seems to 
have happened but yesterday. It may have been 
trivial and absurd and conceited, but it was all inno¬ 
cent and therefore pleasing. 

And now he is in Sevastopol, and suddenly sees that 
something is not right, something is happening that 
is not at all as it should be. His commander calmly 
tells him that lie—whose mother so loves him, and 
from whom not she alone but every one expected so 
much that is good—that he, with all his special and 
incomparable physical and mental excellences, is to 
go where men are being killed and crippled. The 
commander does not deny that he is the same youth 
whom all love and must love and whose life is more 
important to him than anything else in the world. 
The commander docs not deny this, but simply says. 
‘Go, and let yourself be killed.’ His heart contracts 
with a double fear: the fear of death and the fear of 
shame; but pretending that it is all the same to him 
whether he goes to death or remains here, he gets 
ready with a show of interest in what he is going for, 
and even in his belongings and bed. He goes to the 
place where men arc killed, and hopes it is only said 
that men are killed there, hut that that is not really 
the case and things will turn out otherwise. But half 
an hour at the bastion is ample to show that the reality 
is more terrible and more unbearable than he ex¬ 
pected. He sees a man radiant with joy and blooming 
with health. Suddenly something splashes, and the 
man tumbles over into a neighbouring heap of excre¬ 
ments—a terrible example of suffering and remorse 
and an exposure of all that is being done there. It is 
awful,—it will not do to look at it or think about it 
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But it is impossible not to think: that time it happened 
to him, soon it will happen to me. How is it. J Why 
is it? Why should they do it to me,—to me who was 
so good, so nice, so dear, not only to my nurse, not 
only to my mother, not onlv to ‘her’, but to so many 
people—to almost everybody? O11 tile wav to Sevasto¬ 
pol, at the post-stations, how fond people were ol me 
and how we laughed, and how pleased they were with 
me and how they gave me a tohai c o-pom li! Hut 
here—not only does no one think ol giving me a 
pouth, but no one cares how or when they mutilate 
this body, these legs, these aims—or e\en kill me as 
they killed that hllow. Whither I shall lo-day lx; 
what he now is, no one cates; on the urntrary it 
almost seems as if they wishid it. Yes, 1 - even I— 
am not wanted by any one. Hut if I am not wanted 
why am I here? He asks himself the question but rail 
find no answer. It were well ll some one would ex¬ 
plain, or it not explain, at least say something 
encouraging. But no one ever sa>s anything ol the 
sort. Apparently nothing ol the kmd can be said 
One would lie tixi nun li ashamed to say it, and so no 
one tries to say anything ol the kmd Then why, why, 
am 1 here 3 exclaims the lad to himself, and wishes to 
cry. Hut there is no answer, except a painful shrinking 
of the heart. A sergeant appears,—and the lad makes 
pretence. . . . Time passes. Others are lixikmg at him 
or he thmks they are hxiktng, and he makes every 
effort not to disgrace hunsrll And not to disgrace 
himself hr must do as the others do: not think, but 
smoke, drink, jest, and hide his feelings. And so a day 
passes, another, a third,—a week. . . . And the boy 
becomes accustomed to concealing Ins lean and 
stiffing his thoughts. What is most terrible ol all to 
him is that he alone lives in this ignorance ol why 
he is here in this horrible position. The others, it 
seems to him, know something, and he wishes to get 
them to be frank about it. He thmks it would be 
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easier to bear if it were acknowledged that all are in 
the same dreadful position. But to make the others 
speak on this matter turns out to be impossible. They 
fear to speak about it as much as he does. It will not 
bear being spoken of. One must talk about escarps 
and counterscarps, about porter, promotions, rations, 
cards—that is all right. And so day passes after day: 
the lad becomes accustomed to not thinking, not 
asking, not speaking about what he is doing, but still 
he feels all the time that he is doing something quite 
contrary to his whole nature. So things continue for 
many months, the lad is not killed, is not crippled, and 
—the war is over. 

The terrible moral torture is over. No one has 
found out how he feared, how he wished to go away 
and did not know why he remained. At last he can 
draw breath, recollect himself, and think over what 
has happened. 

What has happened? This: that for many months 
I have feared and suffered, hiding my sufferings from 
others. Of exploits—that is to say deeds of which 1 
could be proud or at least recall with pleasure—there 
have been none. My only exploit was that I stood as 
food for cannon and long remained in a place where 
many men were shot in the head, the breast, and in 
all parts of their bodies. All that however is a personal 
aspect of the matter; besides that I had a share 
(if but an unimportant one) in a common cause. A 
common cause? But what was it? Destroying scores 
—thousands—of men . . . and what else? Sevastopol 
—that Sevastopol which we defended—was aban¬ 
doned and the fleet sunk, and the keys of the church 
at Jerusalem' remained in the hands of those who had 
them before, and Russia is humiliated. And what 

1 The handing over of the key of the chief door of the 
church of Bethlehem to the Latin Patriarch on sand 
December 185a was one of the proximate causes of the 
Crimean War. 
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conclusion must one draw? Can it be that it all comes 
to this: that it was owing to foolishness and youthful¬ 
ness that I got into the terrible and inextricable 
position in which 1 remained for seven months and 
from which 1 was incompetent to liberate myself? 
Can that be all ? 

The lad is in the most favourable position to come 
to this unavoidable and logical conclusion; for, first, 
the war has ended in disgrace and has nothing to 
excuse it (there has been no hbeiation of Europe, or 
of Bulgaria, &c.); secondly, the lad has not been 
crippled for life nor paitl any other tribute to war 
that would render it hard for him to admit that the 
cause of his sufferings was a blunder; neither has he 
received any special distinctions which he would have 
to renounce were he to renounce war. The lad could 
tell the truth, which is that he casually found himself 
in an inextricable position, and not knowing how to 
escape from it continued in it until it solved itself. 
He wishes to say this and would surely have said it 
plainly. But then, at first with astonishment, he hears 
around him talk of the late war not as of something 
disgraceful, as it appeared to him, but as of something 
not merely very good but even extraordinarily so. 
He hears that the defence in whirh he took part was 
a great historic event, an event unparalleled in the 
world’s history, and that those who were in Sevastopol, 
including himself, were heroes among heroes, and 
that the fact that he did not run away (like an 
artillery horse that did not break its halter and 
escape) was a great deed, and that he is a hero. And 
so, first with surprise and then with interest, the lad 
listens, and loses the strength of mind to tell the whole 
truth,—he cannot speak against his comrades, cannot 
give them away. But still he wishes to tell at least part 
of the truth, and writes a description of what he has 
gone through in which he tries to give his experience. 
He describes his share in the war: how around him 
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men were being killed and how he felt fear and disgust 
and pity. 

To the fiijt question that suggests itself to every one: 
Why did he do it? Why did he not cease, and go 
away?—the author does not reply. He does not say, 
as men said in olden times when they hated their 
enemies as the Jews hated the Philistines, that he 
hated the Allies; on the contrary, here and there he 
shows his sympathy for them as for fellow men. 

Nor does he speak of any passionate desire that the 
keys of the church at Jerusalem should be in oui 
hands, or even that our fleet should, or should not, 
exist. As you read, you feel that for him the life and 
death of men are not commensurable with questions 
of politics. And the reader feels that to the question: 
Why did the author act as he did?—there is only one 
answer: It was because I was enlisted while still young, 
or before the war began, or because owing to in¬ 
experience I chanced to slip into a position from which 
I could not extricate myself without great effort. I was 
entrapped into that position and when they obliged 
me to do the most unnatural actions in the world, to 
kill my fellow men who had done me no harm,—! 
preferred to do this rather than suffer punishment 
and disgrace. And though the book contains some 
short allusions to the love of Tsar and fatherland, one 
feels that this is only a tribute exacted by the con¬ 
ditions in which the author was placed. Though it is 
assumed that since it is noble to sacrifice one’s limbs 
or life, therefore all the sufferings and deaths that are 
encountered constitute merit in those who endure 
them,—one feels that the author knows this is not 
true, for he does not freely sacrifice his life, but while 
killing others involuntarily puts his own life in danger. 
One feels that the author knows there is a law of God: 
love thy neighbour and therefore do not kill him,— 
a law which cannot be repealed by any human 
arufice. 
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. The merit of the book consists in that. It is a pity 
it is only felt, and not plainly and clearly expressed. 
Sufferings and deaths are described, but *\e are not 
told what caused them. Thirty-five yean ago even 
that was well, but now something more is needed. 
We should l>e told what it is that causes soldien to 
suffer and die, that we may know and undentand 
and destroy these causes. 

‘War! How terrible,’ people say, ‘is war, with its 
wounds, bloodshed, and deaths. We must organize 
a Red Cross Society to alleviate the wounds, sufferings, 
and pains of death.’ But, truly, what is dreadful in 
war are not the wounds, sufferings, and deaths. The 
human race that has always suffered and died should 
by this time be accustomed to suffering and death, and 
should not be aghast at them. Without war people 
die from famine, from inundations, and from epi¬ 
demics. It is not suffering and death that are terrible, 
but it is that which allows people to inflict Suffering 
and death. 

One little word from a man who requests another 
to have some one hanged for him to study, 1 and a word 
from the other replying: ‘Very well, let’s hang hint- 
one such word is full of suffering and death. One 
such word, printed and read, carries in itself the death 
and suffering of millions. It is not the suffering and 
mutilation and death of man’s body that most needs 
to be diminished—it is the mutilation and death of 
his soul. Not the Rid Cross is needed, but the simple 
cross of Christ to destroy falsehood and deception. . .. 

I was finishing this Preface when a cadet from the 
Military College came to see me. He told me that he 

1 This refers to the statement made by the well-known 
Russian artist Vereshchagin (who was alive when ToLstdy 
wrote this preface), that during the Russo-Turkish war 
of 1877 he requested an officer to have a spy hanged there 
and then, that he (the artist) might make a study of the 
execution. 
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was troubled by religious doubts. He had read 
Dostoevski’s ‘The Great Inquisitor’, and was troubled 
by doubts why Jesus should have preached a doctrine 
so hard to carry out. He had read nothing of mine. 
I spoke cautiously to him of how to read the Gospels 
so as to find in them the answers to life’s problems. 
He listened and agreed. Towards the end of our 
conversation I mentioned wine and advised him not 
to drink. He replied: ‘But in military service it is 
sometimes necessary.’ I thought he meant necessary 
for health and strength, and intended triumphantly 
to overthrow him by proofs from experience and 
science, but he continued: ‘Why at Geok-Tepe, for 
instance, when Skbbelev had to massacre the inhabi¬ 
tants, the soldiers did not wish to do it, but he had 
drink served out and then. . . .’ Here are all the 
horrors of war—they are in this lad with his fresh 
young face, his little shoulder-straps under which the 
ends of his bashlik' are so neatly tucked, his well- 
cleaned boots, his naive eyes, and so perverted a con¬ 
ception of life. 

This is the real horror of war! 

What millions of Red Cross workers could heal the 
wounds that swarm in that remark—the result of a 
whole system of education ? 

loth May , o.i., 1889. 

■ The bashlik is a hood of cloth or felt, to protect the 
head from the cold. It has long ends to tie round the neck. 
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